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THE  BELLE  OP  THE  VILLAGE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


Long  ago — it  matters  not  when — ^the  in- 
liabitants  of  a  village  in  one  of  the  rural 
districts  of  England  were  not  a  little  sur- 
prised by  a  stranger  in  the  sable  garb  of  a 
widow,  accompanied  by  a  little  girl,  making 
inquiries  for  furnished  lodgings.  It  was  a 
most  astonishing  proceeding;  at  least  so 
everybody  thought,  and  so  everybody  said. 
Who  could  they  be?     Where  did  they  come 
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fix)m  ?  Why  were  they  there  ?  By  what 
brought?  How  did  they  arrive?  In  chaise, 
cart,  carriage,  coach,  van,  waggon,  or  wheel- 
barrow? No  one  seemed  to  know.  Numerous 
were  the  questions,  but  painfully  few  the 
answers  to  them.  At  length  the  general 
shopkeeper,  whose  curiosity  on  all  subjects 
wherein  mystery  was  involved,  mounted 
like  quicksUver  in  the  sun,  could  no  longer 
submit  to  the  pressure  fi*om  within,  and,  in 
order  to  obtain  the  relief  he  desired,  deter- 
mined  upon  taking  the  matter  in  hand  him- 
self, as  he  would  a  parcel  duly  consigned 
from  the  wholesale  house  with  which  he 
dealt,  and  stripping  it  of  all  outward  con- 
cealment, lay  bare,  exposed  and  palpable, 
that  which  was  now  wrapped  in  fog,  clouds, 
and  darkness. 

Jacob  Giles  was  as  mild  a  little  man  as 
ever  craned  a  long  thin  neck  over  a  little 
white  wisp  of  a  cravat.     His  hair,  always  a 
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poor  crop  in  his  sunniest  days,  looked  like 
thistle  down  gammed  in  patches  upon  a  pink 
scalp ;  while,  as  if  his  system  was  denied  the 
usual  qualities  of  nutrition,  he  was  com- 
pletely devoid  of  eyebrows,  eyelashes,  and 
whiskers.  Nothing,  indeed,  could  present 
a  smoother  surface  than  Jacob's  counte- 
nance; more  particularly  when,  with  a 
bland  smile,  he  rested  his  knuckles  on  the 
counter  of  the  general  shop,  and  leaning 
slightly  forward,  said,  "  What  may  be  the 
next  article,  Mem?"  Just  above  the  tape, 
however,  which  held  the  sweeping  white 
apron  round  his  girdle,  as  soft,  tender,  and 
easily-melted  a  little  heart  throbbed,  as  ever 
beat  within  the  confines  of  a  human  bosom. 
It  was  as  easily  moulded  to  the  slightest 
touch  of  want  or  suffering,  as  a  pat  of  fresh 
butter  to  the  dairymaid's  stamp. 

Jacob  Giles,  diminutive  as  he  was,  pos- 
sessed an   enlarged   view  of  "doing  unto 
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others  as  he  wished  they  should  do  unto 
him ; "  and  although,  by  care  and  thrift, 
never  knowing  what  the  necessities  of  life 
were,  he  had  not  become  deaf  or  indifferent 
to  those  of  his  less  fortunate  neighbours  who 
might  be  frequently  sensible  of  nature's  im- 
mediate demands,  without  the  resources  of 
an  equally  ready  supply.  Notwithstanding 
these  sentiments,  which  rung  like  sound  bell- 
metal  from  the  secret  recesses  of  Jacob's 
anatomy,  it  must  be  confessed  that  he  was 
tainted  to  the  backbone  with  the  vulgar  incli- 
nation of  knowing  everybody's  business,  even 
in  preference  to  his  own ;  and  was  never  at 
rest,  either  mentally  or  physically,  until  all 
news,  hints,  rumours,  reports,  suspicions, 
and  mysteries,  coming  under  his  lynx-eyed 
notice,  were  thoroughly  sifted,  winnowed, 
and  rendered  clear  and  transparent  to  his 
perception. 

A  stranger  asking  for  furnished  lodgings 
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in  the  village  of  Grundy's  Green !  Such  a 
circumstance  had  not  been  heard  of  within 
the  memory  of  the  oldest  inhabitant ;  and  as 
for  apartments,  they  were  not  to  be  had, 
except  the  sandy-floored  parlour  with  the 
room  over  it,  at  the  Harrow  an<J  Pitchfork ; 
and  the  former  of  these  was  invariably  oc- 
cupied each  Saturday  night  by  the  members 
of  the  Rollicking  Club. 

"You'll  excuse  me,  Mem,"  observed  Jacob, 
between  a  squeak  and  a  whistle,  for  he  was 
sadly  at  a  loss  for  breath,  from  the  haste  he 
had  exercised  in  overtaking  the  mysterious 
strangers,  now  at  the  extremity  of  Grundy's 
Green ;  "  You'll  excuse  me,  Mem,"  repeated 
he,  glancing  from  the  tall  figure  of  the  lady 
to  that  of  the  child,  holding  timidly  the 
hand  of  her  companion,  as  she  nestled  to 
her  side  with  fear,  "  but,"  and  the  general 
shopkeeper  gently  chafed  the  tips  of  his  long 
freckled  fingers  together,   "  if  I'm  informed 
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co-rectly,  you  are  desirous  of  obtaining 
furnished  lodgings  in  our  viUage/' 

"  Indeed,"  replied  the  stranger,  throwing 
back  a  deep  fall  of  crape,  which  hitherto  had 
effectually  acted  as  a  perfect  screen  to  her 
features,  "  I'm  exceedingly  anxious  of  so 
doing ;  but  there  appears — " 

"  Some  difficulty  in  getting  what  you  re- 
quire, Mem,"  continued  Jacob,  pretending 
to  close  his  eyes — ^the  fox — but  in  reality  to 
peep  at  the  face  presented  to  his  full  view 
with  less  strain  upon  his  modesty,  and 
which  something  warm  and  glowing  within 
told  him  in  strict  confidence  that  it  was  the 
loveUesl^albeit  ghastly  pale— that  his  light 
blue,  ,and  somewhat  fishy  organs  of  vision 
had  ever  rested  on. 

"  Perhaps  you  can  render  me  some  as- 
sistance,'* returned  the  lady,  "  for  Fm  very 
wearied  and — "  she  hesitated  to  conclude 
the  sentence,  and  the  words  died  upon  her  lips. 

Jacob  Giles's  curiosity  received  a  fresh 
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sUmulus  from  this,  and  with  pricked  ears  he 
almost  gasped,  "  very  wearied  and — ' ' 

^^  111,  Sir,  I  would  have  said,"  she  added, 
in  a  subdued  tone,  and  glancing  furtively  at 
the  child. 

"  Very  wearied  and  very  ill! "  ejaculated 
Jacob,  as  the  gimblet  of  compassion  drilled 
its  way  straight  as  an  arrow  to  his  sensitive 
core.  "  What  can  be  done,  my  dear  Mem? 
What  can /do?'* 

"  Is  there  no  place  near  wherein  I  can 
have  an  hour's  rest?  "  she  rejoined,  faintly, 
"  I  am  much  in  want  of  it." 

"  To  be  sure  there  is,  Mem,"  said  Jacob 
Giles,  encouragingly.  "  My  shop's  not  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  ofl^  and  over  it  there's  a 
snuggery,  much  at  your  service.  Some- 
times, Mem,  this  snuggery,  in  the  hot 
weather,  and  when  the  new  cheeses  come  in 
fresh,  doesn't  smell  as  one  could  wish ;  but 
at  the  present  moment,  Mem,  there's  nothing 
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less  sweet  in  it  than  a  pot  of  mignionette 
and  a  handful  of  woodbine." 

"  I  am  deeply  sensible  of  your  proflFered 
kindness,"  replied  the  stranger,  in  a  tremu- 
lous voice,  "  and  will  accept  the  offer  with 
heartfelt  thankfulness." 

Turning  to  retrace  her  footsteps,  she  stag- 
gered, as  if  a  sudden  &intness  had  overcome 
her ;  and  had  not  Jacob's  ready  hand  been 
near,  to  render  the  required  support,  she 
probably  might  have  fallen  to  the  ground. 

**  There,  my  dear  Mem,"  said  Jacob, 
drawing  the  lady's  arm  through  his  own, 
with  a  secret  resolve  that  she  should  have  a 
night's  rest  in  the  snuggery  at  least,  if  not 
a  week's.  *' There,  there,  my  dear  Mem!  a 
glass  of  my  sparkUng  gooseberry  will  soon 
set  all  things  straight.  Yes,  yes.  The  day*s 
warm  and  close,  and  you're  travel- worn. 
There,  lean  on  me.  I'm  stronger  than  I 
look,  much  stronger ; "  and  with  many  such 
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terms  and  phrases^  he  conducted  his 
unknown  guest,  tenderly  and  in  silence, 
towards  the  promised  haven  of  his  snuggery. 
As  may  be  visibly  perceived  in  the  mind's 
eye,  without  the  smallest  stretch  of  the  ima- 
gination, the  inhabitants  of  Grundy's  Green 
were  more  than  ordinarily  moved  with  the 
sight  of  Jacob  Giles  leading  the  unknown 
lady  through  the  village;  and  many  heads 
were  thrust  from  door  and  window,  and 
gazes  of  bewilderment  exchanged,  as  they 
neared  his  domicile.  But  when  the  door 
was  gained,  and  he  was  palpably  seen  to 
point  the  way  through  the  shop,  and  by  a 
waving  motion  of  his  dexter  hand,  invite 
the  strangers  to  mount  the  stairs  leading  to 
the  snuggery,  no  common  pen  can  describe 
the  excitement  prevailing  from  one  end  of 
Grundy's  Green  to  the  other.  The  circum- 
stances surrounding,  as  with  a  haze,  this 

unprecedented  event,  had  now  become  so 
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fieir  beyond  the  reach  of  the  highest-flown 
speculations,  that  mute  amazement  took 
possession  of  each  and  all.  Even  the  most 
prone  to  gossip,  with  one  consent  appeared 
to  abandon  the  use  of  their  tongues,  and, 
for  once  in  their  lives,  to  feel  the  total  in- 
adequacy of  the  gift  of  speech. 

"  There,  Mem,"  said  Jacob,  throwing  open 
the  door  of  his  snuggery,  and  exhibiting 
the  economy  of  the  interior  with  no  little 
fiatis&ction,  ^^  I  beg  you'll  make  yourself  at 
home.  Let  me,  my  dear  Mem,"  continued 
he,  wheeling  a  well-cushioned  sofa  to  the 
open  window,  ^^  assist  you.  There,  now  take 
your  rest,  and  don't  let  the  thought  of 
starting  come  into  your  head." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  replied  the  stranger, 
in  a  feeble  and  exhausted  tone,  as  she  dropped 
upon  Ihe  sofa. 

"  Not  at  all,"  rejoined  Jacob,  flying  about 
the  room  in  the  greatest  haste  to  accomplish 
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something;  but  what  that  something  was> 
it  is  impossible  to  conjectm^  as  he  nearly 
upset  all  the  fire-irons,  two  ch^rs,  and  the 
coal-scuttle.  ^^  Not  at  aU,"  repeated  he,  ^^  fiur 
frcHn  it." 

^^  Clara,"  said  the  lady,  ^^  come  here,  love, 
and  let  me  untie  your  bonnet" 

^  Permit  me,  Mem,"  returned  Jacob,  and 
the  succeeding  instant  he  began  fastening 
the  child's  bonnet  strings  in  such  a  com- 
plication of  the  hardest  knots,  that  there 
i^peared  little  likelihood  of  their  ever 
finding  mortal  fingers  to  untwist  them. 

^^I  think,  Sir,"  said  Clara,  looking  up- 
wards with  an  appealing  look,  for  her  neck 
began  to  ache  most  painfully,  ^^that  you 
had  better  let  mamma  try." 

"My  dear  little  dear,"  replied  Jacob, 
"  Fm  precisely  of  your  o-pinion,"  and  as  the 
task  was  transferred  to  abler  hands,  and 
Clara's  clustering  nut-brown  curls  fell  upon 
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her  shoulders  like  the  tendrils  of  the  wild 
hop-vine,  the  little  general  shopkeeper's 
eyes  became  rivetted  as  upon  a  picture  of 
transcendent  beauty. 

Indeed,  no  limner's  art  could  trace  features 
of  greater  childish  loveliness.  Her  dark 
violet  eyes  were  fringed  with  long  web-like 
lashes,  black  as  a  raven's  feather,  and  the 
finely-arched  eyebrows  looked  like  two  thin 
strokes  from  a  pencil's  point.  Lofty,  and 
white  as  polished  ivory,  was  the  brow,  and 
the  delicately  chiselled,  and  slightly  aquiline 
nose  was  only  surpassed  in  beauty  by  the 
red  pouting  lips,  which  the  birds  might 
have  pecked  for  cherries  red  and  ripe. 
Upon  her  cheeks,  the  tinge  of  the  ripening 
peach  spread  its  shade,  and,  above  all,  the 
sunny  expression  of  her  features  betokened 
hidden  beauties  of  &r  greater  worth.  With 
a  slight  and  even  fragile  figure,  Clara  pos- 
sessed no  appearance  of  that  lurking  and 
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insidious  disease,  which  often  nips  the  bud 
ere  it  blossoms.  There  was  health  in 
her  bounding  step  and  joyous  tone,  and, 
although  now  and  then  a  cloud  of  melan- 
choly fell  upon  her  face,  it  was  only  when 
her  eyes  became  thoughtfully  fixed  on  those 
of  her  mother,  and  then  sad  reflections 
seemed  to  rise  of  coming  sorrows  whose 
shades  were  cast  before. 

After  several  futile  attempts  to  arrange 
the  fire-irons  in  their  assigned  position, 
Jacob  Giles  made  a  dive — for  nothing  more 
of  him  was  left  visible  than  the  skirt  of  his 
coat — into  a  deep  cupboard,  or  recess,  placed 
in  a  comer  of  the  room,  and  began  drawing 
forth,  in  rapid  succession,  the  varied  stores 
contained  within  it :  oranges,  cakes,  ginger- 
bread, plums,  nuts,  raisins,  apples,  pears, 
biffins,  bottles  of  gooseberry ,  currant,  ginger, 
and  cowslip  wines,  in  addition  to  a  capacious 
jar  of  cherry  brandy ;  all  of  which  he  begged 
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and  entreated  might  meet  with  a  concen- 
trated and  simultaneous  attack,  without  the 
further  waste  of  a  moment. 

"  My  dear  Mem,"  said  Jacob,  enthusias- 
tically, and  his  eyes  sparkled  almost  as 
brightly  Bs  the  wine  which  he  now  gurgled 
from  the  bottle,  "  take  a  glass  of  my  own 
importation;  I  mean  my  owii  making. 
Better  gooseberry,"  continued  he,  "was 
never  squeezed  from  gooseberries." 

Without  waiting  for  assent  or  dissent, 
the  hospitable  general  shopkeeper  plied  his 
guests  so  bountifully,  that  had  his  directions 
been  complied  with  with  anything  like 
strictness,  they  must  literally  have  been 
choked  with  sweets. 

Greatly,  however,  to  the  mental  uneasi- 
ness of  Jacob  Giles,  he  saw  not  the  slightest 
possible  progress  made  in  the  demolition 
of  the  multifarious  good  things  which  he 
had  so  liberally   provided.     The  strangers 


THE   BBLLE   OF  THE  VILLAGE.  15 

expressed  their  grateful  thanks  for  the 
kindness  displayed  by  their  entertainer;  but 
Clara  stood  with  an  arm  encircling  the 
neck  of  her  mother,  who  reclined  upon  the 
couch  in  a  manner  pourtraying  the  greatest 
exhaustion,  and  neither  seemed  disposed  to 
yield  to  his  pressing  solicitations  to  try  the 
"  excellent  gooseberry."  "  Presently,"  said 
the  latter,  slightly  raising  herself,  and 
speaking  in  a  tone  scarcely  above  a  whisper, 
"presently.  Sir,  I  hope  to  be  sufficiently 
recovered  to  partake  of  your  hospitality;  but, 
if  I  may  venture  to  express  a  wish,  without 
giving  offence,  it  is  to  be  left  alone  for  a 
brief  half  hour." 

**  Alone ! "  exclaimed  Jacob,  "  to  be  sure, 
my  dear  Mem.  Neither  man,  woman,  nor 
child  shall  disturb  ye.  I  see  you  want 
quiet,  and  quiet  you  shall  have.  Yes,  yes, 
leave  that  to  me.  If  anything's  wanted," 
continued  he,  addressing  himself  to  Clara, 
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"  touch  that  hand-bell  on  the  table,  my  dear 
little  dear,  and — and — and  I'll  fly  to  serve 
ye.  My  maid-of-all-work,  or  housekeeper, 
as  she  calls  herself,  is  as  deaf  as  an  adder ; 
but  quicker  ears  than  mine — probably  from 
their  length — were  never  known,  I  should 
say;"  and  with  this  humorous  panegyric 
upon  his  organs  of  hearing,  Jacob  Giles 
made  as  nimble  an  exit  as  a  pair  of  lean 
legs,  encased  in  drab,  short,  anti-continu- 
ations, and  ribbed  cotton  stockings,  can 
well  be  imagined  capably  of  accomplishing. 

"  Are  you  very  ill,  dear  Mamma?"  said 
Clara,  as  the  door  closed  upon  the  ribbed 
cotton  stockings,  and,  as  she  spoke,  she 
twined  her  arms  fondly  around  her  mother, 
and  pressed  her  cheek  closely  to  hers. 

"  I  hope  not,  dearest,"  was  the  reply. 

"But,  tell  me  what  you  think,"  rejoined 
Clara,  earnestly. 

"  It  may  be  only  fatigue,"  returned  her 
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mother,  ^^  and  I  trust  a  little  rest  may  soon 
restore  me." 

**  I  never  saw  you  look  so  pale — so  very 
pale,  before,''  added  the  child,  as  tears  began 
to  steal  from  her  eyelids,  and  course  them- 
selves down  her  cheeks. 

"  Don't  weep,  dearest  one,"  said  her 
mother.  "  It  will  but  increase  my  paleness 
to  see  you  thus.  Come,  come,"  and  she 
drew  her  closer  to  her  bosom. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


It  was  a  thick  watch  which  Jacob  Giles 
wore  in  his  fob.  Round,  roomy,  and  not 
unlike  a  turnip  in  shape,  it  might  have 
been  used  for  a  warming-pan  at  a  pinch. 

How  often  did  the  little  general  shop- 
keeper tug  at  the  bunch  of  burnished  seals 
which  dangled  at  the  end  of  a  steel  chain, 
and  drag  this  corpulent  keeper  of  time's 
stealthy  progress,  to  mark  the  minutes  as 
they  passed.  It  was  a  long  half-hour,  one 
of  the  longest   that  ever  trailed  its  weary 
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length  over  the  index  of  a  dial,  and  Jacob 
began  to  entertain  suspicions  that  he  must 
have  omitted  to  give  it  its  customary  wind 
up,  and  held  it  occasionally  to  his  ear,  to 
test  the  accuracy  of  his  fears.     There  was 
the    well-remembered    tick-tick,    however, 
which  first  saluted  him  upon  receiving  it 
as  a  guerdon  from  his  master,  at  the  ex- 
piration of  his  apprenticeship,  forty  years 
ago,  and  more. 

Jacob  Giles  started  as  if  a  galvanic  shock 
had  thrilled  through  his  nerves.  The  shrill 
and  piercing  tongue  of  the  hand-bell  rang 
through  the  house,  and,  with  a  heart  beat- 
ing a  succession  of  double-knocks  in  his 
breast,  he  dropped  the  cheese-taster,  and 
rushed  up  the  stairs  with  the  wings  which 
fear  often  lends  to  heels  far  less  agile  than 
the  little  general  shopkeeper's. 

"What's   the  matter?"   cried  he,  as  he 
jerked  the  door  of  the  snuggery  back  upon 
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its  hinges ;  but  the  scene  which  presented 
itself  afforded  sufficient  explanation. 

The  apparently  lifeless  form  of  the  lady 
laid  stretched  upon  the  couch,  while  the 
child  was  on  her  knees,  wildly  clasping 
her  hands,  and  giving  expression  to  the 
most  poignant  grief.  Bloodless  and  in- 
animate, the  mother  looked  beyond  all 
human  aid,  and  her  features  resembled 
those  carved  from  a  block  of  the  whitest 
marble. 

"  Stay,  stay ! "  cried  Jacob,  as  he  placed 
a  hand  upon  the  cold  and  clammy  brow  of 
the  stranger.,  "It  is  but  a  fainting  fit. 
Here,"  continued  he,  offering  a  vial  of 
hartshorn,  but  so  rapid  were  his  movt^- 
ments,  that  it  is  impossible  to  say  whence 
he  procured  it;  **hold  this  so,  my  dear 
little  dear;  just  so,  not  too  close.  There, 
nothing  can  be  better,  while  I  go  for  a 
medical  man.     He   shall   be   here   sooner 
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than  convenient  despatch  can  bring  him, 
rest  assured;"  and  with  this  fixed  resolve 
to  hasten  the  advent  of  the  medical  man, 
he  made  a  departure  distinguished  only 
for  its  abruptness. 

True  to  his  word,  Jacob  scarcely  ap- 
peared to  have  turned  his  heel  upon  the 
scene,  when  he  returned,  dragging  firmly 
by  the  arm  a  diminutive,  podgy,  bald- 
headed  man,  gasping  convulsively  for 
breath. 

"  Now,"  said  Jacob,  "  there's  your  pa- 
tient, Doctor  Grimes.  Let  us  witness  an 
exhibition  of  that  skill,  Sir,  which  has  ex- 
alted you  among  the  practitioners  of  the 
county  in  general,  and  the  neighbourhood 
of  Grundy's  Green  in  particular." 

Doctor  Grimes  bowed,  or,  to  be  parti- 
cular as  regards  this  movement,  the  bald 
part  of  his  head  became  more  distinct  and 
palpable  as    he  acknowledged  the  com  pi  i- 
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roent,  with  lips  pursed  with  a  self-satisfied 
smile,  as  if  conscious  and  convinced 
of  its  being  earned  on  the  merits  of  the 
cause. 

"Humph,  ha — a — ah!"  ejaculated  Doc- 
tor Grimes,  shaking  his  head  with  a  conven- 
tional air  of  professional  mystery. 

Jacob  Giles  whispered  the  ejaculation  to 
himself,  but  seemed  to  derive  no  informa- 
tion  fix)m  it. 

"Nature,"  began  Doctor  Grimes,  with  a 
slight  preKminary  cough,  "  and  in  speaking 
of  nature,"  continued  he,  pressing  the  well- 
pared  and  filbert-shaped  nails  of  the  two 
first  fingers  of  his  right  hand  on  the  faint 
and  fluttering  pulse  of  his  patient's  left 
wrist,  "  I  mean  human  nature,  can  only 
bear  an  amount  of  exhaustion  propor- 
tionate to  the  stamina  acting  as  the  sup- 
ply. Now  whenever,"  and  Doctor  Grimes 
spoke  like  a  man  who  considered  he  had 
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Studied  his  subject,  ^'the  physical  be- 
comes so  fisir  expended,  as  to  be  minus, 
and  the  exhaustion  plus;  what  is  the 
result?'' 

Jacob  Giles  felt  somewhat  at  a  loss  to 
answer  this  query;  but  he  was  soon  re- 
lieved from  the  difficulty  by  the  loquacious 
practitioner  taking  up  the  thread  of  his  own 
discourse,  and  returning  an  answer  in  a 
way  most  likely  to  suit  the  majority  of 
questioners. 

"  The  result  is,"  resumed  Doctor  Grimes, 
^  prostration  of  the  animal  functions,  and  not 
unfrequently  a  suspension  of  vitality  itself." 

During  this  soliloquy  the  child  continued 
in  a  kneeling  posture,  with  her  large,  dark 
eyes  fixed  with  a  mixture  of  dread  and  in- 
quiry upon  those  of  the  speaker,  and  she 
only  removed  them  to  wipe  the  tears  from 
her  cheeks,  as  they  coursed  each  other  down 
in  silent  evidence  of  her  grief. 
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The  suflTerer  heaved  a  deeply-drawn  sigh, 
and  Clara  pressed  closer  to  her  mother's 
side,  when  Doctor  Grimes,  taking  her  hand 
in  his,  gently  raised  her  from  the  ground, 
and  said,  as  he  divided  the  clustering 
curls  from  her  brow,  **Air  is  an  aliment 
of  which  our  patient  stands  most  in  need. 
Be  composed,  and  leave  her  for  a  few 
moments,"  continued  he,  "  and  all  will  be 
wen." 

"0  Sir!"  exclaimed  the  child,  in  a 
passionate  burst  of  sorrow,  "  do  not  take 
me  from  my  mother — my  dear,  dear 
mother,"  and  she  struggled  to  release  her- 
self from  his  hold. 

''  Nay,  nay,"  rejoined  he,  in  a  tender 
voice,  and  drawing  Clara  towards  him,  "  I 
had  no  such  cruel  intention,  my  little — 
little — ^little" — the  doctor  was  at  a  clear 
loss  for  a  titular,  but,  after  a  pause,  added 
"  seraph." 
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"  To  be  sure  not,"  added  Jacob,  sooth- 
ingly.  "  Don't  take  on  so,  my  dear  little 
dear,"  and  the  general  shopkeeper  found 
himself  the  succeeding  minute  nursing  on 
his  knees  the  sorrowful  little  Clara,  who 
buried  her  face  in  his  prominent  shirt  frill, 
to  the  great  detriment  of  the  starch,  and 
exactness  of  its  arrangements. 

Doctor  Grimes  now  prepared  to  make  a 
beginning  of  that  professional  skill  so 
laudatory  spoken  of  by  Jacob  Giles,  and  he 
turned  up  the  cuflfs  of  his  coat-sleeves,  con- 
veying symbolically,  perhaps,  the  intelli- 
gence of  an  approaching  fight,  or  wrestle 
with  the  ills  and  ailments  of  his  patient, 
and  from  some  secret  depth  of  his  garments 
extracted  an  ominous  case  of  instruments, 
which  he  placed  on  a  table  within  reach, 
as  it  appeared,  to  prove  that  he  was  alike 
prepared  for  extracting  a  molar,  to  the 
fixing  of  a  tourniquet. 
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At  this  juncture  the  invalid,  after  an  in- 
voluntary shudder  vibrating  through  her 
frame,  opened  her  eyes,  and  seeing  Clara 
nestling  among  Jacob  Giles's  crimped  cam- 
bric, a  smile  passed  over  her  wan  features, 
and  extending  her  arms,  the  child  leaped 
towards  her,  and  both  became  twined 
and  locked  in  an  embrace  of  which 
those  only  loving  and  beloved  know  the 
value. 

"  O  Mamma!*'  cried  Clara,  "I  have 
been  so  frightened.  Tell  me,  pray  tell  me, 
that  you  are  well  again." 

"I  am  better,  dear  one,"  replied  her 
mother,  fiiintly. 

"  But  not  well,"  added  Doctor  Grimes, 
again  bringing  the  bald  patch  to  a  front 
view  of  the  spectator,  as  he  bowed  himself 
into  notice.  "  It  does  not  require.  Madam, 
one  to  be  deeply  versed  in  the  science 
of  a  pharmacopolist  to  discover  that  you 
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are  not  well,"  continued  he,  with  emphasis 
on  the  negative. 

"And  under  th6  misfortunate  circum- 
stances, Mem,"  chimed  in  Jacob  Giles, 
gently  shampooing  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
^  mustn't  think  of  stirring  from  my  humble 
snuggery  to-day." 

"Nor  for  several  days,"  said  Doctor 
Grimes  sternly;  for  when  the  vision  of  a 
bill  presented  itself,  there  was  nothing 
more  inimical  to  the  doctor's  feelings  than 
for  it  to  be  dispelled  "  like  the  airy  trace  of 
nothing."  "  We  require,"  resumed  he, 
closing  his  eyes,  and  again  pressing  his 
well-pared  nails  upon  his  patient's  feeble 
pulse;  "we  require,"  and  Doctor  Grimes 
appeared  to  be  reading  by  means  of  clair- 
voyance, "rest,  gentle  stimulants,  and  a 
general  setting  to  rights,  if  I  may  so 
express  myself,  of  a  system  suffering 
from    organic  debility,   and  inflammatory 
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action.  That  is  my  opinion,"  and  Doc- 
tor Grimes  coughed  a  firm  defiance,  as 
if  he  should  much  like  to  see  the  man, 
without  loss  of  time,  who  would  dare  to 
oppose  it. 

"And  a  co-rect  one,"  observed  Jacob, 
renewing  the  process  of  chafing  his  fingers, 
**you  may  rest  assured.  My  friend,  the 
doctor  here,"  continued  the  general  shop- 
keeper, with  appealing  humility,  "  if  I  may 
be  bold  enough  so  to  call  him — " 

Doctor  Grimes  expressed  a  condescend- 
ing acquiescence  by  bringing  his  bald  patch 
a  few  inches  nearer  his  feet. 

"  And  as  I  therefore  do  call  him,"  con- 
tinued Jacob  Giles,  "is  a  medical  man 
who  has  brought  scores  of  matrons  safely 
through  their  confinements,  vaccinated 
hundreds  of  infants,  drawn  countless  teeth, 
and  physicked,  cupped,  bled,  blistered, 
and  clystered    generations   upon    genera- 
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tions.  I  need  scarcely  say,"  said  Jacob, 
"  that  my  friend,  the  doctor,  has  had  some 
experience." 

^^I  have  no  doubt    but  the  treatment 
which  I  shall  receive  at  your  hands.  Sir,'* 
Implied  the  invalid,   ^<will  be  most  judi- 
cious.    But  I  fear,''    continued   she,    ad- 
dressing Jacob,    with    a    look  so  full  of 
gratitude  and   thankfulness,    that  it  well 
nigh  turned  the  solid  muscle  of  his  heart 
into  a  solution  "  in  remaining  your  inmate 
for  the  time  named,  that  I  shall  be  greatly 
trespassing  upon  your  kindness." 

"  Precisely  the  opposite  point  of  the 
compass,  Mem,  so  to  speak,"  rejoined 
Jacob.  "  1  couldn't  part  with  you,  Mem, 
for  a  cdhsiderable  premium." 

And  then  other  kind  words — words 
perhaps,  which  soothed  a  pain  never  to 
be  healed — were  spoken,  and  replied  to, 
and   Doctor  Grimes,  in   the   plenitude    of 
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his  wisdom,  hastened  away  to  prepare  such 
potions  as  were  never  yet  surpassed;  and 
when  Clara  and  her  mother  were  left  alone, 
they  wept  less  for  sorrow  than  love  for 
one  another. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


The  Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  that  well- 
known  sign  of  the  village  hostelrie,  has  been 
mentioned ;  but  not  the  hostess  of  the  hos- 
telrie, Mistress  Twigg.  There  was  no  graft 
of  a  crab  upon  a  pippin  in  Mistress  Twigg ; 
for  a  more  jolly,  round  and  red-faced,  blue- 
eyed,  it  must  be  added,  corpulent  dame, 
never  foamed  from  the  tap  a  tankard  of  ale, 
nor  mixed  in  goblets  fermented  liquors  of 
many  kinds,  and,  possibly,  qualities.  She 
was  always  very  neat  and  comely,  was 
Mistress  Twigg.  It  was  generally  supposed, 
and  as  generally  believed,  that  she  possessed, 
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once  upon  a  time,  the  legal  right  and  title 
of  a  husband,  in  fee ;  but  who,  or  what 
Twigg  was,  or  what  became  of  him ;  whether 
he  died  as  became  a  Christian,  between  the 
domestic  sheets,  or  drowned  himself,  or 
hastened  his  own  decease  by  means  of 
arsenic,  laudanum,  hanging,  or  any  other 
of  the  popular  means  for  cutting  short  the 
uncertain  thread  of  life,  no  one  seemed  to 
entertain  the  most  trifling  interest.  Poor 
Twigg !  it  really  might  reasonably  be  con- 
jectured that  he  had  been  a  mere  will-o'the- 
wisp,  a  phantom,  a  myth,  a  nothing. 

It  is  but  a  speculative  simile;  but,  as 
planets  eclipse  the  light  of  parasites  and 
lesser  luminaries,  so  might  have  operated 
the  effulgent  rays  of  the  hostess  of  the 
Harrow  and  Pitchfork  upon  the  pale  glow- 
worm lamp  of  the  pitiable  Twigg.  He 
was  as  a  sound  for  which  memory  found 
no  echo. 
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And  there,  in  the  bar-parlour — and  of 
bar-parlours  it  was  the  pink  of  pinks — sat 
the  paramount  mistress  of  the  Harrow  and 
Pitehfork,    commanding   a  comprehensive 
view  of  all  and  everything  worthy  of  her 
attention.     Not  an  ingress  or  egress  could 
be  effected  without  coming  under  her  im- 
mediate scan,  and  with  the  keen  perception 
of  the  necessity  of  guarding  herself  her 
rights,   and    immunities  from    imposition 
(which,  as  a  forlorn  widow,  she  both  thought 
and    said     was     indispensable).     Mistress 
Twigg  measured  a  doubtful  customer  in 
the  space   of   time    fitly  to  be    described 
as  a  twinkling.      There  was    no  want  of 
decision  among  Mistress  Twigg's    charac- 
teristics. 

With  as  dazzling  a  cap  as  ever  crimson 
ribbon  fluttered  in,  and  jauntily  placed 
upon  a  head  over  which  forty-and-six  sum- 
mers had  barely   passed— Mistress  Twigg 


VOL    I. 


T> 


34     THE  BELLB  OF  THE  VILLAGE. 

disclaimed  the  smaU  change,  and  stuck  to 
the  principal  amount-without  a  single 
hair  of  the  glossy  brown  curls  being  tinted 
with  the  silver  hue  of  decUning  years,  and 
kept  in  close  order  by  a  fillet  of  black  velvet 
passed  across  the  brow,  the  hostess  ap- 
peared entombed  in  a  reverie.  Her  chin — 
and  a  soft,  crummy,  double  chin  it  was — 
creased  with  the  tightened  ribbon  beneath 
it,  and  finishing  in  a  conspicuous  bunch  of 
bows  and  ends,  close  under  the  left  ear, 
was  lowered  even  to  her  bosom.  Now, 
with  the  full  knowledge  of  the  delicacy  of 
touching  upon  this  particular  point  of 
Mistress  Twigg's  person,  it  still  seems  ab- 
solutely necessary  for  the  completion  of  her 
portrait  with  anything  like  truthfulness, 
that  it  should  be  stated  that  a  more  pro- 
minently-developed bosom  was  not  often  to 
be  met  with.  Indeed,  Mistress  Twigg,  as  a 
half   length,    would    have   looked  in  this 
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respect,  sadly  out  of  proportion.  As  it 
was,  however,  her  majestic  figure  smoothed 
and  chiselled  down  this  detriment;  and 
there  were  no  handsomer  women,  save  in 
the  opinions  of  her  own  sex,  within  a  wide 
circle  of  Grundy's  Green,  than  the  popular 
hostess  of  the  ELarrow  and  Pitchfork. 

In  her  toilet,  too,  great  nicety  was  ob- 
servable in  the  setting  ofi^  those  personal 
charms,  albeit  upon  an  extensive  scale, 
with  which  nature  had  so  liberally  endowed 
her ;  and  from  the  crimson  ribbon,  to  which 
reference  has  before  been  made,  to  the  small 
silver  buckle  glittering  on  her  pointed 
slipper.  Mistress  Twigg  evinced  a  taste  of 
no  ordinary  kind.  Her  black  silk  mantua 
was  none  of  your  cheap,  faint,  and  flabby 
description,  but  gave  due  notice  of  her 
approach,  by  the  loud  rustling  of  its  thick 
substantial  folds,  encompassing  her  form  in 
perfect    waves;    and    the    kerchief,    neatly 
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pinned  across  the  aforesaid  prominently- 
developed  bosom,  might  have  rivalled  in 
whiteness  the  fresh-blown  lily,  or  the  snow- 
flake  whirling  in  its  course.  At  her  girdle 
hung  a  complicated  bunch  of  polished  keys, 
which  jingled  musically  as  she  walked ;  and 
with  these  instruments  of  her  housewifery, 
the  slight  sketch  of  Mistress  Twigg  shall  be 
brought  to  a  finish. 

A  privileged  few  were  admitted  to  the 
bar-parlour ;  but  only  of  the  choicest  kind, 
who  might  be  ranked  as  the  reigning 
favourites  at  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork. 
And  here  this  picked  and  selected  band 
would  combine  a  little  flirting  with  their 
political  discussions,  and,  over  their  pipes 
and  potent  mixtures,  j^anter  Mistress  Twigg 
upon  the  chances  of  a  change  of  condition, 
and  convey  a  flattering  surprise  that  the 
alteration  had  not  taken  place  long  since. 
It  might  certainly  be  astonishing,  but  to 
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anj  hitherto  serious  advance,  the  widow 
had  snujffed  out  love's  flame  as  abruptly 
and  effectually   as   extinguishing,    by  the 
same  measures,  the  weak  beam  of  a  farthing 
nishlight.    In  vain  had  Jacob  Giles  himself, 
to  the  great  scandal  of  his  deaf  and  ascetic 
housekeeper,    Bridget,    entered    the  lists. 
Mistress  Twigg  felt  proud,  she  said,  of  the 
honour,  and  entertained  not  the  smallest 
doubt  concerning  the  general  shopkeeper's 
sincerity  of  feeling,    or  the   extent  of  his 
pecuniary  resources;  but — and  here  shall 
be  closed  the  continuation  of  what  was  said, 
for  Jacob  felt  an  icy  chill  run  down  the 
centre  of  his  back,  and  he  quitted  the  bar- 
parlour  for  his  home,  by  no  means  happier, 
but  better  informed  upon  the  state  of  the 
sie2:e  he  had  laid  to  the  widow's  affections. 

If  not  in  the  same  stereotyped  phrase, 
each  candidate  for  her  hand  met  with  a 
corresponding  rebuff,  and  the  hostess  of  the 
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Harrow  and  Pitchfork  remained  from 
summer's  prime  to  winter's  gloom,  the 
seasons  round,  a  torturer  of  hearts  and 
puzzler  of  brains. 

It  seems  ridiculous  to  recapitulate  a  fiict 
so  lately  recited,  but,  for  the  thread  to  be 
taken  up  where  it  was  dropped  with  abrupt- 
ness and  considerable  indifference  towards 
the  linking  of  events  in  the  tale  to  be  un- 
folded, it  behoves  the  chronicler  to  repeat 
that  Mistress  Twigg,  at  the  moment  of  her 
introduction  into  these  pages,  was  buried  in 
a  reverie.  Now,  to  the  person  of  a  chroni- 
cler there  is  a  privilege  ceded,  to  divulge 
even  the  thoughts  of  a  woman's  brain; 
diversified  as  they  often  are,  and  erected 
on  as  shifting  a  basis  as  the  well-known 
Goodwin  Sands.  But,  with  becoming  re- 
spect for  the  privity  of  female  reflections, 
those  of  Mistress  Twigg  shall  not  be  exposed 
to  the  peering  gaze  of  curiosity,  and  she 
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shall  be  left  in  sole  possession  of  her  own 

secret,  be  it  one  even  more  than  well  worth 

knowing. 
The  widow  sighed — and  a  sigh  of  greater 

power  seldom  escaped  a  capacious  human 
bosom — ^when  her  attention  was  arrested  by 
the  presence  of  a  stranger,  who,  in  silence, 
was  apparently  waiting  her  pleasure  to  be 
served. 

With  a  hurried  gait  Mistress  Twigg  rose 
from  her  seat,  and  was  not  a  little  surprised 
as  she  came  forward,  to  see  the  stranger 
ruse  a  hand  in  a  stiff  mechanical  form  to 
bis  brow,  and  salute  her  in  true  military 
style. 

Like  the  majority  of  her  sex,  the  hostess 
of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork  admired  the 
gallant  defenders  of  her  country  with 
a  fervour  amounting  to  devotion,  and, 
although  the  person  before  her  could  not  be 
described  as  a  dashing    young    sergeant, 
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neither  was  he  arrayed  in  winning  regi- 
mental scarlet;  yet  Mistress  Twigg,  by 
intuitive  perception,  knew  that  the  straight, 
thin,  wiry-figured  individual  standing  be- 
fore her,  as  upright  as  a  ramrod,  was  a 
soldier — ay,  every  inch  a  soldier,  from  head 
to  heel. 

"  What  may  you  please  to  have.  Sir  ?" 
inquired  Mistress  Twigg,  with  her  softest 
accent  and  sunniest  smile. 

"  Thank  you,  Marm,"  replied  the  stranger 
in  a  deep  bass  voice,  and  dropping  his 
words  singly  from  his  Ups  like  a  charge  of 
small  shot^  ^^  a  pint  o'  the  real  old  scratch- 
me  down  wouldn't  be  amiss  after  a  hot  day's 
march." 

The  crimson  ribbons  fluttered  and  shook 
in  Mistress  Twigg's  jaunty  cap  as,  with  an 
inward  explosion  of  mirth,  she  admitted  that 
"  the  real  old  scratch-me-down "  was  the 
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title  of  a  liquid  with  which   she  was  not 
&miliar. 

"  Well,  Mann,"  rejoined  the  veteran — ^for 
he  was  old,  and  his  bronzed  features  bore 
evidence  of  the  effects  of  distant  climes,  and 
a  wide  white  seam,  passing  transversely 
firom  the  right  side  of  his  cheek  to  his  chin, 
left  an  impression  that  the  hand  that  carved 
it  might  have  met  with  as  fair  a  requital — 
"well,  Marm,"  repeated  he,  "p'raps  you 
may  know  the  liquor  as  the  double,  rasping, 
choke-your-vitals  stifler." 

Again  the  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and 
Pitchfork  was  at  fault,  and  she  made  the 
confession,  accompanied  by  sundry  coquet- 
tish nods  of  the  head,  which  shook  the 
crimson  ribbons,  and  set  them  quivering 
like  aspen  leaves  in  the  summer  wind. 

"  Humph !  "  ejaculated  the  stranger,  as- 
suming   an    expression    of   astonishment. 
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"  Never  heard  of  the  double,  rasping,  choke- 
your-vitals  stifler,  eh  ?  " 

Mistress  Twigg  had  again  to  admit  her 
total  want  of  information  on  the  subject, 
and  never,  perhaps,  looked  to  greater  ad- 
vantage, at  least  in  her  riper  years,  as  she 
conveyed  the  intelligence  in  a  way  which 
may  be  said  to  have  been  one  of  the  most 
winning  in  her  category. 

**  Very  good,  Marm,"  continued  he,  in  a 
sententious  tone,  "then  p'raps  you  may 
identify  its  reverse  when  I  call  your  inno- 
cent notice  to  the  misfortune  of  having 
taken  a  pull  at  a  pot  of  out-an'-out,  no-mis- 
take, set-you-going,  double-me-up,  pinch- 
me-tenders,  which  almost  drew  the  eyes  out 
o'  my  head  at  the  canteen,  not  two  miles 
oflF.'' 

'^  The  Spit  and  Chicken  !"  said  Mistress 
Twigg,  with  a  sudden  acidity  curdling  her 
voice  and  manner.     •*  I  quite  expect,"  and 
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the  widow  closed  her  eyes  with  resignation 

as,  from  the  best  tap  of  her  best  brewing, 

8he  proceeded  to  fiU  a  bright  and  shining 

tanbrd,   **I  quite  expect,"  repeated  she, 

*^to  hear  a  case  of  poisoning  or  two  in  that 

qoarter  before  long.     In  good  truth,  I'm 

only  surprised  that  it's  not  taken  place 

before  this.   Sir;    for  they  say — I   mean 

everybody  says — that  the  way  in  which  the 

Spit  and  Chicken  doctor  their  beer,  makes 

it  more   fit  for  a  horse's  drench   than    a 

Christian's  stomach." 

''And  what  everybody  says  to  be  true,"  re- 
tamed  the  veteran,  taking  the  tankard  from 
the  widow's  hand,  and  passing  it  slowly  to 
his  lips;  "it's  no  use  declaring  it  to  be  a  lie, 
Marm.  I  found  that  out  some  years  ago,"  ' 
continued  he,  "  and  acted  upon  it  accord- 
ingly. I'm  an  old  soldier,  Marm,"  and  as 
he  spoke,  he  winked  a  clear,  penetrating 
grey  eye,  which  looked  to  possess  the  powers 
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<i.gimblet,«  it  glanced  ftoM  a  Bhaggy 

fringe  of  hair  overhanging  the  lid. 

"  So  I  suspected,  Sir,  from  the  first,"  added 
the  widow,  watching  with  infinite  satis- 
faction  the  relaxing  of  the  stranger's  fea- 
tures from  the  unquestionable  glow  of  plea- 
sure which  the  draught  instilled  through 
the  intricacies  of  his  system.  "  There's  no 
mistaking  a  military  man,"  continued 
Mistress  Twigg.  "  If  one  wants  to  refresh 
one's  eyesight  with  what's  polite,  genteel, 
and  I  may  say  noble,  one  must  see  a  military 
man.  Sir." 

"  Adzooks ! "  exclaimed  the  old  soldier — 
and  if  his  physiognomy  gave  any  trace  to 
the  impressions  operating  within,  an  "  old 
soldier"  in  more  senses  than  one — ^'Adzooks !" 
repeated  he,  again  saluting  Mistress  Twigg 
professionally,  "  but  you  talk,  Marm,  more 
like  the  lass  who  warbled,  ^  If  I  had  a  beau 
for  a  soldier  I'd  go.'  " 
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"There's  no  saying,  Sir,  what  I  might 
have  done  in    other    days,"  rejoined    th« 
widow ;  **  fortunately  for  me,  perhaps,  temp- 
tation was   not  put  in  my  way.     In  my 
young,  or,"  continued  she,  correcting  the 
phrase  with  a  sound  not  unlike  a  slight  hic- 
cough, ^'  I  should  say  younger  days,  I  had  no 
opportunity  of  coming  in  contact  with  the 
military ;  and  when  the  pleasure  was  granted 
to  me  by  the  force  of  circumstances,  my 
name — "  the  end  of  her  nose  twitched,  as  if 
the  reminiscence  was  far  from  an  agreeable 
one—"  was  Twigg." 

*'  Ha !  "  ejaculated  the  veteran,  "  many  of 
your  sex,  Marm,  change  their  names  a  shave 
or  two  too  quick.  Shouldn't  wonder  now," 
said  he,  lifting  a  hat,  by  no  means  improved 
by  wear  and  exposure  to  the  elements, 
and  exhibiting  a  head  as  white  as  a  cauli- 
flower, "  had  we  but  met  a  quarter  of  a 
^^ntury   since,   or   ra-thei'  more,  it  might 
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have  been  Crump,  Marm,  Missis  Corporal 
Crump." 

The  relict  of  the  departed  Twigg  could 
scarcely  do  otherwise  than  feel  flattered  at 
the  suggested  likelihood,  and  with  the 
crimson  bows  in  a  perfect  ague  fit,  simpered 
and  laughed,  and  said,  ^^  Corporal  Crump 
was  an  impertinent  man,  that  he  was,  to 
talk  any  such  nonsense ;  but  it  was  so  like 
the  military.  For  her  part,  she  wondered 
how  the  military  could  be  so  astonishingly 
impudent,  but  supposed  a  good  deal  lay  in 
the  drill." 

"What's  not  natural,  Marm,"  returned 
the  old  soldier,  "  comes,  no  doubt,  by  the 
corruption  of  evil  comniunications.  We 
often  leam  a  trick  or  two  by  seeing  the 
sleight-of-hand  of  our  comrades." 

"  Very  true,"  added  Mistress  Twigg,  as 
if  impressed  with  the  sageness  of  the 
veteran's  remark,  "  very  true  indeed ;  "  and 
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then  throwing  open  the  swinging  door  which 
formed  a  portion  of  the  horse-shoe  counter 
and  barrier  between  her  and  the  Corpora^ 
she  invited  him  to  a  seat  in  the  bar-parlour, 
and  even  begged  him  to  be  seated  in  her 
eaaiest  of  easy  chairs. 

With  a  manner  remarkable  for  its  total 
absence  of  restraint,  hesitation,  or  shyness, 
Corporal  Crump  took  possession  of  the  deep,- 
high-backed  chair,  as  if  it  had  been  his  un- 
disputed birthright,  and  throwing  himself 
back  on  its  caressing  cushions,  stretched  out 
his  legs  as  a  man  may  occasionally  do  when 
quite  at  home  and  considerably  at  his  ease. 

With  a  glance — and  it  required  but  one 
from  those  eyes — the  old  soldier  surveyed 
the  new  and  unexpected  quarters  in  which 
he  evidently  found  himself  so  much  at  home, 
^nd  sweeping  the  whole  contents  of  the 
apartment,  measuring  barely  six  feet  by 
eight,  into  a  mental  inventory,   seemed   to 
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arrive  at  a  satisfactory  conclusion,  upon 
coming  to  the  teaspoons.  The  glasses 
standing  in  rows  upon  the  shelves,  looked 
bright  as  crystal,  and  the  gigantic  china 
punch-bowl  on  the  table  in  the  corner,  had 
an  appearance  of  solidity ;  there  was  an  air, 
too,  of  freshness  in  the  lemons,  which  hung 
in  nets  from  the  polished  oak  beam  crossing 
•the  ceiling;  but  for  Corporal  Crump' 
vision,  these  were  as  nothing  to  the  tea- 
spoons. 

"  Amazingly  comfortable,  Mann,"  ob- 
served the  veteran.  "  Head  quarters  for  a 
General." 

"You're  good  enough  to  say  so,  Sir,*' 
replied  Mistress  Twigg,  occupying  a  seat 
opposite  her  guest.  ^^  The  military  are 
always  so  polite." 

"I  can  make  but  a  short  halt  in  'em, 
though,"  rejoined  he;  "for  I  must  find  a  lady 
before  sun-set,  who  started  for  this  neigh- 
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bourhood  yesterday  morning,  and  whose 
servant  I  feel  proud  in  saying  I  now  am ; 
but  where  she  is,  or  why  I  did  not  get  the 
promised  orders  by  post^  remain  at  this 
moment  among  the  roll  of  things  to  be 
mustered." 

"A  lady!"  repeated  the  hostess  of  the 
Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  raising  her  eyebrows. 

**Ay,  Marra,"  resumed  Corporal  Crump, 
"Missis  Somerset,  widow  of  Lieutenant 
Somerset,  of  the  King's  Own  Royals." 

"Has  she  a  child  with  her?  "  inquired  the 
widow. 

"An  angel,  Marm,  in  the  shape  of  one," 
replied  the  veteran. 

"  Why,  Heaven  preserve  us !  "  exclaimed 
Mistress  Twigg,  bringing  the  palms  of  her 
hands  together  with  a  loud  crack,  "  Lor'-o'- 
^ossee,  goodness  gracious,  deary  me !  If 
your  lady,  Missis  Somerset,  widow  of  Lieu- 
tenant Somerset,  of  the  King's  Own  Royals, 

VOL  I.  E 
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isn't  at  this  very  time  at  Jacob  Giles's,  the 
general  shopkeeper,  a  little  lower  down  on 
the  right-hand  side,  past  the  direction  post, 
not  far  from  the  church,  up  one  flight  of 
stairs,  very  ilL" 

"  Very  ill ! "  shouted  the  corporal,  jump- 
ing from  his  reclining  posture  with  far 
greater  agility  than  his  limbs  appeared 
capable  of  performing.  "  Did  you  say  very 
ill?" 

'^  And  am  sorry  that  such  should  be  the 
truth,"  rejoined  the  widow ;  but  before  she 
had  completed  the  sentence,  Corporal  Crump 
had  vanished  with  a  suddenness  which  was 
seldom  witnessed  in  the  departure  of  a  guest 
from  the  bar-parlour. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Thebe  is  no  more  common  style  of  archi- 
tecture than  that  adopted  by  the  builders  of 
castles  in  the  air.  The  projectors  of  these 
erections  meet  with  so  few  obstacles  of  an 
engineering  kind,  that  they  are  run  up  with 
^  baste  which  may  account  for  the  materials 
frequently  tumbling  about  their  heads. 
Hope  blows  the  bubbles  with  which  they  are 
cemented,  and  the  dreamer  beholds  the  faiiy 
pile  rise  with  magic  speed  and  skill;  and 
^Hle  his  enraptured  gaze  is  fixed  upon  the 
work  of  his  own  creation,  he  sees  it  dissolve 
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and  vanish,  like  the  mist  of  morning  in  the 
summer's  sun.     And  yet  who  would  say, 
"  Build  not  thus?"  "  Of  the  earth,  earthy," 
man  toils  from  youth  to  age,   from  man- 
hood's   strength    to    life's  decrepid  wane, 
and  leaves  his  unfinished   task  to  crum- 
ble into  dust.     Of  what  to  him  is  now  the 
wealth  for  which   he  worked?      Of  what 
the  prize  for  which  he  struggled  ?     Of  what 
the  honours  for  which  he  craved?     Liook, 
within  a  narrow  strip  of  ground  he  lies,, 
turning  into    that  earth    from  which    he 
sprung.     With  the  noblest  and  the  most 
obscure,  the  worm  deals  alike.     Be  it,  there- 
fore,  but  fancy's  idle  vision,  or  the  more 
solid  fabric  reared  by  labouring  hands,  the 
end  is  the  same  in  all  pertaining  to  mortal 
deeds.     The  waves  of  time  roll  on;    ages 
come    and  pass,   and   the    small    remnant 
of  their  works  is    at  length    blotted   out, 
and  nothing  lasts  to  tell    either  of  those 
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who  built  their  castles  in  the  air,  or  raised 
them  on  the  rock. 

Few  of  the  forked  genus  dealt  less  in  high- 
flown  flights  of  the  ideal  than  Squire  Wood- 
bee.  He,  as  was  his  custom  to  avow  upon 
&I1  fitting  opportunities,  and  occasionally 
when  the  opportunities  were  sadly  out  of 
time,  tune,  and  order,  gave  it  as  his  opinion 
that  there  was  nothing  like  matter  of  fact. 
A  plain  fact  was  the  naked  truth,  and  that 
was  all  he  required  to  see,  hear,  read,  or 
speak  of.  He  wished  his  friends,  neigh* 
bours,  dependents,  and  in-dependents  to 
regard  him  as  a  plain  &ct;  and  if  in  a  bad 
humour,  there  was  little  difficulty  in  so 
<^obg;  for  Squire  Woodbee  out  of  temper 
was  an  exceedingly  ugly  fact.  With  him, 
^  with  his  forefathers  and  fathers  cotem- 
porary,  both  trifles  light  as  air,  and  matters 
onerous  as  lead,  tended  to  disturb,  agitate, 
excite,  ruffle,  and  stand  on  end  the  fretful 

V. 
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hackles  of  his  spleen.  He  was  of  short 
stature,  and  shone  brightly  at  the  two  ex- 
tremities; for  his  respectable  bald  head 
brought  forcibly  to  mind  bees-waxed  maho- 
gany, and  his  shoes  were  resplendent  as  the 
mirror  of  blacking  in  which  Warren's  cos- 
mopolite cat  raised  her  feline  taU  and 
quarters.  He  might  have  been  slight  and 
slim  once  upon  a  time ;  but  Squire  Woodbee, 
at  the  fortunate  moment  of  calling  the  at- 
tention of  the  reading  pubUc  to  his  sayings 
and  doings,  had  run  a  full  stage  towards  the 
terminus  of  the  journey  of  life,  and  was  now 
in  that  condition  known  by  the  femiiliar 
titles  of  stout,  fuU-habited,  corpulent,  and 
podgy.  A  waistcoat,  long,  wide,  and  deep, 
and — weather  permitting — white  aa  the 
heart  it  covered,  gave  an  air  of  extreme  re- 
spectability;  and  a  black  ribbon  passed 
across  it,  to  which  was  attached  a  small 
reading-glass,  rather  added  to  the  respectable 
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effect.    It  could  not  be  reasonably  supposed 
that  be  was  vain  of  his  legs,  for  they  were  as 
devoid  of  the  usual  development,  so  con« 
ipicuous  in  those  of  the  lacqueys  of  England's 
aristocracy,  as  a  couple  of  flutes ;  and  yet 
Squire  Woodbee  exhibited  their  want  of  pro- 
portions in  a  pair  of  black  silk  stockings 
and  ^^  knees,''  which  gave  a  want-of-balance, 
top-heavy  appearance  to  the  superstructure. 
li,  however,  the    Squire    was   particular, 
precise,   and — there   is  but  one  term  ap- 
plicable— ^^respectable'"  in  these  divisions 
'  of  his  attire,  he  was  still  more  so  in  the 
cravat  encircling  his  closely-shaven   chin. 
In  a  witness  box  it  could  scarcely  have 
&iled  to  produce  a  most  &vourable  im- 
pression on  the  collective  wisdom  of  the 
Bench,  the  Bar,  and  the  jury ;  and  the  wearer 
would  at  once  have  been  regarded  as  one 
whose  testimony  was  unimpeachable. 
Should  the  highest  recognised  authority 
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on  noses  be  worthy  of  the  credit  with  which 
it  is  generally  received,  then  Squire  Wood- 
bee's  was  not  the  pattern  to  be  envied ;  for 
it  was  bridgeless,  and  turned  up  like  one  of 
those  happily  approaching  extinct  animals, 
a  canine  pug's.  His  mouth,  too,  was  far 
from  being  of  the  handsomest  mould,  as  it 
had  the  appearance  of  an  elongated  but- 
ton-hole, and  his  large,  protruding  eyes 
never  looked  at  the  same  object  in  union. 
There  was  always  a  doubt  in  the  mind  of 
the  observer  when  one  of  these  organs  was 
fixed  on  an  object,  what  its  fellow  was 
peering  at ;  for  if  ever  a  man  literally  looked 
two  ways  at  once,  that  man  was  Squire 
Woodbee.  That  he  might  not  lack  the 
crowning  point  and  finishing  touch  of  re. 
spectability,  the  scanty  moulding  of  hair  sur^ 
rounding  the  glossy  and  smooth  sur&ce,  was 
slightly  powdered,  like  blades  of  grass  tipped 
with  the  hoar  frost ;  and  it  may  be  boldly 
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alleged,  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that 
better  "  getting  up  "  could  not  be  adopted 
for  the  character  represented,  and  so  ably 
supported  by  the  head  of  the  fiunily  of  the 
Woodbees, 

He  had  been  a  successAil  candidate  for 
thefevours  of  the  proverbially  tickle  goddess, 
had  Squire  Woodbee;  and  in  secret  com- 
munion with  himself,  he  traced  much  of  the 
success  attending  his  dainty  steps  on  the 
ladder  of  life  to  the  fevourable  impression 
which  he  left,  like  his  shadow  in  the  sun,  of 
his  undoubted  respectability.  With  numbers, 
however,  who  look  from  a  lofty  pinnacle 
with  dignified  aspects  upon  their  humbler 
^d  less  fortunate  neighbours,  Squire  Wood- 
bee  might  have  found,  as  the  fly  in  amber, 
^  slight  difficulty  in  accounting  for  his 
position.  From  the  obscurity  of  a  grocer's 
apprentice,  he  advanced  by  degrees  to  be 
the  sole  representative  of  the  old-established 
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and  ori^nal  shop  in  Farringdon  Within,  and 
the  firm  of  "  Shave,  Paring,  &  Co/'  became 
a  tradition  of  little  interest  in  that  locality. 
From  the  astute  lessons  learned  with  pointed 
readiness  within  the  confines  of  the  counter, 
Tobias  Woodbee  conceived  the  grand  idea 
of  adding  greatly  to  the  legitimate  profits 
of  trade  by  the  illegitimate  process  of  adul- 
teration, and  justifying  the  means  by  the 
end,  quieted  a  few  nauseous  qualms  of 
conscience  by  persuading  himself  into  the 
belief  that  chicory  was  a  wholesome  mixture 
with  coffee,  and  a  birchbroom  chopped  fine, 
with  an  equal  proportion  of  dried  sloe 
leaves,  could  do  no  harm  in  the  fragrant 
decoction  of  the  beverage  which  ^^  refireshes, 
but  never  inebriates/'  Fuller's  earth,  too, 
might  have  been  discovered  in  his  coarser 
kinds  of  ^^  sugar,"  and  many  an  imagination 
has  been  taxed  to  discover  the  causes  for 
the  effect  in  Tobias  Woodbee's  diversified 
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articles  of  commerce.  And  yet  his  weights 
and  measures  were  true  as  the  magnet;  he 
paid  his  rent,  rates,  and  taxes,  drove  a  gig, 
and  was  called  respectable.  Bat  the  higher 
ambition  dimbs,  the  higher  still  it  contem- 
plates to  soar,  and  at  length  Tobias  coveted 
for  the  attributes  of  wealth,  and  with 
pleasing  visions  of  Whitlington  and  his  cat, 
and  other  civic  tales  for  thrifty  and  in- 
dustrious youth,  he  longed  for  place  and 
power.  Neither  had  he  to  desire  long  in 
vwn.  When  his  gains  were  known  by  their 
reputed  amount — for  the  world  is  not 
illiberal  concerning  the  ways  of  men's 
means — and  Tobias  Woodbee  fed  with 
prodigal  hand  the  widely  diffused  and  in- 
creasing circle  of  his  friends  from  viands, 
nch,  rare,  and  dear ;  he  seemed  to  possess  a 
iQagic  spell,  and  virtues  were  at  once  dis- 
covered in  him,  and  capacities  confessed 
which,  if  in  existence,  at  least,  had  remained 
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dormant  from  the  hour  of  his  birth.  If  not 
bom  to  honours,  honours  were  now  thrust 
upon  him.  It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  a  struggle 
was  continually  going  on,  and  each  admirer 
strained  his  best  energies  to  be  in  advance 
in  the  race  of  his  fellow,  and  lay  at  the  feet 
of  Tobias  Woodbee  the  humble  tribute  of  his 
praise.  Public  assemblies  toasted  him  as 
**  the  liberal  patron  of  their  noble  insti- 
tutions." On  the  hustings,  his  name  was 
shrieked  as  "  the  friend  of  the  poor  and  of 
civil  and  religious  liberty."  Testimonials 
were  presented  to  him  by  smiling  depu- 
tations, and  mounting  on  the  wings  of 
favour,  he  at  length  sat  robed  and  chained  in 
the  majesty  of  justice  to  expound  the  laws 
to  evil-doers,  and  shake  his  respecteble  head 
with  virtuous  indignation  at  the  revealed 
dark  tales  of  crime,  want,  and  naisery. 

The  soundness  of  the  cause,  however,  ia 
generally  estimated  by  its  success;  and  aa 
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Tobias  Woodbee  had  risen  to  so  proud  a 
piimade,  envy  itself  was  silenced.  There 
he  stood — as  he  often  said — ^^  a  fair  example 
of  what  might  be  done  by  industry  and 
thrift." 

But  having  won  and  worn  these  distinc- 
tions, Tobias,  with  feelings  corresponding  to 

those  which  caused  Alexander's    tears  to 

flow,  looked  around  for  other  conquests. 

He  was  still  a   tradesman,    although    a 
capitalist.     Bah !    he  would  cut  the  shop, 
and,  like  the  butterfly  emerging  from  the 
state  of  grub,  become  a  gentleman.     With 
the  promptness  of  thought,  Tobias  threw  a 
hasty  glance  at  the  poetical  eflFiisions  of  the 
late  lamented  George  Robins,  and  meeting 
^th  an  earthly  paradise  in  the  voluminous 
list  of  eligible  investments  presented    to 
public  notice  by    that   departed    prince  of 
auctioneers,  he  in  due  course  became  the 
proprietor  of  the  Elysium,  and  took  pos- 
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session  of  the  fine  old  mansion,  with  many  a 
broad  acre  thereunto  belonging,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Grundy's  Green,  called 
the  Oaks. 

So    much    for    Tobias  Woodbee's    past 
history ;  now  for  the  present. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

It  was  one  of  those  mornings  illastratiye 

of  life's  chequered  light  and  shade.     The 

«un  broke  fitfully  through  the  thick  foliage 

of  the  trees^   and  flashed  the   dew-tipped 

gi9iss  in  myriads  of  £Edry  lamps ;  and  then, 

when  at  the    brightest,    a  murky  cloud, 

floating  on  the  breeze,  veiled  the  scene,  and 

all  was  darkness,  heaviness,  and  gloom. 

The  Oaks,  like  the  gnarled  trunks  and 
widely-spreading  branches  of  the  trees 
I'earing  themselves  around,  and  all  pertain- 
ing to  the  old  house,  dated  from  a  long 
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by-gone  age.  There  was  the  fulness  of 
time  in  the  ivy  twining  luxuriantly  around 
the  stone  casements,  and  even  to  the 
crooked  chimneys,  wherein  many  a  jackdaw 
built  a  nest.  There  was  the  fulness  of 
time  in  the  grey-mossed  gable  ends  juttiiig 
out,  with  the  cramped-paned  lattices  which, 
to  look  through  with  anything  like  preci- 
sion, required  the  closing  of  one  eye.  There 
was  the  fulness  of  time  in  the  huge  beams, 
black  and  worm-eaten,  interlacing  the 
walls,  and  running  across  each  other  at 
right  angles,  like  the  intricate  meshes  of  a 
spider's  web.  Long  narrow  galleries  ran 
from  end  to  end,  and  steep  staircases  led 
nobody  seemed  to  know  where.  For  room 
succeeded  room,  and  there  were  vaulted 
chambers,  and  dark  passages,  and  capacious 
closets,  perplexing  to  the  imagination,  to 
discover  the  design  and  uses  for  which  they 
were  intended.      A  stately  mansion,  how- 
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ever,  was  the  Oaks,  and  a  &mily,  apon 
whose  escutcheon  was  neither  bar  nor  blot, 
had  long  dwelt  beneath  its  roof.     Grenera- 
tions  came  and  passed  with  the  mechanical 
order  of  the  pendulum,  and  monuments 
of  their  virtues  were  raised  and  duly  in- 
scribed on   the    tablets    above  the    tomb 
where  the  last  of  the  race  laid  crumbling. 
At  length  came  the  prodigal — the  waster, 
and  with  him  the  Oaks  parted  a  long  asso- 
ciation as  the  home  of  his  fathers. 

Tobias  Woodbee  was  now  the  Squire  of 
the  Oaks,  and  a  prouder  never  yet  claimed 
to  be  its  master.  All  was  his  own,  and  he 
entertained  the  liveliest  and  most  compre- 
hensive view  of  doing  with  his  own  exactly 
as  he  pleased.  He  swept  from  the  ground 
whole  avenues  of  trees  as  intercepting  to 
his  view;  levelled  the  rookery  to  the  last 
stump  by  way  of  effectually  ejecting  the 
noisy  colony,  and  so  astonished  the  bats  by 
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painting,  plastering,  and  white-washing, 
that  not  a  single  member  of  the  commu- 
nity but  made  a  hasty  and  final  retreat 
from  the  scene  of  modem  improve- 
ments. 

Before  an  open  casement,  commanding  a 
view  of  the  extensive,  undulating  park. 
Squire  Woodbee  sat  opposite  a  table,  on 
which  were,  what  in  domestic  phraseology 
are  termed"  the  breakfast  things,"  separating 
him,  as  by  a  barrier,  from  his  young  and 
gentle  wife,  a  lady  regarded  by  the  country- 
side in  a  far  more  favourable  light  than  her 
rightful  lord  and  master. 

It  would  be  anticipating  a  portion  of  the 
sequel  to  divulge,  at  this  early  stage,  the  why 
and  wherefore  of  Squire  Woodbce's  marriage 
giving  almost  the  flat  denial  to  the  allega- 
tion  that  unions  are  made  in  heaven,  as 
a  preliminary  to  their  solemnization  on 
earth.     Sufficient  for  the  present  purpose, 
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in  the  gradual  unfolding  of  a  simple  tale, 
to  assert  that  their  hands  were  joined, 
though  not  their  hearts,  and  yet  one  would 
We  broken  rather  than  repined. 

'^Hy  dear,"  said  the  Squire,  with  a 
strong  clearing  of  his  voice,  and  a  ^^  hah !  " 
which  seemed  to  be  jerked  from  about  the 
centre  of  his  white  waistcoat,  "  it  appears 
tome,"  and  he  slowly  placed  his  dexter 
hand  among  the  folds  of  his  shirt,  and  not 
for  firom  the  spot  where  his  heart  might 
he  supposed  to  beat ;  "  I  say  it  appears 
to  me  that  we  must  be  thinking  of 
something  more  than  marbles,  bats,  balls, 
^ites,  tops,  and  hoops  for  our  son 
Leonard." 

^*You  said,"  replied  the  lady,  raising  a 
pair  of  dark-blue  melancholy- looking  eyes, 
^d  speaking  in  one  of  those  voices  which 
claim  the    attention  from   the   sweet  and 
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plaintive  tone,  "  that  he  was  to  have  a  pony 
for  his  next  birthday  present." 
.  "  Pish !  "  ejaculated  her  spouse,  irritably. 
"  You  are  ever  thinking  of  some  indulgence 
or  other.  I  mean,''  continued  he,  "  that  we 
must  now  begin  to  prepare  him  for  the 
world.  Books,  Madam,  books  must  take 
the  place  of  toys,  and  the  fooleries  of 
infancy  be  thrown  aside." 

''  Miss  Baxter  speaks  most  favourably 
of  his  progress,"  pleaded  the  mother; 
"and  with  very  little  assistance  he  read 
three  whole  pages  of  Jack  the  Giant  Killer 
to  me  yesterday  morning." 

"Miss  Baxter! "  sneered  the  Squire  in  an 
under  tone. 

"And  she  expressed  a  hope,"  resumed 
his  wife,  who  believed,  in  her  innocence, 
that  she  was  rendering  the  cause  essential 
service,  "  to  find  him  take  an  equal  in- 
terest in  Jack  and  the  Bean  Stalk,   which  is 
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chosen  as  the  succeeding  work  of    light 
literature  for  his  perusaL" 

For  a  few  seconds  it  appeared  doubtful 
whether  Squire  Woodbee  could  keep  within 
the  confines  of  good  breeding  that  sudden 
boiling  up  of  spleen  which  this  Baxterian 
programme  for  his  son's  improvement 
engendered;  but  placing  a  strong  check 
upon  the  impulse  to  give  vent  to  his  indig- 
nation, he  assumed  a  calmness  of  de- 
meanour, and  sternly  rejoined,  ^^Miss 
Baxter,  as  Leonard's  governess — indeed, 
companion — ^will  not  enter  these  doors 
again," 

The  mother  started,  and  her  pale  and 
Mcate  features  became  flushed,  as  if  with 
alarm  at  these  words. 

*^  It  is  time,"  continued  her  husband,  and 
he  spoke  with  the  air  of  a  man  whose  mind 
required  nothing  to  complete  the  resolve, 
'^  that  LfConard  should  begin  his  studies  in 
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earnest,  and  I  intend  that  no  one  and 
nothing  shall  stand  in  the  way  of  his  ad- 
vancement. Hitherto  you,  Alice,  have 
had  the  control,  and  for  a  child — a  mere 
child — ^perhaps  there  has  been  little  to  con- 
demn in  the  general  roles  laid  down  for 
his  health  and  recreation.  He  is  certainly 
a  thriving,  handsome,  affectionate,  and 
good  little  knight." 

**  But  not  strong,"  interrupted  the  mother, 
with  the  deepest  solicitude  in  her  tone  and 
manner.  **  I  beseech  you  think  of  that. 
He  is  well  and  happy  now ;  but  believe  me 
of  so  sensitive  and  fragile  a  nature  that 
with  harshness,  it  will  shrink  and  wither  as 
readily  as  a  blighted  flower." 

Squire  Woodbee  waved  a  hand  as  if  he 
desired  to  be  heard  rather  than  spoken  to. 

"  My  son.  Madam,''  continued  he,  "  if  too 
tender  for  his  duties  must  be  hardened  to 
them.      I  have  made  my  way  through  the 
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world  with  rough  weapons,  the  spade  and 
pickaxe  of  industry  and  thrift,  and  it  re- 
mains for  him  to  complete  the  work' with 
more  polished  tools.     I  lack,  and  with  all 
my  wealth  cannot    buy,   that    knowledge 
which  early  education  cultivates  and  quali- 
fies the  man  to  become  great  among  great 
men.     With  my  opportunities  I  could  do 
no  more.     The  power  which  money  gives, 
I  possess.      The    honours  and    influence 
which  it  buys,  I  command;  but  there  is 
something  more  within  the  compass  of  my 
ambition  to  be  reached  through  my  boy. 
I  would  have  Aim'' — and  the  Squire  appeared 
to  swell  with  the  sublimity  of  the  thought — 
^  grasp  the  highest  academical  prizes,  shine 
in  the  senate,  and  be  one  of  the  rulers  of 
the  state.     This,  Madam,  is  the  pride  of  a 
father's  heart;  the  light  which  shines  for 
the  future  portion  of  my  life.      Few  are 
content  with  that  success  which  far  exceeds 
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their  most  sanguine  hopes,  and  I  confess 
that  I  am  not  one  of  them.  Had  I  been 
told,  at  the  commencement  of  my  career, 
that  I  should  ever  attain  the  distinction" — 
the  white  waistcoat  became  like  the  breast 
of  a  pouter  pigeon — "  that  I  should  ever 
attain  the  distinction,"  repeated  he,  "  which 
is  accorded  to  me  by  the  world  at  larg^ 
I  might  have  doubted  the  possibility,  I 
might  have  said,  with  that  I  shall  be 
satisfied. 

"  But  a  thing  won  is  done.  Fools 
look  back,  /  look  forward,  and  like  a  man 
who  deserves  to  be  called  wise,  because  he 
knows  himself,  I  know  my  own  incapacity 
to  stretch  beyond  my  present  tether.  In 
my  son,  however,  I  shall  yet  reach  a  ivider 
circle  of  ambition.  He  will  be  rich  through 
me,  wise  through  me,  and — " 

^*  Happy,  let  us  pray,"  interrupted  the 
moth^,  "  through  God." 
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"01^  certainly,"  added  the  Squire.    "By 
all  means.     Amen." 

With  the  bound  of  healthful,  joyous 
^irita,  a  boy  now  burst  into  the  room  with 
a  large  black  spaniel  jumping  at  a  ball, 
wliich  he  held  at  arm's  length  above  his 
head.  He  was  a  beautiful  fair-haired  child, 
with  silver  ringlets  divided  upon  his  brow, 
and  hanging  in  clusters  down  his  shoulders. 
With  a  smooth  and  lofty  brow,  which,  at  a 
glance  pourtrayed  an  imaginative  and 
sensitive  disposition,  his  features  possessed 
a  striking  resemblance  to  those  of  his 
mother,  and  were  chiselled  in  the  same 
delicate  and  feminine  mould.  The  tint  of 
the  peach  was  on  his  cheeks,  and  beneath 
the  fine  web-like  lashes  a  pair  of  laughing 
eyes  glistened  as  if  tears  had  been  long  and 
&r  between  strangers  to  them.  From  his 
figure  he  could  scarcely  have  seen  less  than 
^ight  summers;   but  the  almost  infantine 
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expression  of  his  face  might  have  led  the 
observer  to  conjecture  that  he  was  some  two 
or  three  years  younger. 

"  Down,  Blackthorn,  down,"  he  cried,  as 
the  dog  struggled  to  reach  the  ball.  ^^  Oh, 
Mamma,  make  him  be  quiet!"  continaed 
he,  throwing  himself'upon  his  mother's  lap, 
^^  I've  lost  my  breath  with  pla3dng,  and  he's 
so  rough." 

To  the  gentle  chiding  of  his  mistress  the 
dog  at  once  abandoned  his  design  upon  the 
ball,  and,  from  a  somewhat  boisterous  scene 
tranquillity  was  restored.  "  We've  had  such 
a  scamper  through  the  park,"  said  the  child, 
turning  his  face  to  his  mother,  and  twining 
an  arm  fondly  around  her  neck.  **  We  ran 
to  the  witch  elms,  and  then  round  the  lake, 
home,"  continued  he,  exultingly. 

"  Leonard,"  returned  his  father,  holding 
out  a  hand,  "  I  wish  to  speak  to  you ! " 
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\^h  ill-concealed  lelactance  the  boy 
quitted  his  mother^s  side,  and  slowly  ap* 
]MX)ached  the  chair  of  authority  like  one 
sbout  to  receive  a  dreaded  judgment. 

"The  past  with  you^  my  dear  boy," 
commenced  the  Squire,  placing  a  broad, 
inflammatory-looking  hand  upon  the  silken 
carls  of  his  son — ^^  the  past  with  you,  my 
dear  boy,"  repeated  he,  with  a  mingled  air 
of  grandeur  and  patronage,  "  has  been  a 
butterfly's  holiday.  You  have  done,  and 
been  required  to  do,  little  more  than  to  run 
to  the  witch  ehns  and  then  round  the  lake 
home,  to  apply  your  own  words  in  a 
figurative  sense.  But  the  time  has  come — 
and  I  was  just  speaking  of  it — ^when  you 
must  occupy  your  attention  with  matters 
of  a  far  graver  nature.  Strict  rules  will  be 
laid  down  for  a  proper  division  of  the  day, 
and  play  can  only  form  but  a  small  pro- 
portion of  it.     A  gentleman  with  whom  I 
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have  corresponded  of  late,"  continued  Squire 
Woodbee,  throwing  back  a  lapel  of  his  coat 
as  the  white  waistcoat  distended,  ^^  will 
arrive  in  the  course  of  the  week,  in  the 
capacity  of  your  tutor." 

Mrs.  Woodbee  started  at  these  words,  but 
said  nothing. 

"  And,"  resumed  he,  "  no  one  but  myself 
will  be  allowed  to  interfere  with  his  arrange- 
ments in  connection  with  his  pupil.  Work 
must  now  be  begun  with  earnestness  of 
purpose,  and  I  hope  to  see  it  carried  on 
with  my  son's  best  eflPbrts  to  profit  by  the 
instruction  which  he  will  receive.  A 
willingness  in  this  respect  cannot  fail  to 
prevent  much  unpleasantness,  if  not  pain, 
to  many;  for,  if  persuasion  should  prove 
unsuccessful  in  securing  proper  attention 
to  study,  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  permit 
coercive  measures.  Upon  this  subject, 
however,  I  shall  say  little  more.     In  a  day 
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or  two  Doctor  Starkie" — Squire  Woodbee 

smiled  as  if  a  good  thing  was  about  to  be 

dropped  from  his  pursed  lips — "  will  take 

the  place  of  Miss  Baxter,  and  IVe  little 

doubt  that  an  Oxford  double-first  prizeman 

will    soon    rouse    your   mental    energies, 

Leonard,  to  find  greater  charms  than  those 

as  yet  discovered  in  Jack  the  Giant  Edller, 

or  in  his  brother  of  the  bean-stalk.'* 

During    this    delivery    the    boy    stood 
listening  with  the  deepest  attention.      A 
finger  was  pressed  thoughtfully  upon  a  lip, 
and  he  kept  his  unblinking  eyes    riveted 
on  those  of  his  father  with  an  expression 
of  painful    interest.      For  a  few   seconds 
after  the  Squire  had  concluded  addressing 
him,  he  continued  in  the  same  attitude,  and 
it  was   not  until  his    mother  called   him 
gently  by  his  name,  that  he  appeared  to  be 
roused  from  a  kind  of  reverie. 

"  Will  the  ffcntlcman  tell  me  stories  like 
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Miss  Baxter?"  at  length  inquired  he,  ^and 
play  with  me  and  Blackthorn  as  she  don?^ 
"An  Oxford  double-first  prizeman,'' 
rejoined  his  father,  in  a  humor  still  of  the 
waggish  kind,  "  can  scarcely  be  expected, 
Leonard,  to  be  so  fruitful  of  old  Mother 
Hubbard,  the  popular  tenant  of  a  well- 
known  cupboard,  and  other  lays  of  a  fflmilar 
kind,  as  our  respected  friend  Miss  Baxter. 
But,''  continued  he,  "  I  dare  say  he  will 
amuse  you  with  the  romances  of  Ovid  and 
iEsop  in  their  original  tongue.  And  as 
for  Blackthorn,  perhaps,  we  shall  find  him, 
ere  long,  with  spectacles  on  nose,  solving 
the  mysteries  of  Euclid." 

"  What  rooms  do  you  intend  Dr.  Starkie 

to  occupy?"  asked  Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"  Those  at  the  north  end  of  the  picture 
gallery,"  responded  her  husband,  "  and  of 
which  some  idle  tales  are  told." 

"  They  are  very  gloomy,"  observed  she. 
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"Which  may  account  for  the  gossip/' 
added  the  Squire.      "But  there  the  two 
will  be  apart  to  themselves,  undisturbed, 
aecluded,  and  alone.     The  seeds  of  know- 
ledge spring  strongly  in  such  quiet  nooks, 
and   the  mind,   absorbed    in    its  subject, 
expands  better  in  the  dark  closet  than  the 
lighted  haU." 

Upon  this  Squire  Woodbee  rose  from 
his  seat,  and  elevating  his  chin  above  the 
creaseless  folds  of  his  cravat,  quitted  the 
room  with  a  bright  vision  of  his  son's 
future  glory,  the  germs  of  which  he  had 
himself  sown,  and  would  see  blossom. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Corporal  Crump  was  never  at  a  loss  for 
the  ways  and  means  of  making  himself  as 
comfortable,  and  as  much  at  ease,  as  the 
nature  of  circumstances  would  permit.  He 
felt  it  as  part  of  his  duty,  to  be  observed 
with  the  strictest  military  precision,  to 
extract  from  the  present  all  the  enjoyment 
with  which  it  was  laden ;  and  if  a  few  drops 
of  acid  mingled  with  the  nectar,  the  old 
soldier  did  his  best  to  sweeten  the  cup  with 
good  humour  and  the  spirit  of  contentment. 
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"It's  no  use  grumbling,"  was   his  fre- 
qoendy-repeated  assertion.     "  Obey  orders, 
do  your  duty,  and  whether   you're  shot, 
sabred,  or  die  of  age  or  fever,  it's  all  one  in 
tbe  end.     Nothing  like  peace  of  mind  in  this 
particular.     My  rule  for  living  is : — ^lamb's- 
wool  stockings,  head  cool,  tender  mutton, 
good   liquor,   with    the  thoughts  slightly 
turned    towards    heaven.      It  doesn't  do, 
Sirs,"  and  then  the  corporal  would  shake 
his  head,  as  if  impressed  with  the  solemnity 
of  the  subject,  "  for  us  to  be  too  anxious 
aboat  another  and  a  better  world.     It  looks, 
d'ye  see,  as  if  we  were  dissatisfied  with  this ; 
and  it's  my  belief,  when  that's  the  case,  the 
&ult  lies,  by  a  long  shot,  more  with  ourselves 
than  any  other  quarter." 

Among  the  corporal's  striking  charac- 
teristics, was  a  remarkable  capacity  he  pos- 
sessed of  making  himself  "  at  home  "  wher- 
ever fate,  inclination,  or  duty  might  bend 

VOL.  I.  G 
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Ills  footsteps.  The  moment  the  old  soldier 
entered  a  house,  he  was  "  at  home  "  in  the 
most  comprehensive  sense  of  the  term,  and 
appeared  to  have  been  in  possession  for  a 
much  longer  period  than  its  oldest  inhabitant. 
He  seemed  to  know  the  softest  and  easiest 
of  chairs  without  a  trial,  took  the  coziest 
comer  by  the  hearth,  and  had  a  happy  knack 
of  securing  those  comforts  to  himself  which 
chance  or  design  dropped  in  his  path. 

It  may  be  averred  with  confidence  that 
Corporal  Crump  never  looked  more  "  at 
home  "  than  as  he  sat  one  evening,  tete  h  tete 
with  the  little  tender-hearted  general  shop- 
keeper, in  a  small,  dark  back  settlement, 
called  the  shop  parlour.  A  dreary  and  con- 
fined apartment  was  the  shop  parlour ;  and 
yet,  as  the  old  soldier  reclined  in  a  deep- 
seated  elbow  chair,  with  a  pipe  between  hia 
lips,  and  a  glass  of  reeking  brandy  and  water 
of  the  shade  of  Spanish  mahogany  by  his 
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ttde,  the  inflaence  of  the  locality  appeared 
to  be  entirely  lost  upon  him.  A  solitary 
candle,  with  a  long  flaring  wick,  from  which 
a  dull  leaden  light  proceeded,  stood  on  a 
small  round  table  between  them,  and  on  the 
opposite  side  Jacob  Giles  silently  sat,  resting 
his  head  upon  a  hand,  while  an  elbow  sup* 
ported  both. 

The  shop  was  closed,  and  a  harsh-toned 
timepiece  in  the  comer  tick-tacked  the  units 
of  time  by  which  ages  have  been  numbered 
in  the  past ;  and  as  the  pendulum  swayed 
to  and  fro,  the  corporal  puffed  forth  slight 
volames  of  smoke  in  exact  measure  with 
the  sound.  The  coincidence  was  trifling; 
but  it  withdrew  Jacob's  attention  from  other 
thoughts,  and  roused  him  from  a  truly 
unsocial  humour. 

"  You'll  say  I'm  bad  company  to-night. 

Corporal,"  observed  he,  with  an  effort  to  shake 

off  the  evident  gloom  which  oppressed  him. 

g2 
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The  old  soldier  took  his  pipe  slowly  from 
his  lips,  knocked  the  bowl  upon  the  hearth 
to  empty  it  of  its  ashes,  and,  after  refreshing 
his  inward  man  with  a  long  and  strong  pull 
at  the  glass,  replied,  ^^  Better  company  than 
good  liquor  and  tobacco  is  seldom  wanted 
by  me,  comrade.  I  don't  care  to  talk  much 
in  such  society,  and  never  did." 

\*  You're  a  man  of  the  world.  Corporal,'' 
rejoined  Jacob,  in  a  nervous,  hesitating  tone, 
as  if  about  to  introduce  something  of  which 
he  was  afraid,  '^  one  who  has  seen  a  good 
many  ins  and  outs,  ups  and  downs,  cranks, 
twists  and  turns,  and  can  see  a  long  way, 
if  I  may  so  express  myself,  without  the  aid 
of  spectacles." 

Corporal  Crump  drew  his  military  figure 
stiffly  up,  and  throwing  out  a  chest,  across 
which  a  black  coat,  rusty,  threadbare,  and 
worn  was  closely  buttoned,  placed  his  arms 
akimbo,'  and  oflFered  to  "  back  his  powers  of 
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seeing  further  into  the  ensuing  weA  or 
oentniy  than  the  widest-awake  old  cam* 
paigner  that  ever  shouldered  a  musket." 

^'Some  folks,"  continued  he,  ^^are  like 
pig  lead ;  you  may  grind  for  ever,  but  there's 
uo  getting  an  edge  to  their  wits.  Raw  as 
jOQDg  recruits,  they  begin  the  world  without 
knowing  the  difference  between  the  butt-end 
and  the  muzzle;  and  drill  'em  as  you  may, 
it's  both  time  and  labour  lost.  It  wasn't  so 
with  my  family,  comrade,"  continued  he, 
giving  a  significant  double  knock  on  his  os 
frontis.  "The  Crumps,  Sir,  come  of  a 
different  stock." 

Jacob  entirely  accorded  in  this  opinion, 
and  expressed  it  in  terms  both  general  and 
particular. 

"  What  I  was  about  saying,  however,'* 
resumed  the  little  general  shopkeeper,  still 
exhibiting  a  trepidation  of  manner,  "that 
one     who's    so    naturally  sharp" — Jacob 
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Giles,  in  spite  of  his  provincial  inexperience^ 
knew  the  force  of  well-timed  flattery,  and 
repeated,  "  so  naturaUy  sharp  as  you  are, 
Corporal,  can  scarcely  be  ignorant  of  the 
whole  true  and  particular  history  of  the 
lady — God  bless  her ! — who  is  now  upstairs 
in  my  snuggery — I  trust  to  Heaven — asleep 
and  comfortable.^ 

Corporal  Crump,  as  was  his  wont  when 
any  reference  was  made  to  his  mistress, 
placed  a  hand  to  his  brow,  and  respectfully 
saluted,  as  became  a  soldier,  the  object  of 
his  strange  but  devoted  care  and  attention. 

"  To  come  to  this  point,"  said  Jacob,  with 
an  unctuous  gloss  upon  his  countenance, 
and  a  voice  open  to  improvement  in  its 
husky  tone,  "  has  cost  me  a  world  of  screwing. 
Corporal ;  but  my  mind  is  of  an  inquiring 
turn,  and  I  couldn't  bear  the  pressure  any 
longer.  At  the  same  time,  if  Tm  wrong,'' 
continued  he,  with  a  gasp,   '^  in  seeking  to 
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ieam  the  whole  true  and  particular  history 

of  my  lady  visitor —  Grod  bless  her ! —  punish 

me,  and  don't  say  a  word." 
After  a  pause,  which  brought  the  unctu- 

008,  clammy  moisture  more  palpably  upon 
Jacob's  brow,  Corporal  Crump  cleared  his 
bass  voice,  and  rendering  it  more  like  a 
tenor,  thus  returned : 

"  We've  been  quartered  here,  I  think,  if 
my  reckoning's  good,  just  ten  clear  days, 
and  you  know  no  more  about  us  than  the 
man  in  the  moon.  Now  if  you'd  been  in 
my  shoes,  and  I'd  been  in  yours,  we 
shouldn't  have  had  a  tale  to  tell.  Sir,  con 
ceming  ourselves,  fathers,  mothers,  uncles, 
amits,  or  cousins,  to  the  twentieth  gene- 
ration, in  less  than  as  many  hours.  But 
then,"  and  the  old  soldier  looked  out  of  the 
extreme  comers  of  his  keen  grey  eyes, 
"I  was  not  born  yesterday,  comrade, 
and  the   Crumps  are  the   original  blades 
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spoken   of  in  history,   as  sharp,  keen-set 


razors." 


Jacob  kept  his  eyes  stedfastly  fixed  up<Hi 
those  of  his  companion;  but  thought  it 
wiser  to  say  nothing  by  way  of  interruption. 

^^  So  far  from  thinking  it  against  the 
articles  of  war,"  continued  the  corporal, 
"  or  the  rules  of  common  sense,  for  you  to 
seek  to  learn  who  we  are  through  whom 
you're  considerably  adding  to  your  future 
store  of  comforts  in  the  next  world  by  sup- 
plying ours  in  this,  I  consider  it  nothing 
but  a  rights  plain,  straightforward  march, 
comrade/' 

The  little  general  shopkeeper  felt  con- 
siderably relieved  at  these  words,  and  the 
varnish  upon  his  face  became  much  less 
lustrous. 

"I  didn't  volunteer  the  information 
before,"  said  the  corporal,  settling  himseH 
in  his  chair  as  if  he  had  taken  upon  himself 
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a  task  which  would  occupy  some  time  to 
accomplish,  "for  this  particular  reason — I 
wished  to  learn,  beyond  any    misgivings, 
whether  your    bosom  was  a  worthy  re- 
pository for  the  truth.     It  would  have  been 
easy  enough  for  me  to  tell  a  lie.      You  can 
hardly  believe,  comrade,  how  particularly 
easy  it  is  for  me  to  shell  out  a  tantariddle ; 
and  had  you  tried  to  get  a  peep  into  my 
sealed  despatches  too    soon,  it  might  ha' 
been  that  you  would  have  met  with  a  touch 
of  what  a  Crump  can  do  in  the  shape  of  a 
fable.     As  it  is,"  continued  he,  with  more 
of  the  air  of  the  host  than  the  guest,  "  I  feel 
disposed  to  conclude  that  your  bosom  is  a 
worthy  repository  for  the  truth,  and  conse- 
quently ril  tell  ye  the  facts  of  the  case,  plain 
and  unadulterated." 

Jacob  was  now  wound  up  to  a  pitch  of 
curiosity,  and  he  leant  forward,  with  his  ears 
pricked,  to  catch  each  syllable  as  it  fell. 


90 


CHAPTER  VII. 


"  Tm  not  going,"  said  Corporal  Crump, 
'*  to  give  ye  the  particulars  of  my  own  life, 
only  in  so  far  as  they  may  be  considered 
part  and  parcel  of  the  history  of  my  betters, 
although,  if  I  just  break  ground  by  saying 
that,  in  the  words  of  the  old  song — 

*  Twaa  in  the  merry  month  of  May, 
When  bees  from  flower  to  flower  do  hum ; 

Soldiers  marching,  passing  gay, 
The  village  all  flew  to  the  sound  of  the  dram ;  * 

and  that  I  was  one  of  them,  it  will  be  but 
beginning  the  story  at  the  right  end.     The 
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fife  and  the  drum,   comrade,  cockade  and 

streamers,  were  too  tempting  for  a  fitrmer's' 

boy  on  the  sunny  side  of  twenty,  and,  half 

afraid  at  my  own  act  and  deed,  I  took  the 

shilling,  and  became  one  of  my  country's 

noble  defenders,  and  full   private  on  full 

pay.    At  the  time  of  iny  enlisting,  the 

whole  of  the  Continent  was  bristling  with 

bayonets,  and  the  French  were  spreading 

more   mischief   throughout  the   countries 

they  had  overrun,  than  the  devil  himself 

in  a  gale  of  wind. 

^  As  soon  as  I  could  be  drilled  into  some- 
thing like  a  soldier,  and  before  I  knew  the 
di£ference  between  a  sergeant's  stripe  and 
a  corporal's,  I  was  marched  off  for  Spain, 
where  I  soon  learned  what  was  parade,  and 
the  gold  and  gammon  of  the  profession, 
and  the   real  downright  hard  knocks    of 


acrive  service." 


"  Rumours,    which    kept    our    officers 
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always  on  the  alert,  marching,  counter- 
marching, fatigue,  heat,  thirsty  short 
rations,  and  bad  food,  were  now  the  order 
of  the  day,  and  my  feelings  were  particu- 
larly similar  to  those  of  a  young  lady  of 
my  acquaintance,  who  fell  in  love  with  a 
scarlet  coat  at  a  fair,  and  found  the  colour 
a  deal  faded  when  her  eyes  became  more 
iamiliar  to  it  in  the  barrack  yard. 

"The  particular  event,  however,  with 
which  I  have  now  to  deal,  took  place  in 
Brussels  just  previous  to  the  battle  of 
Waterloo;  a  battle,  comrade,"  continued 
the  old  soldier,  pointing  to  the  white  seam 
running  like  the  line  of  a  map  across  his 
countenance,  "wherein  I  got  this  brand. 
It  was  cut  with  something  heavier  than  a 
pen-knife,  and  there  was  will  and  power  in 
the  elbow." 

Jacob  Giles  stooped  forward,  and  exa- 
mined the  mark  with  apparently   greater 
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interest  than  he  had  yet  felt  when  his  eyes 
rested  upon  the  blemish. 

^  I  most  now  tell  you  that  attached  to 
our  corps  was  a  young  officer  of  the  name 

of **  Corporal  Crump  lowered  his  voice 

into  a  whisper,  and  glancing  cautiously 
round  the  dingy  apartment,  as  if  afiraid  of 
some  eavesdropper  being  concealed  in  the 
murky  light,  added,  "  Somerset.  I  never 
knew  how  it  was,  but  although  he  wore 
epaulettes,  and  J,  as  yet,  had  not  my 
stripes,  there  was  a  good  will,  and,  if  I 
may  so  call  it,  kind  of  understanding  be- 
tween us,  which  may  be  formed  between 
one  in  the  ranks,  and  those  above  him, 
without  either  being  forgetful  of  his  duty, 
line,  or  position. 

'^  Like  the  greater  number  of  lieutenants 
attached  to  marching  regiments,  and  poor 
chaplains  without  hope  of  promotion,  Lieu- 
tenant Somerset  was  married.     They  all 
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do.  It's  constifoo-tionaly  I  suppose,^  said 
the  old  soldier,  with  emphasis ;  '^  but  the 
poorer  a  man  is,  the  younger  he  marries, 
and  the  more  children  he  gets.  Somehow, 
too,  his  wife  is  sure  to  be  a  delicate  creetur, 
with  calico  hands,  pretty  face,  and  one  of 
eight  or  ten.  Tve  seen  it  so,  over  and  over 
twenty  times  told,  in  my  life,  and  shall 
again,  if  ever  I  look  for  anything  so 
common." 

Perhaps  it  was  a  defect  of  the  system, 
that  a  natural  tendency  to  drought  should 
prevent  his  continuing  his  narrative  with- 
out moistening  it  at  certain  intervals,  but 
Corporal  Crump  again  diminished  the  con- 
tents of  his  glass  ere  he  made  further  pro- 
gress. 

"  The  mate's  gone,"  said  he,  shaking  his 
head  sorrowfully,  "  but  a  neater  pair  was 
never  seen  than  the  lieutenant  and  his  wife. 
They  used    to  be    called  the   handsomest 
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couple  in  all  the  garrison;  and,  poor 
things!  I'm  sure  they  were  the  fondest. 
Save  on  duty,  he  was  always  with  her,  and 
even  jealous  of  the  moments  which  kept 
them  separate.  Young,  poor,  and,  as  I  sus- 
pected, friendless,  they  kept  together  away 
from  all,  and  seemed  to  have  a  little  world 
within  themselves,  and  none  besides. 

"Having  been  in  garrison  during  the 
winter  and  spring,  and  occupying  the  pri- 
vate post  of  the  lieutenant's  own  servant, 
there  was  plenty  of  time  and  opportunity 
to  note  down  trifles  which  otherwise  might 
have  escaped  my  attention.  Now,  it 
occurred  to  me,  one  morning,  upon  seeing 
the  lieutenant's  wife  stitching  away  at  as 
small  a  piece  of  dimity  as  was  ever  cut  in 
the  shape  of  a  night-cap,  that  it  couldn't  be 
for  herself,  and  as  her  husband  couldn't 
have  got  his  fist  into  it,  I  concluded  that 
the  design  wasn't  for  him.     And  yet  what 
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wonderful  pleasure  both  seemed  to  take  in 
that  little  bit  of  dimity !  I  think  I  see  'em 
now,"  said  the  corporal,  casting  his  eyes 
upwards,  "at  this  very  moment,  sitting 
dose  together,  like  a  couple  of  love  birds* 
Her  needle  and  thread  are  plying  away  at 
the  little  bit  of  dimity,  and  he's  got  an  arm 
round  her  taper  waist,  now  and  then 
whispering  something  which  makes  her 
face  mantle  like  a  rose.  Hah !  "  sighed  the 
old  soldier,  "our  happiest  moments  are 
often  set  on  hair  triggers  !  " 

Jacob's  bosom  heaved  a  responsive  sigh, 
but  he  ventured  nothing  further  to  inter- 
rupt the  tale. 

"As  it  is  well  known,"  resumed  the 
narrator,  "the  Duke  and  our  principal 
officers  were  shaking  their  heels  at  a  ball 
when  Blucher's  despatch  arrived,  notifying 
that  the  French  had  crossed  the  Sambre, 
and  were  marching  towards  Charleroi  and 
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Fleums.    By  dad,  Sir,  but  it  put  a  halt  to 

danclDg!      The    tune    was    changed    for 

another  sort  in  about  the  quickest  move- 

mait  that    was  ever   made  by    fiddlers. 

Drams  beat,  bugles  sounded,  and  in  a  few 

tids  of  the  clock,  the  streets  were  lined 

with  troops,  pouring  forth    from   houses, 

iuiy-lofts,  cellars,  stables,  and  every  nook 

and  comer    forming   the  good   and   bad, 

pough-and-ready  quarters  of  our  men. 

"Our  corps  were  among  the  first  to 
muster,  and  before  the  word  was  given  to 
march,  every  man  belonging  to  it  was  pre- 
sent, save— (m€." 

Corporal  Crump  rested  here,  and  raising 
a  fore-finger,  as  if  to  call  his  auditor's 
especial  attention,  slowly  repeated  the 
words— ."  every  man  belonging  to  it  was 
present,  save — one. " 

"  The  distance  between  Brussels  and 
Quartre    Bras  is    over  twenty  miles,   and 

VOL.  I.  \\ 
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before  eight  o'clock  the  cavalry,  artillery, 
infiintry,  and  waggon  train,  were  on  the 
march.  By  two  in  the  afternoon,  the  fifth 
division,  of  which  we  formed  a  part,  com- 
manded by  Sir  Thomas  Picton,  arrived  at 
Quatre  Bras,  and  as  we  came  up,  and  were 
fonning  into  line,  a  body  of  French  lancers 
charged,  and  thrust  many  a  brave  fellow's 
soul  from  earth  to  heaven. 

"The  fields  of  rye,  growing  almost  to 
our  shoulders,  offered  considerable  hin- 
drance to  infantry  movements,  and  the 
flights  of  the  enemy's  cavalry  often  swept 
down  upon  the  columns,  and  cut  them  to 
pieces  before  they  could  form  into  square. 
But  let  a  square  be  once  formed,"  said  Cor- 
poral Crump,  and  the  old  soldier's  eyes 
glistened  as  he  spoke,  "  and  they  might  as 
well  have  charged  the  solid  rock. 

"  As  soon  as  it  was  possible,  we  formed 
in  square,   but  in  doing  which    two   com- 
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puues  were  left  out,  and  we  had  to  see 
them  butchered  almost  to  a  man,  before  our 
^es,  while  each  struggled  like  a  lion  to  the 
kst 

"  For  nearly  two  hours  we  fought  with 
fearful  odds  against  us;  but  fresh  troops 
coming  up  from  their  different  canton- 
ments, not  only  enabled  us  to  keep  our 
position,  but,  at  last,  to  drive  back  the 
enemy  from  the  ground  they  had  occupied 
during  a  part  of  the  day.  Fatigue  pre- 
yented  the  infSuitry  from  pursuing  them, 
and  the  cavalry  not  arriving  till  night-fall, 
the  action  was  brought  to  an  end  just  as 
darkness  fell  around  us. 

"  If  Ney,  however,  was  beaten  at  Quatre 

Bras,  our  allies,  the  Prussians,  were  not  so 

fortunate  in  the  battle  of  Ligny.     Inch  by 

inch  the  ground  was  fought,  and  all  was 

done  that  could  be  expected  by  Blucher's 

brave  and  devoted    troops;    but   Bulow's 

H  2 
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corps  not  having  joined,  they  were  out- 
numbered by  the  enemy.  Men  fought 
hand-to-hand,  battalion  against  battalion. 
Within  five  hours  the  village  of  Ligny 
was  six  times  taken  and  re-taken.  Every 
wall,  hedge,  and  fence,  were  fiercely  at- 
tacked and  defended ;  but  unable  to  oppose 
the  furious  assaults  any  longer,  Blucher 
determined  upon  a  retreat,  in  order  to  unite 
himself  with  his  fourth  corps.  The  move- 
ment was  made  by  the  Prussian  centre 
and  right  falling  back  upon  Tilly  in  such 
firm  and  unbroken  masses,  that  they  were 
allowed  to  form  within  a  mile  of  the  battle 
while  the  Imperial  Guard  merely  took  pof 

session    of   the  heights   which    they    he 
left, 

"  But  what  am  I  about?  "  said  Corpo 
Crump,  drawing  a  hand  quickly  across 
brow,  as  if  dust  or  cobwebs  had  suddc 
accumulated  in  the  vicinity.      "Here 
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are,  in  the  field,  instead  of  sticking  to  the 

nursery." 

'*  Being  in  the  field,"  returned  the  little 
general  shopkeeper,  warming  on  the  sub- 
jecty  like  a  steak  on  the  gridiron,  ^^  let  us 
keep  there,  warrior!  I  love,'*  continued 
Jacob,  with  a  convulsive  snort  and  wild 
floorish  of  the  arms,  ^^  to  hearken  to  battles 
lost  and  won.  It  fires  my  spirit,  and 
makes  me  feel  that,  once  upon  a  time,  I 
myself  could  have  fired  a  gun." 

"  In  that  case,"  added  his  martial  com- 
panion, "we'll  fight  on,  and  finish  what 
I've  scarce  begun.  Fill  my  glass,  comrade," 
contmued  he,  pushing  the  now  empty 
vessel,  with  a  jerk,  across  the  table ;  "  I 
can't  croak  with  a  dry  thorax." 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 


**  The  retreat  o'  the  Prussians,"  re-com- 
menced the  corporal,  "  obliged  the  Duke  to 
fall  back  upon  Genappe,  and  afterwards 
upon  Waterloo.  It  has  been  said  that,  when 
making  an  inspection  of  the  Netherlands, 
the  year  before,  he  observed  that,  *  were 
he  ever  to  fight  a  battle  for  the  defence  of 
Brussels,  Waterloo  would  be  the  position 
he  should  choose.'  Be  this  as  it  may,  this 
was  the  pit  in  which  the  bloodiest  battle  of 
modern  times  was  to  be  fought,  and  the 
cocks  were  ready  trimmed  and  spurred. 
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'^The  position  which  we  occupied  may 
be  soon  described.  In  the  rear  was  a  wood,' 
through  which  a  road  ran  from  Brussels  to 
Charleroi,  and  at  a  few  short  paces  from  the 
entraDce  stood  the  village  of  Waterloo, 
wliere  the  Duke  established  his  head- 
quarters. 

^  Our  right  was  thrown  back  to  a  ravine 
near  Merke  Braine,  and  our  left  extended 
to  a  height  above  the  hamlet  of  Ter-la-Haye. 
Both  these  villages  being  placed  on  a  defile, 
offered  strong  posts  against  any  attempts 
which  the  French  might  make  for  turning. 
our  flanks.     Along  the  whole  of  our  front 
was  a  gentle  slope,  and  upon  the  crest  of 
the  ridge,  where  the  Duke  gave  his  well- 
known  order  to  ^  Up,  Guards,  and  at  'em,'  the 
first  line  of  infantry  was    stationed.      At 
the  bottom  of  the  slant,  and  immediately 
in  front  of  our  left  centre,  stood  the  farm- 
house of  La  Haye  Sainte,   occupied  by  a 
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detachment  of  Hanoverians;  while  the 
second  line,  placed  in  a  kind  of  hoUow 
ground,  was  greatly  sheltered  from  the  fire 
of  the  enemy.  The  cavalry,  under  the 
Marquis  of  Anglesea,  formed  a  third  line, 
extending  on  the  left  almost  as  far  as  Ter- 
la-Hayc.  In  front  of  the  right  centre  was 
the  country  house  of  a  Flemish  nobleman, 
called  Hougoumont,  which  covered  the 
return  of  that  flank,  and  the  greatest  im- 
|)ortance  was  attached  to  this  position.  On 
one  side  was  a  large  farm-yard,  and,  on  the 
other,  a  garden  fenced  by  a  high  brick  walL 
Here  the  Guards  were  posted,  with  three 
hundred  Nassau  troops,  and  braver  men 
never  yet  struggled  to  obey  an  order  of 
keeping  the  position  at  any  cost.  During 
the  battle  repeated  instructions  were  sent 
to  hold  it  by  forming  the  soldiers  in  any 
way  which  might  oppose  the  enemy. 

'^  An  advanced  corps  occupied  the  village 
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of  firaine-le-Lend,  while  the  Nivelles  road 
was  protected  by  the  extreme  right  ex'- 
tendiog  to  Merke  Braine.    From  the.  im- 
mediate left  of  our  line,  in  front  of  Ter-la- 
Haje,  a  road  led  to  Ohain,  and  the  woody 
passes  of  Saint  Lambert,  by  which  a  com- 
monication  with  the  Prussians  was  main- 
tained.   The  reserve,  commanded  by  Lord 
Hill,  occupied  the  front  of  the  village  of 
Merke   Braine,  with  its  right  resting  on 
Brainele-Lend. 

*^Such  was  the  position  of  the  British 
Anny  on  the  memorable  eighteenth  of  June; 
a  day,  comrade,  which,  while  an  English 
heart  beats,  can  never  be  remembered  but 
with  pride  worthy  of  its  deeds. 

"  The  French  occupied  a  ridge  opposite  to 
our  position,  and  the  valley  between  waved 
with  a  tall  and  yellow  crop  of  com,  nearly 
ready  for  the  sickle ;  but  not  an  ear  was 
left  for  the  husbandman.   Blood-stained  and 
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soddened  with  gore,  the  ground  looked 
before  sunset,  more  like  a  butcher's  sham- 
bles than  a  harvest  field.  Between  the  two 
lines  a  space  of  little  more  than  a  thousand 
yards  intervened,  and  although  it  varied 
in  breadth,  the  greatest  range  between  us 
and  the  enemy  did  not  exceed  twelve 
hundred.  These  were  close  quarters, 
comrade,  and  when  the  work  began,  told 
with  fearful  effect  on  both  sides. 

"After  a  wet  and  stormy  night,  the 
morning  broke,  finding  but  few  of  our  eyes 
shut,  I  ween,  and  from  where  we  were 
posted  we  could  see  the  immense  masses  of 
the  French,  both  cavalry  and  in&ntry, 
moving  in  every  direction.  Bonaparte 
had  ordered  all  his  columns  from  the  rear, 
for  an  immediate  attack,  and  the  strongest 
occupied  the  two  wings,  and  particularly 
the  right. 

"  About  eleven  o'clock  the  battle  began 
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io  earnest,  by  Jerome's  division  advancing 
upon  Hougoumont.      There  had  been  some 
akirmiahing  daring  the  morning;    bat  I 
date  the  commencement  from  the  attack  on 
this  post.     The  garrison  did  not  namber 
more  than    fifteen  handred  men,  against 
whom  the  enemy  directed  the  whole  second 
corps  in  successive  attacks  throaghoat  the 
day.    The  light    companies  of  the   Cold- 
streams  and  third  Gaards  were  in  the  hoase 
and  garden,  and  those  of  the  first  regiment 
in  the  wood  to  the  left. 

"  The  French  covered  their  approach  by  a 
tremendoas  cross  fire  of  artillery,  which 
was  well  and  quickly  answered  by  our  guns, 
and  our  men  firing  from  loopholes  bored  in 
the  garden  wall,  did  immense  execution, 
without  sufiering  a  corresponding  loss. 
Daring  the  fight  a  French  officer  and  some 
men  got  inside  the  gate  of  the  farm-yard, 
and  Colonel  Macdonald,  by  sheer  strength, 
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closed  it  upon  them,  and  joined  hand  to 
hand  in  cutting  them  down.  Nothing 
could  exceed  the  courage  of  the  enemy,  save 
that,  perhaps,  by  which  they  were  repulsed. 
In  heaps  they  fell,  and  yet  there  was  no  hesitar 
tion  to  repeat  the  sallies,  although  they  moved 
over  hillocks  of  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

^^  Finding  it  impossible  to  dislodge  us  in 
this  way,  shells  were  fired  upon  the  post, 
and  one  striking  a  tower,  set  it  in  flames, 
and  quickly  spreacUng  to  other  parts  of  the 
building,  it  soon  became  untenable,  although 
the  Guards  remained  in  their  entrenchment| 
while  the  fire  raged  fiercely  above  th^ 
heads.  Whatever  may  have  been  said  or 
written,  Hougoumont  was  never  taken  nor 
abandoned  throughout  the  day. 

^^  This  attack  cost  the  French  little  short 
of  ten  thousand  men,  and,  although  our 
loss  was  small  in  comparison  to  theirs,  two- 
thirds  of  our  men  fell." 
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Corporal  Cramp  again  came  to  a  check 
in  his  narrative,  and  seemed  to  derive  con- 
iderable  satisfaction  from  the  deep  sip 
which  he  took  from  his  glass,  and  the 
howledge  of  possessing  a  silent  and  in- 
terested listener. 

"While  this  diversion  was  going  on/' 
(xmtinaed  the  old  soldier,  with  a  smack  of 
his  lips  which  sounded  not  unlike  the  ex- 
plosion of  a  percussion  cap,  ^^  a  cannonade 
from  more  than  two  hundred    pieces  of 
artillery  was  being  poured  upon  our  whole 
fine,  intended  to  support  their    repeated 
charges  of  cavalry  and  infiantry.      They 
never  let  us  alone ;  but  sometimes  with  the 
infantry,  and  sometimes  with  both  together, 
we  were  constantly  employed  with  as  much 
work  as  we  well  could  manage,  and  now 
and  then,  perhaps,  a  little  more. 

"  To  receive  these,  we  were  drawn  up  in 
nearly  solid  squares,    each  being    several 
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files  deep.  Enough  space  was  given  be- 
tween the  squares  to  deploy  into  line  when 
occasion  required ;  while  a  third  square  in 
the  rear  of  those  that  were  parallel,  pre- 
sented a  front  to  the  enemy's  cavalry,  as 
often  as  they  pushed  beyond  them,  being 
thus  exposed  to  a  triple  fire.  In  this  order, 
with  the  artillery  playing  upon  the  French 
columns  as  they  advanced,  and  the  cavalry 
in  reserve,  ready  to  sweep  forward  when 
opportunities  occurred,  our  men  stood  like 
solid  walls.  Throughout  the  whole  of  that 
fight  the  attack  and  defence  were  the  same. 
They  continued  to  rush  upon  our  front,  we 
to  receive  and  beat  them  back.  Again  and 
again  did  we  throw  ourselves  flat  on  the 
ground,  to  let  the  storm  of  shot  rattle 
over  us ;  then,  with  scarcely  time  to  rise, 
formed  into  square  to  receive  cavalry.  Up 
they  came,  sometimes  firing  their  pistols 
close  to  our  faces,  and  then  wheeling  round. 
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would  often  go  off,  laughing,  at  a  gentle 
trot.  As  soon  as  they  were  driven  back, 
we  deployed  into  line  to  await  the  ap- 
IHToach  of  in£Euitry;  and  these  formed  the 
principal,  if  not  the  whole  manoeuvres  of 
the  day. 

^4t  was  sorely  trpng  to  our  men  to 
twait  the  charges  of  the  enemy,  hour  after 
boor,  each  square  standing  on  its  appointed 
ground,  and  as  the  gaps  were  made  in  the 
front  ranks,  for  others  to  step  forward  to 
supply  their  places,  only  to  meet  with  the 
same  &te.  It  was  almost  more  than  could 
be  expected  from  any  mortal  troops ;  for  it 
is  one  thing  to  rush  forward  cheering  and 
shouting  in  a  charge,  and  quite  another  to 
receive  it  in  cold  blood,  with  your  comrades 
dropping  round  ye  like  haU.  As  an  in- 
stance of  what  British  soldiers  can  take,  as 
well  as  give,  I  may  mention  that  the 
twenty-seventh  regiment^  had  four  hundred 
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kiKxked    0T9    in    square,    ncidm^^ 
moTing  &n    isch.  nor  pallhig  m  trigRCF^ 
Ifanv  a  chicken  bean  can  be  nnued  to  dor 
a  b:>ld  actr  bot  the  true  coonge  of  a  aoUier 
shows  itself  in  deeds  such  as  these. 

^Three  ^reat  attacks — each  of  them  a 
battle  in  itself — had  now  been  made,  when 
the  advanced  columns  of  the  Pmsoans, 
emer;^g  firom  the  wood  of  Frischermont| 
must  have  proved  anything  but  a  refiesh- 
ing  sight  to  Bonaparte.  In  the  hope, 
however,  of  turning  the  fortunes  of  the  dav 
before  these  could  come  up,  fresh  bodies 
of  infimtry  and  cavalry  were  advanced, 
under  cover  of  a  heavy  cannonade,  against 
our  centre,  and  upon  our  right,  while  the 
left  was  only  so  much  engaged  as  to  pre- 
vent it  from  detaching  reinforcements. 
This  effort  to  force  the  British  position 
was  the  fiercest  yet  made.     For  a  moment 
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the  cftYBlry  were  driven  back,  and  the  ad- 
viDoed  artillery  taken^  but  rallying  again, 
tfaejr  charged  into  the  very  centre  of  the 
mmy's  colnmnSi  and  cut  several  battalions 
topieces. 

'4t  was  none  o'  your  pull  trigger,  fire- 
tvay,  now  hit,  now  miss,  kind  of  work,  bat 
dose,  hand-to-hand,  man-to-man  fighting, 
80  as  you  might  tell  whether  your  enemy's 
breath  was  flavoured  with  garlic  or  parsley. 

^  For  above  an  hour  this  struggle  lasted, 
extending,  as  it  did,  along  nearly  the  whole 
fine;  but  after  a  slaughter  of  thousands, 
the  enemy  found  it  impossible  to  make  any 
impression  upon  us,  and  again  fell  back. 
Evening  was  now  coming  on,  and  just  as 
tlie  French  were  repulsed  in  this,  their 
fourth  great  attack,  the  operations  of  the 
Prussians  began  upon  their  right  flank  and 
rear. 

"  I  need  scarcely  say  with  what  joy  we  re^ 

VOL.  I.  I 
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ceived  this  well-timed  reinforcement;  for 
although,  as  the  Duke  has  often  declared, 
he  never  doubted  for  an  instant  the  issue 
of  the  battle  throughout  the  day,  yet,  de- 
pending  upon  this  support,  and  its  being 
delayed  for  hours  beyond  the  time  ex- 
pected, he  might  well  exclaim,  as  an 
aide-de-camp  galloped  up,  and  told  him  that 
a  particular  division  was  reduced  to  one- 
third,  ^  Would  to  God  that  night  or  Blucher 
were  come ! ' 

^^  The  left  wing  of  the  Prussians  advanced 
separately,  and  commenced  a  furious  attack 
with  six  battalions,  upon  the  village  oF 
Planchenoit,  in  the  rear  of  the  French. 
Here  several  bloody  charges  were  made, 
but  the  post  was  maintained  in  spite  of 
every  exertion  to  take  it. 

^'  It  was  now  a  critical  moment  for  Bonar 
parte,  and  he  saw  that  but  one  more 
chance  remained   on   the  die.      A   fourth 
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colomn  of  attack  was  now  formed,  almost 

entirely  composed  of  his  Guard,  and  which 

k  conducted  in  person.     Upon  reaching 

the  middle  of  the  slope,  he  ordered  Ney  to 

lead  them  on,  and  they  were  supported,  as 

bdbre,  by  heavy  and  well-served  discharges 

tf  artillery. 

'*  Our  battalions  of  the  Guards  advanced 

in  line  nearly  to  the  brow  of  the  hill,  and 

receiviDg  orders  to  lie  down  and  shelter 

themselves  from  the  storm  of   shot,   the 

Duke  took  his  station   behind    them,  to 

watch  for  the  moment  when   they  might 

^^g  up,  and,  in  their  turn,  charge  upon 
4e  enemy. 

^*The  Imperial  Guard — those    fine    old 

veterans  whom  all  Europe  acknowledged 

to  be  worthy  of  the  title  of  Invincible — 

inarched  towards  the  ridge  without  a  waver 

or  a  flinch,    although    whole    files   were 

knocked  over  £rom  a  galling  fire  from  our 

I  2 
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right,  the  guns  being  served  with  wonderfdl 
precision.  Nothing,  however,  stopped,  or 
even  checked  their  advance.  On  ihey 
came,  and  just  as  their  heads  tipped  above 
the  summit  of  the  hill,  that  order  was 
given,  which  still  warms  many  an  old  sol- 
dier's breast — '  Up,  Guards,  and  at  'ent 
again! ' 

^^  Then  such  a  volley  was  poured  into 
their  ranks,  into  their  very  fieu^es — ^with  our 
muzzles  almost  crossing— which  made  them 
stagger  again.  And  then,  moved  as  one 
man,  our  brave  fellows  rushed  fbrWd  at  ihe 
point  o'  the  bayonet,  with  a  hurrah  which 
seemed  to  quail  the  enemy;  and,  without 
waiting  to  receive  the  charge,  they  turned 
and  runned  away.  Ay,  comrade,**  said 
Corporal  Crump,  bringing  the  palm  of  his 
dexter  hand  violently  upon  the  mahogany 
table,  to  the  imminent  risk  of  the  glass  and 
spoon,  which  jumped,  jingled,  and  reeled 
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upon  its  sur&ce,  ^  they  turned  and  runned 
away!'' 

The  little  general  shopkeeper  repeated 
the  words  to  himself  in  a  whisper,  and, 
after  a  moment's  cogitation,  came  to  the 
ocmclasion  that  he  should  have  acted  in  a 
corresponding  manner,  under  correspond- 
ing circumstances. 

^'  In  less  than  a  brace  of  minutes,"  re- 
sumed the  corporal,  ^^  three  hundred  had 
&llen;  while    the   Duke,   leading  up  the 
forty-second  and  ninety-fifth,  took  them  in 
flank.     This  attack  was  made  with  what 
was  called  the  Middle  Guard,  and  the  track 
of  the  flying  column  might  be  seen  by  the 
dying  and  the  dead.     Marshal  Ney's  horse 
was  soon  shot  under  him,   but   sword  in 
hand,  he  tried  to  rally  the  panic-stricken 
troops,  and  rushed  into  liie  thickest  of  the 
fight.     All  he  could  d6,  however,  was  use- 
less.    The  advanced  corps,  falling  back  in 
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disorder  upon  the  Old  Guard,  who  were  in 
reserve  at  the  bottom  of  the  slope,  the 
whole  became  in  confusion,  and  each  began 
to  think  of  escape  in  preference  to  duly, 
order,  and  discipline. 

"  An  opportunity  now  oflfered  for  our 
cavalry  to  act,  and  forward  they  swept  into 
the  midst  of  the  French  ranks,  giving  them 
as  liberal  allowance  of  cold  steel,  as  willing 
hands  and  trusty  sabres  could  inflict. 
Some  battalions  of  the  Old  Guard  formed 
themselves  into  squares,  and  endeavoured 
to  cover  the  retreat,  but  they  were  soon 
broken  and  cut  to  pieces  by  the  cavalry, 
or  hurried  along  with  the  rest.  No  quarter 
was  either  asked  or  given,  and  although 
the  artillery  had  ceased  firing,  on  account 
of  the  likelihood  of  doing  as  much  mischief 
to  our  own  men  as  those  of  the  enemy,  yet 
the  slaughter  was  no  less  great  from  the 
sabre  and  bayonet. 
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''  Bonaparte  saw  that  with  the  repulse  of 
the  Imperial  Guard  his  last  hope  was  gone 
—the  right  wing  of  his  army  was  broken  in 
three  places,  while  the  greatest  confusion 
prevailed  in  the  rear — and  that,  in  short, 
the  day  was  lost  Fearing  that  Bludier 
would  place  his  army  in  force  upon  the 
high  road  to  Genappe,  he  hallooed  out,  *  We 
must  save  ourselves ! '  and  setting  spurs  to 
his  horse,  led  the  way  at  a  pace  far  from 
slow. 

"  The  Duke,  seeing  the  confusion  in  which 
the  enemy  was  thrown,  not  only  in  the 
front  by  our  charge,  but  also  in  the  rear  by 
the  Prussians,  suddenly  shut  up  his  tele- 
scope, and  exclaimed,  *Now,  every  man 
must  advance." 

**The  order  was  no  sooner  given  than 
executed-  The  whole  line  forming  four 
deep,  supported  by  the  cavalry  and  in- 
&ntry,  led  by  the   Duke,  who  placed  him- 
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self  at  the  head  of  the  Foot  Guards,  ad- 
vanced upon  the  confused  forces  cf  the 
French.  The  re^ments  on  our  flanks 
formed  into  squares,  and  accompanied  the 
line  down  the  slope,  to  protect  it  firom 
cavalry,  while  at  this  moment  the  rays  of 
the  settmg  sun  gleamed  from  behind  a 
bank  of  douds,  as  if  to  gild  our  triumph 
and  our  victory. 

"  At  every  point  the  charge  was  success- 
ful. The  whole  French  army,  panic-struck, 
hurried  away  in  whatever  direction  seemed 
most  likely  to  offer  escape,  while  our  men 
cut  them  down  like  grass  before  a  scjthe. 
The  carnage  was  terrific;  and  as  column 
after  column,  cavalry,  infantry,  and  artil- 
lery, rolled  furiously  onwards,  a  sea  of 
bodies  was  left  in  their  rear. 

"The  Prussians  in  particular  gave  rein 
to  their  hatred,  and  being  fresh  on  the 
field,   the   slaughter  they   committed  was 
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fearfuL    The  pursuit  continued  as  &r  as 

Genappe,  where  the  Duke  and  Blucher  met 

far  the  first  time  on  that  eventful  day. 

Ho6t  people  say  and  tlunk  that  the  place  of 

their  meeting  was  La  Belle  Alliance  ;  but 

take  the  word  of  an  old  soldier,  comrade, 

who  was  not  fSsur  off,  that  it  was  Genappe, 

and  no  other.    Here  they  decided  that  the 

Prussians    should    continue    the    pursuit 

alone,  and  considering  that  we  had  had  a 

tolerable  innings   in  a  dear  twelve  hours' 

fight,  it  was  not,  perhaps,  more  than  fell  to 

their  share.     Right  well,  however,  did  they 

perform  the  duty.      Not  a  moment's  repose 

^  allowed  the  enemy,   and  during  the 

Dight,  they  were  successively  driven  from 

nine  bivouacs.     In  a  few  villages  they  tried 

to  maintain  themselves ;  but  the  sound  of 

the  trumpet  and  drum  renewed  their  panic, 

&od  away   they  went  like  sheep  before  a 

pack  of  wolves. 
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"  There  must  be  an  end  to  all  thinga,'* 
observed  the  corporal,  draining  the  last 
drop  from  his  glass,  by  way,  perhaps,  of 
illustrating  his  argument,  ^^  and  such  was 
the  end  of  the  battle  of  Waterloo." 

"  Tell  me,**  said  Jacob  Giles,  who  appeared 
M  full  of  excitement  as  a  parched  pea  upon, 
a  drum-head,  "  tell  me,  Corporal,"  and  he 
rubbed  the  tips  of  his  fingers  briskly  as  he 
spoke,  "whether  you're  sure  of  having 
slayed  a  Frenchman  with  your  oMm  hands.'* 

"As  certain  as  my  name's  Crump," 
rejoined  the  veteran,  "  and  these,"  con- 
tinued he,  stretching  out  a  pair  of  as 
hard,  bony,  uncompromising-looking  hands 
as  eyes  ever  beheld,  **are  the  identical 
bunches  of  fives  that  did  the  trick.' 

*^  Let  me  hear  all  about  it.  Corporal," 
returned  Jacob,  regarding  his  companion's 
broad  palms,  as  they  were  held  up  for  his 
especial  notice,  with  a  feeling  akin  to  awe. 
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^  It  makes  my  flesh  creep ;  but  still  I  derive 
a  kind  of  painful  pleasure  in  listening 
to  horrors,  accidents,  and  offences.  I 
invariably,''  continued  he,  "  pick  'em  out 
as  tit-bits  from  the  newspapers/' 

^*  Well,  comrade  ! "  ejaculated  the  old 
soldier,  ^^  it  doesn't  sound  musical  to  chant 
one's  own  praise  ;  but  as  what  I'm  going 
to  tell  ye  takes  us  into  Brussels,  where  we 
ought  to  have  been  (for  aught  I  know) 
without  fighting  the  battle  of  Waterloo 
over  again,  111  let  you  into  the  secret  of 
the  way  in  which  I  grabbed  an  eagle." 

"  An  eagle !  "  ejaculated  the  little  general 
shopkeeper,  elevating  his  brow  and  dropping 
his  lower  jaw.     "  An  eagle,  Corporal !" 

"Ay,"  returned  his  companion,  "that 
was  the  bird.  Talking,  though,  is  dry 
work,"  and  with  this  prefatory  remark,  he 
pointed  to  the  exhausted  goblet,  as  a  strong 
hint  for  its  prompt  replenishment. 
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Jacob,  knowing  full  well  what  the  oor* 
porals  taste  was,  poured  a  large  preponde- 
rating quantity  of  brandy  to  that  of  water 
into  the  gla^. 

^^  You  guess  the  right  measure  exactly, 
comrade,"  said  the  corporal,  smiling.  "  By 
dad,  Sir !  "  continued  he,  "  it  isn't  every- 
body who  can  mix  my  liquor  to  my  liking,*' 
and  then  with  a  loud,  strong  clearing  of 
his  voice,  he  again  settled  himself  in  his 
chair  to  take  up  the  thread  of  his  narrative. 

"  It  was  during  the  last  charge,  when  we 
were  mixed  up  with  the  enemy  and  driving 
them  before  us  in  fljdng  and  broken 
masses,  that  I  caught  sight  of  a  French 
ensign,  making  off  with  the  staff  and  colours 
of  his  regiment.  I  went  at  him,  comrade, 
with  a  will,  depend  on't ;  but  as  I  made  my 
thrust  at  him,  he  turned,  and,  parry- 
ing it  with  his  sword,  cut  at  my  head, 
leaving  this  pretty  scar  as  an  addition  to 
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my  beauty,"  and  as  he  spoke.  Corporal 
Cramp  slowly  traoed  the  scar  with  a  fore- 
finger across  his  countenaiice. 

^  As  one  good  torn  deserves  another/'  said 
ke^  '^  I  bayoneted  him  now  from  the  chin 
npwards,  which  went  through  his  jaws, 
ttd  seemed  to  stagger  him  considerably. 
At  ttus  moment  a  lancer  tried  to  give  me  a 
taste,  but  missing  his  mark,  I  managed  to 
ghre  him  a  parting  salute  by  sending  a  ball 
between  his  shoulders,  and  he  dropped  his 
lance  as  if  at  that  moment  it  became  too 
hot  to  hold.  Again  I  closed  with  the  ensign, 
who  looked  a  terrible  object  as  the  blood 
gashed  from  his  mouth  and  throat,  and 
failing  to  turn  a  thrust  which  I  m^e  at 
his  middle,  I  ran  him  through  and  dropped 
him  without  a  groan.  Clutching  the  staff 
from  his  dead,  vice-like  gripe,  I  saw  to  my 
joy  that  it  was  surmounted  by  an  eagle — a 
rare  prize,  and  to  the  honour  of  the  French 
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be  it  spoken,  one  which  was  seldom  allowv 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  an  enemy. 

"  No  sooner  was  my  trophy  known 
our  General,  than  I  received  orders  to  be 
it  to  the  rear,  and  many  a  cheer  greeb 
my  march,  as  I  waved  the  blood-stain< 
colours  above  my  head,  on  my  road  back  1 
Brussels. 

"  We  have  now,"  said  Corporal  Crum 
"  arrived  by  a  wide  circle  to  where  our  stoi 
ought  to  have  begun.'* 
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CHAPTER  IX- 


"I  HAD  no  sooner  arrived  in  Brassels/' 
said  the  corporal — "and  a  pretty  stir  the 
city  was  in,  from  the  news  of  the  great 
victory — than  I  went  straight  to  the  old 
quarters  of  Lieutenant  Somerset;  for 
^though  I  had  often  thought  both  of  him 
and  his  young  wife  since  the  muster  on  the 
doming  of  our  march  to  Quatre  Bras,  I  had 
lieither  seen  nor  heard  of  him.  This,  how- 
ever, caused  me  little  wonder,  as  many 
officers  could  not  join  their  regiments  before 
the  inarch  commenced,  and  were  unable  to 
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find  them  afterwards.  It  has  been  said,' 
continued  Corporal  Crump,  in  a  confidentia 
tone,  ^^  that  a  few  were  absent  without  an] 
such  excuse,  and  the  Duke  was  {umi8hedE>^^^ 
^th  a  list  of  'em ;  but  after  reading  it^  anf>.^^d 
jotting  their  names  down  in  his  memor^C'^'y 
with  the  intention,  doubtless,  of  promoting^^-^S 
them  at  the  first  fitting  opportunity,  be 
the  paper  into  remarkably  small  pieces  an< 
said,  ^  There  can  be  no  cowards  in 
British  Army.  Those  who  were  absent^-^*' 
from  their  duty  require  all  the  condolencet^^^^ 
which  their  finends  can  give  them,  and  111-1-^  " 
not  suppose  one  capable  of  being  so,  had  it 
been  possible  for  him  to  be  present.' 

"  It  was  a  noble  way  of  treating  the 
white-feathered  file :  but  our  tongues  don't 
always  express  our  thoughts,  comrade. 

"  As  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  house, 
a  sort  of  echo  came  from  it  which  sounded 
to  my  ears  that  all  was  not  right  within.    I 
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^OB't  know  how  it  is,  but  I've  heard  many 
another  old  woman  say,  besides  myself  that 
borrow  sends  clouds  before  to  prepare  us  for 
^ts  coming. 

^Having  rapped  several  times,  and 
setting  no  answer  to  the  summons,  I  walked 
ui  to  search  for  intelligence,  and  by  the  dull 
glimmer  of  a  lamp  through  the  door  of  an 
Apartmeut  left  ajar,  I  saw  Lieutenant 
Somerset  writing  as  iast  as  his  pen  would 
drive  on  a  table  before  him. 

^^  ^  Thank  God ! '  exclaimed  I,  kicking  open 
the  door  with  less  ceremony,  perhaps,  than 
l>ecame    a    private    when    addressing    his 

superior  officer.      *  Thank   God,  Sir,  that 

you're  safe ! ' 
^^ '  Safe ! '  he  repeated,  almost  in  a  scream, 

^  he  started  from  his  seat,  and  fixed  his 

eyes,  glaring  like   a  maniac's,   upon  me. 

'  Who  says  I'm  safe  ? ' 
" '  Why,  Lieutenant  Somerset,'  rejoined 

VOL.  I.  K 
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I,   *  don't  you    know    your     old    servant 
Crump?' 

"  *  Ye8,  yes,'  he  returned,  hurriedly 
*  well,  very  well.' 

"  *  Then  sp^  to  ine,  Sir/  said  I,  *  as  yoi 
used  to  speak.     Are  you  ill  or  wounded  ?  * 

"  *  Wounded ! '  he  hissed  between  hi 
clenched  teeth,  and  clasping  his  hands  tc 
gethcr,  he  wrung  them  till  the  very  joint 
snapped.  ^  No,  no,  I  am  not  wounded.  H^ 
ha,  ha !  I'm  safe,  quite  safe.  You  say  %c 
don't  ye  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  All  know  Fm  safe 
There's  not  a  drummer-boy  in  the  servic 
but  will  tell  you  so  within  a  week,'  and  th^ 
he  muttered  an  oath  too  strong  even  for  in 
to  repeat,  although  I've  spit  out  my  venoc 
in  that  form  before  now,  comrade,  pretty 
round  and  stiff. 

*'  Seeing  that  some  great  screw  was  loose 
and  that  his  state  bordered  on  positive  maJ 
ness,  I   felt  almost  afraid    to    press    hie 
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ibrther,  but  he  soon  relieved  me  of  the 
difficulty. 

"  *  What  have  you  there? '  said  he,  fiercely, 
pointing  to  the  staff  and  colors,  '  and  how 
did  you  get  that  blood  on  your  face? ' 

^^'This,  Sir,'  answered  I,  holding  them 
ftt  ana*8  length,  so  as  to  display  them  the 
better,  ^  is  an  eagle  which  I  took  myself  in  a 
hand-to-hand  tight  from  a  French  officer, 
aod  the  blood's  from  a  sabre  cut  which  he 
gave  me  in  return.' 
"  'Now  God  help  me ! '  he  cried,  in  the 

^^d  tone  of  one  goaded  by   despair  and 

^ry.     '  And  where  think  you  I  was  the 

whUe?' 
'  Where  you've  ever  been.  Sir,'  returned 

V  when  duty  called,  at  your  post,   if  not 

^ith  your  corps.' 
** '  Here  I '  hallooed  he,  stamping  on  the 

floor, '  here,  1  tell  you  here.     I  didn't  join, 

Crump.   What  say  ye  to  that?    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

k2 
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His  words  caused  a  dizziness  to  com 
over  me ;  and  not  being  particularly  fresl 
from  the  effects  of  my  wound,  hard  worl 
and  short  rations,  I  dropped  upon  a  diaii 
sick  as  a  baby. 

"  *  How,  Sir/  said  I,  as  well  as  I  coul 
speak,  *  did  that  happen?  * 

"With  a  control  which  he  seemed  suddenl; 
to  possess  over  himself,  he  drew  a  seat  clofl 
to  mine,  and  in  a  quiet  manner  and  yoio< 
that  was  only  broken  now  and  then  with 
kind  of  gasp,  he  replied,  ^  They'll  try  me  t 
court-martial,  I  suppose,  and  that  which 
am  now  about  telling  you  will  be  told  ' 
them.  I've  no  defence  to  offer,  no  justi' 
cation  to  make.  The  truth  is  an  admissii 
of  my  guilt.' 

"  He  here  appeared  choked ;  but  after  tl 
lapse  of  a  few  seconds,  recovered  his  coi 
posure,  and  then  proceeded. 

"  '  On  the  night  that  the  signal  was  giv^ 
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fen*  US  to  muster,  I  was  in  bed  with  my  wife, 
who,  as  you  may  know,  was  in  the  condition 
of  an  expectant  mother.  The  roll  of  the 
drains  woke  me;  but  for  a  short  lime  I 
oould  scarcely  believe  that  the  sounds  were 
other  than  the  effects  of  a  dream;  but  the 
assembling  of  the  troops  and  the  increasing 
Qcise  and  confusion,  quickly  convinced  me 
of  the  reality  of  what  I  heard. 

^  ^  A  soldier's  wife  knows  the  meaning  of 
the  sounds  of  fife,  drum,  and  trumpet  as 
well  as  himself,  and  mine,  starting  firom  her 
sleep,  exclaimed,  '^  That's  the  muster  roll ! 
What  can  it  mean?  " 

"  *  Intelligence  of  the  enemy's  i^proach,' 
J^lied  I,  *  if  1  may  guess  the  cause.' 

'''But  you'll  not  leave  me  now,'  she 
^joined,  trembling  with  fear,  *  not  yet ; 
pray  do  not  leave  me  yet.' " 

Not   leave    you!'   I    returned,  as   I 
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hurried  on  my  uniform.  '  And  you  « 
soldier's  wife ! ' 

" '  Yes,  yes,*  she  added,  '  I  know  thai 
I  know  all ;  but' —  and  here,  bursting  int 
tears,  she  twined  her  arms  around  my  ned 
with  a  look  so  piteous,  that  I  felt  it  weake' 
and  unman  me. 

"  *  Tell  me,'  I  rejoined,  *  all  you  woul 
say.  The  cause  of  our  separation  is  irr^ 
mediable,  and  the  call  peremptory;  but  th 
was  long  anticipated  by  both,  and  jo 
promised,  when  the  hour  arrived,  not  to  ad 
to  our  pain  by  fruitless  tears  and  suppi 
cations.' 

"  *  Oh,  do  not  blame  me ! '  she  exclaimed 
in  a  fresh  agony  of  grief.  *  You  litt 
know  what  I  now  suffer.  You  could  n< 
chide  me  if  you  did ! ' 

** '  Perceiving  large  beads  of  perspiratic 
standing  upon  her  forehead,  and  that  si 
shook  like  one  stricken  with  the  palsy  i 
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every  limb,  the  dreadful  truth  at  once 
flashed  upon  my  brain  that  she  was  then 
in  the  first  throes  of  travaiL 

*•  *  Forgive  me  if  I  can  scarcely  say  what 
I  did  I  remember,  or  think  I  do,  rushing 
wildly  into  the  streets,  and  finding  them 
blocked  up  with  troops,  artillery-waggons, 
and  crowds  of  citizens.  In  every  quarter 
I  sought  assistance;  but  in  vain.  Wives 
were  parting  from  their  husbands,  children 
from  their  parents,  friends  from  friends, 
and  one  and  all  so  occupied  with  themselves, 
that  none  would  listen  to  me.  It  might  be 
that  I  was  scarcely  understood,  for  my 
senses  seemed  gone,  and  I  returned  to  the 
chamber  of  my  wife  to  find  her  alone  and 
Mpless  in  her  trouble. 

*'  *  Loud,  and  louder  yet  the  drums  beat? 
^nd  the  bugles  sounded  to  arms ;  but  there 
^as  one  sword  which  remained  in  its 
scabbard — and  that  sword  was  mine. 
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*' ^  Do  not  leave  me  yet;  pray  not  yet,' 
was  the  oft-repeated  petition,  which  kept 
me  spell-bound  to  the  spot. 

^^  ^  There  was  no  turning  from  it,  and 
there  I  remained,  hour  after  hour,  to  watch 
the  sufferer,  and  alleviate  her  pains. 

"'What  was  I  to  do?'  said  the  wretched 
man,  clasping  his  brow  with  violence.  ^  I 
could  not  leave  her,  as  I  thought,  to  die. 
He  must  be  something  more  or  less  than 
man  who  could.  Perhaps  /was  less;  but 
with  her,  whom  I  swore,  before  my  God,  to 
honour  and  protect,  1  remained  to  my 
honour's  cost  and  worldly  ruin. 

"  '  Hours  passed,  and  the  spirit,  fluttering 
on  the  threshold  of  life,  was  still  delayed, 
until  the  mother  seemed  sinking  from  the 
effort  to  give  it  birth. 

" '  Aid  was  at  length  obtained ;  but  the 
opinion  of  the  attendant  led  me  to  believe 
that  1  was  probably  witnessing  the  ebbing 
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of  a  life  more  precious  to  me  than  all  the 
world  besides. 

"^Little — and  but  little  more,  perhaps, 
iff  necessary  for  me  to  say.  After  enduring 
the  greatest  danger,  it  was  passed  in  safety ; 
but  too  late  for  me  to  retrieve  the  momen* 
tons  opportunity  which  had  been  lost. 
Maddened  as  I  am  at  that  thought,  and 
knowing  full  well  my  misery  will  be 
^ffed  at,  and  made  the  subject  of  licentious 
ridicule,  I  still,'  continued  he,  weeping  as  I 
^ever  saw  a  strong  man  weep  before,  'would 
act  agab  as  I  then  did,  at  the  peril  of  my 
eternal  soul.' 

"Some  griefs  like  some  wounds,"  said 
^TK)ral  Crump,  allaying  a  slight  feeling 
^f  dust  in  his  throat,  by  a  seasonable  appeal 
^  his  glass,  "  are  too  deep  for  speedy  healing, 
*Qd  the  best  plan,  in  such  cases,  is  to  give 
^^  time,  and  let  'em  alone.  Seeing  that  I 
^^Id  do  no  good  just  then,  and  that  my 
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poor  master  was  quite  beyond  all  balm  cS 
comfort  that  /  could  render,  I  thought  it 
wiser  to  let  him  be  by  himself  a  bit,  and 
stealing  quietly  out  of  the  room,  I  left,  on 
the  night  of  the  day  on  which  the  battle  of 
Waterloo  was  won,  as  good  and  brave  a 
soldier  as  ever  drew  a  sword,  broken-hearted 
that  he  was  not  there. 
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Pm  spinning  a  long    yam,  comrade," 
said  Corporal  Crump.      "  You'll  begin  to 

grow  weary  of  an   old  soldier's  gabble,  I 

fear;' 

No,  no,"  replied  Jacob,  administering 
an  unusual  supply  of  friction  to  the  ends  of 
his  fingers;    "that's   impossible.       I    can 
listen/*  continued   he,    "  for  ever,   and,    if 
required,  considerably  longer." 

*'Well!"  rejoined  his  companion,  "in 
that  case  I'll  proceed  with  my  story,  and 
anive  by  easy  marches  to  the  end."      ^  .^_, 
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^^  In  consequence  of  little  attention  bd^ng 
paid  to  my  wound  for  several  hours  after 

receiving  it,  inflammation  set  in,  and  I  was 
pronounced  unable  to  join  the  forces  which 
put  an  extinguisher  upon  Bonaparte's  power 
by  their  prompt  occupation  of  Paris. 

•*  Glad  of  the  opportunity  of  remaining 
with  my  poor  master,  who  gradually  sank 
into  a  dull,  lifeless  kind  of  state,  from  which 
there  was  no  rousing  him,  I  did  my  best  in 
watching  him  both  night  and  day,  and 
easing,  as  far  as  I  was  able,  the  load  of  care 
from  his  sorrowful  wife  and  young  mother 
of  his  child. 

"  It  was  a  hard  duty;  and  finding  I  could 
make  but  little  way,  I  thought  of  the 
chaplain's  words,  and  prayed,  in  a  rough 
kind  of  manner  I  fear,  to  Him  who,  we're 
told,  is  as  ready  to  hearken  to  the  private's 
petition  as  He  is  to  the  general's. 

"We   don't,   d'ye   see,  comrade,  always 
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^^^xiderBtand  what's  best  for  us ;  and  we  often 
^isity  like  whining  children,  that  which 
cold  exactly  turn  out  to  be  the  worst. 
e  end  of  our  plans  and  schemes  oftien 
I>Yoye8  this  to  be  the  case;  and  it  is  not  for 
^^s  to  think  that  because  we  are  denied  the 
^^tiings  we  crave,  mercy  is  not  at  the  root  of 
denial     However  I'm  not  A  1  at  a 


nnon,  and  so  here  goes  for  another  spell 

the  facts. 

"  I  prayed,  you  must  know,  as  a  man 
should  when  he  prays  at  all — in  earnest, 
^hat  the  lieutenant  might  be  comforted  and 
"Stored  to  peace  of  mind  and  contentment 
of  heart.  I  asked  too  that  he  might  keep 
^  rank  in  this  world,  and  be  found  among 
the  most  worthy  in  that  to  come.  His  wife 
find  child  were  not  forgotten ;  and  I  wound 
^p  with  a  strong  hope  that  all  three  might 
live  long  and  happy  lives,  and  that  I  might 

'--^  «  fourth  in  the  riner. 
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^^  I  didn't  forget  myself,  comrade,**  aaidthe 
corporal,  tapping  himself  significantly  on 
the  breast.  ^^A  man's  a  fool,  Sir,  who 
forgets  himself  under  the  most  pressing  cir- 
cumstances, and  as  I've  said  before,  the 
Crumps  are  the  original  blades  spoken  of 
in  history  as  sharp,  keen-set  razors. 

"  I  can't  say,"  continued  he,  "  that  there 
was  as  favourable  an  answer  as  could  be 
desired ;  for  my  master  grew  daily  worse,  and 
at  last  became  little  short  of  a  confirmed  idiot. 
Listless  of  all  that  passed  around  him,  the 
day  came  and  the  day  went  without  any  ap- 
parent impression  being  made  upon  his 
mind,  although  occasionally  he  imagined 
himself  on  his  trial,  and  would  go  through 
the  whole  story  with  little  variation  than  as 
he  told  it  to  me. 

^^It  was  a  situation  of  difficulty,  as  a 
friend  of  mine  observed  when  pinioned  to 
be  hanged,  and  I  felt  myself  sorely  puzzled 
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^hut  to  do  for  the  best.     The  exchequer, 
never  at  the  best  of  times  too  well  furnished, 
'became  extremely  low,  and  it  was  as  much 
*s  I  could  do  to  forage  for  our  daily  rations. 
^Ut  what  with  my  pay — a  whole  shilling  a- 
^J)"  chuckled  the  corporal,  "  barring  de- 
ductions— putting  myself  on  short  allowance 
^  tobacco  and  grog,  and  making  prizes  of 
*  few  odds  and  ends   which  people  didn't 
'^iss,    and    consequently  couldn't  want,  I 
^^^^^naged  to  keep  a  particularly  lean  and 
*^vingry  animal  from  the  door,  which  other- 
^'^'^  might  have  paid  us  a  most  unwelcome 
^-Hd  speedy  visit, 

"  Matters  went  on  in  this  way  for  the  best 
part  of  three  months,  when  a  letter  with  a 
Wge  official  seal  upon  it,  and  directed  to 
^eutenant  Somerset,  was  delivered  into  my 
^ds;  and  thinking  it  the  wiser  plan  to 
Diake  myself  acquainted  with  its  contents 
^fore  anybody  else  possessed  the  same 
^^vantage,     I     snapped     the    wax,     and 
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thanked  the  planet  under  which  Yd  been 
born,  that  I  went  oftener  to  the  Sundaj^ 
school  than  to  play  pitch  and  tosa  on  the 
green. 

^^  It  was  merely  a  formal  admission  from 
head-quarters  of  the  receipt  of  the  rerig- 
nation  of  the  lieutenant^s  commission.  Na 
word  alluded  to  his  conduct,  and  whether 
an  explanation  accompanied  it,  or  not,  at  the 
time  of  his  sending  it  in,  was  never  known 
from  that  day  to  this. 

**  It  was  now  clear  to  my  mind  that  no 
further  notice  would  be  taken  either  of  him 
or  the  offence  of  which  he  had  been  guilty. 
Indeed,  his  situation  was  such  that  nothing 
could  have  been  done  by  the  way  of  punish- 
ment, as  the  depth  of  misery  to  which  he  had 
sunk  possessed  no  lower. 

"  After  considering  well  what  steps  bad 
better  be  taken,  Mrs.  Somerset  determined 
upon  returning  to  England ;  and  although  it's 
not  a  rule  of  mine  to  study  the  interests  of 
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Others  in  preference  to  my  owii,  I  made  up 
nnj  mind  to  go  with  her,  provided  I  could 
get  my  discharge.  The  war  being  at  an 
^nd,  there  was  not  much  difficulty  in 
obtaining  this,  and  with  a  pension  of  ten- 

p^nce  a-day,  the  rank  of  a  full  corporal,  and, 

I  believe,  the  character  of  a  good  soldier,  I 

Sluitted  his  most  gracious  Majesty's  service  " 

"■^--Corporal  Crump  brought  his  right  hand, 

'^th  a  squared  elbow,  stiffly  to  his  forehead, 

^^d  saluted    the    King — "to  defend   and 

I^rotect,  instead    of    my  country,    a   poor 

broken-down   man   in   body   and   mind,  a 

*ittle  fat  ball  of  a  female  squeaker,  who 

looked  first  cousin  to  an  angel,  and  a  good 

^ear  lady,  not — "  the  corporal  dropped  his 

>^oice  to  a  scarcely  audible  whisj^er — "  much 

^tter  qualified  to  struggle  with  the  world 

^han  the    aforesaid   sucking  baby   at   her 

'^ogom. 

"  For  home,  or  as   I  should  say  to  seek 

VOL.  L 
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one^  we  sailed,  and,  after  sqaatting  down  at 
one  place  and  then  at  another — places  whidi 
the  poor  lieutenant  knew  when  he  was  a 
boy — in  the  hope  that  visiting  them  might 
work  a  cha!ige  tor  the  better,  we  at  last 
settled  in  a  little  quiet  sea-side  nook  in  the 
west  of  England. 

^^  Now  and  then,  but  somewhat  few  and 
far  between,  letters  containing  money  in 
small  sums  arrived  for  my  mistress. 
Where,  however,  they  came  from,  or  by 
whom  they  were  sent,  I  was  not  informed, 
and  what  may  appear  stranger  to  you, 
comrade,  I  never  tried  to  find  out." 

Jacob  Giles  made  the  silent  admission 
within  himself,  that  the  latter  part  of  the 
corporal  s  statement  finr  exceeded  the  for- 
mer in  the  production  of  astonishment,  and 
he  mentally  acknowledged,  that,  had  he 
been  similarly  situated,  he  should  have 
exercised  his  best  powers  to  have  made  the 


\ 
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disoovery  with  the  least  possible  lapse  or 
kM  of  time. 

« 

^  The  cottage  which  we  occupied  was  a 
snug  little  box  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
dunre,"  resumed  Corporal  Crump,  ^^and 
cither  in  wandering  along  the  sands,  w 
watching  his  little  child  play  witii  the 
pebbles  on  the  beach,  the  poor  lieutenant's 
harmless  life  glided  on  with  scarcely  a  change 
from  one  twelvemonth's  end  to  another.  He 
made  no  inquiries,  rarely  spoke ;  but  would 
sit  for  hours,  ¥dth  his  blinkless  eyes  fixed 
on  yacancy  and  dwelling  upon  one  thought, 
the  maddening  misery  of  his  brain.  And  so 
days  were  added  to  days,  and,  at  length, 
years  to  years." 

"  Changes,  however,  slowly  as  they  may 
woA,  are  ever  going  on.  Many  of  us,  and  I 
may  say  most  of  us,  comrade,"  said  the  corpo- 
ral, emphatically,  "are  apt  to  hug  ourselves 
with  the  notion,  that  what  has  lasted  for 
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long  will  still  last  on.     But  life,   and 

belonging  to  it,  is  like  a  wound-up  cloi 

which,    when    set  a-going,   is  continua 

running  down. 

^'  One  day  I  noticed  that  the  lieuteni 

looked  paler  than  usual,    and    his    lin 
trembled  under  him   as  he  walked.      1 

following  morning  he  roused  us  all  at  si 

rise,  and  begged  that  the  curtains  from  1 

chamber  windows  might  be  withdrawn,  a 

that  the  casement  might  be  opened. 

" '  Let  me,'  said  he,  •  once  more  see  i 

glorious  giver  of  life,  and  feel  the  fw 

breezes  of  heaven  play  upon  my  brow. 

does  not  ache   now,   Clara,'    continued  1 

speaking  to  his  wife,  ^  but,'  and  he  she 

his  head  mournfully,    ^  how  it  has  throbb 

for  years,  long  years !     I  know  all  that  h 

passed,'  and  as  he  spoke,    he  clasped  li 

hands  together,   ^  a  dream  too  frightful  an 

alas!  too  real.      The  hand  of  affliction  h 
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been  heavy  upon  me  and  upon  mine ;  but 
the  hour  is  near  when  our  troubled  hearts 
shall  be  at  rest.' 
'*  He  then  asked  for  his  little  child,  aud 
t&ling  her  in  his  arms  he  looked  earnestly 
her  &ce,  aud  prayed  Grod  to  bless  her. 
"Ithinklseehimnow,  comrade,"  said 
le  corporal,  hastily  brushing  something 
finom  his  cheek,  "  foldiug  her  to  his  breast 
^Tid  kissing  her  as  I'd  seldom  seen  him  do 
t>^fore. 

"  That  which  he  said  to  me  is  not  worth 
'^^peating,  only  that  it's  as  well  to  observe 
^ti^t  I  didn't  deserve  one  fourth  part  to 
^^lat  his  grateful  soul  gave  vent. 

''  By  his  wish  I  now  led  little  Clara  from 

*^He  room,  and  the  few  remaining  moments 

^f  his  life  were  witnessed  by  her  alone 

^^hose  broken   spirit  will   be   healed   only 

"^hen  they  are  united  again  in  heaven." 

Corporal  Crump's  voice  faltered  with  the 
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conclusion  of  the  sentence ;  but  its  steadi- 
ness of  tone  recovered  under  the  influenoe 
of  a  timely  appeal  to  Jacob's  mixture. 

^^  We  remained  at  the  cottage  for  some 
time  after  the  lieutenant's  death/'  con- 
tinued he,  ^^and  it  seemed  a  melancholy 
pleasure  with  my  mistress  to  go  almost 
daily  to  her  husband's  grave,  in  a  sroaU^ 
out-o'-the-way  churchyard  dose  by,  and 
plant  it  with  garden  flowers.  Poor  thing! 
Tm  afraid  she  often  watered  them  with  her 
tears. 

^^  Soon  after  this  event,  letters  atrived 
for  Mrs.  Somerset,  which  seemed  in  no  way 
to  lighten  her  grie^  and,  I  fear,  added  nam 
weight  to  her  purse. 

"  It  was  a  struggle  not  to  look  hungr^T 
now  and  then,  for  some  of  us,  I  assure  y^ 
but  we  did  our  best  to  hold  up  our  head.^ 
and  put  the  most  smiling  face  in  our  pow^^^: 
upon  porridge,  brown  bread,  potatoes,  aa^ 
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salt  Hard  lines  though  for  a  lady  bom, 
comrade!  Worse  than  a  few  score  with  the 
cat  to  a  back  that's  used  to  'em. 

^  There's  but  one  more  circumstance  I've 

got  to  mention  to  bring  my  story  down  to 

the  present  time,"  said  the  corporaL     ^^  An 

old  soldier  obeys  orders  without  asking  for 

whys  and  wherefores,"  continued  he,  ^^  and 

upon  Mrs.  Somerset  desiring  me  to  pack  up 

our  kit,  and  follow  her  the  day  after  her 

starting  for  these  parts,  I  didn't  ask  the 

'eason  for    the   march.     There  was  none 

<>fferedand  none  given,  and  the  rest  you 

know  as  well  as  myself.     Here  we  are  in 

good  quarters,  and  it's  to  be  looked  upon  as 

^  miracle  that  we  found  them.     Comrade, 

your  health." 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  room  assigned  for  Leonard  Wood- 
bee's  study  was  oak-panelled,  dark,  and 
gloomy  as  an  anchorite's  cell.  If  a  ray  of 
the  sun  managed  to  slant  itself  through 
the  narrow  casement,  placed  like  a  loophole 
in  the  massive  walls,  it  was  always  of  the 
most  sickly  hue.  Not  a  fly  ever  buzzed 
there,  and  the  jack-o'-lanterns,  reflected 
from  a  dull  and  slimy  fish-pond  beneath, 
danced  upon  the  ceiling  like  so  many 
gibbering  and  pale-faced  spectres.  A  wide 
hearth  yawned  at  one  end   of  the  apart- 
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Dient,  bat  a  long  time  had  elapsed  since 
%ot  or  }rule  log  blazed  upon  it ;  and  the 
^d  moaned  and  sighed  in  the  huge 
chimney,  as  if  caged  against  its  will,  and 
«iger  to  escape. 

The  young    student  sat    alone,   with  a 
volume    resting     upon    his     knees,     and, 
^ough  his  looks  were  fixed  upon  an  open 
page,  he  seemed  to  be  making  but    slow 
progress  in  accomplishing  the  task  allotted 
to  him.    In  an  attitude  which  proclaimed 
roental  exhaustion,  he  reclined  on  his  chair, 
*^  with  pale  cheeks  and  heavy  eyelids, 
read  the  Greek    alphabet    over  and  over 
^n;  but    when  he  attempted  to  repeat 
it  from  memory,  he  invariably  failed,  and 
tad  to  have  recourse  to  the  book.     It  was 
weary  work,  and  the  boy  ran  his  fingers 
through  his  luxuriant  curls,  and  brushing 
them  from  his  forehead,  sighed  as  if  his 
young  heart  was  sad  indeed. 
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At  this  moment  a  light  fbotfieJl  fell  oo 
his  ear,  and  before  he  could  turn  round  to 
learn  firom  whom  it  came,  an  arm  fiandly 
encircled  his  neck,  and  his  head  wtf 
pressed  upon  his  mother's  bosom. 

^^  Tell  me,  Leonard,"  she  said,  in  a  8ofl 
clear  voice,  and  printing  a  kiss  uponbi 
brow,  "  have  you  learned  your  lessons?  ^ 

^^Not  one,"*  replied  the  child,  ahnOi 
startling  her  with  the  energy  of  b 
manner ;  "  F ve  not  learned  one,  mother.'' 

"  But  you'll  try  to  do  so,  dear?  '*  rejoin^ 
she. 

"Try!"  he  repeated,  **rm  alwa; 
tiying;  but  it*s  no  use,*'  continued  t^ 
child,  shaking  his  head,  "I  shall  ne^ 
learn  Greek." 

^^With  patience  and  time  you  will 
returned  hb  mother.  ^^  All  find  difficultL 
at  first." 

"  0  mother,"  ejaculated  the  boy,  burs' 
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into  a  passionate  flood  of  tears,  and 

liimself  into  her  arms,  ^^  why  am 

tortured  so?      Sleeping  or  waking  this 

iretdful  book,"  and  he  held  up  the  volume 

'  toher  gaze,  ^^  is  always  before  me.     I  dream 

[  cf  nothing  else,  and  even  when  I  try  to 

ifliy,  it  often  seems  to  dance  before  my 
■ 
9^  and  I  can  play  no  more/' 

"  Hush,  hush  I "  added  she,  clasping  him 
nm  dosely  to  her  bosom.  ^^  Speak  not  so, 
dear  one.  Come,  come,  take  courage,  and  in 
8  Kttle  while  youTl  conquer  all  these  fears.** 

**Do  you  think  so,  mother?"  said  he, 
looking  inquiringly  into  her  face. 

**  I  hope  so,  Leonard,"  she  returned ;  for 
^  she  spoken  as  her  thoughts  dictated, 
w  answer  must  have  been  at  variance 
'rtth  her  hopes. 

'*I  was  so  happy*'  sobbed  the  boy,  "  with 
*G««  Baxter.  "  I  never  knew  then  that  there 
^  been  any  Greeks." 
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^^  But  it*s  necessary  that  a  man  should  be 
clever,"  expostulated  Mrs.  Woodbee;  "and 
your  future  happiness — at  least,  so  your 
father  and  Doctor  Starkie  say — depends 
upon  your  becoming  learned  and  great.** 

"But  do  you    say  so,   too,   mother?" 
asked  the  child. 

"  It  really  could  not  be  of  the  slightest 
consequence,  dear  boy,"  she  replied,  with 
an  ineffectual  attempt  to  suppress  a  sigh, 
"  whatever  I  might  say  upon  the  subject. 
For  your  own  sake,  and  mine,  Leonard,  you 
must  endeavour  to  apply  your  mind  to 
your  studies,  and  when  concluded,  each 
day  we  will  wander  through  the  fields  to- 
gether, and  gather  flowers  as  we  used  to  do, 
and  ni  tell  those  old  stories  which  you 
love  so  well,  until  you  grow  as  tired  of  them 
as  you  now  are  of  your  Greek  grammar." 

"  I  should  never  get  tired  with  listening 
to  them,"  responded  he,  "  never!  " 
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Approaching  footsteps  were  now  heard 

tramping    slowly    and    heavily  along  the 

corridor,  which  connected  that  lonely  room 

^th  the  less  desolate  parts  of  the  house, 

^nd  as  they  came  near  and  nearer  still, 

I:  Jie  colour  went  and  flushed  in  the  boy's 

^loce,  as  if  the  beating  of  his  heart  became 

•^  uddenly  more  irregular  than  its  wont.     A 

i^olent  trembling  also  seized  his  Umbs,  and 

^^  is  eyes  turned  instinctively  to  his  mother's 

^^ce,  with  a  plaintive  expression  mingled 

^^th  alarm. 

**Ti8  merely  Doctor  Starkie,  Leonard," 
^Iwerved  his  mother,  drawing  slightly  from 
^^^m;  "you're  not  frightened  of  him?" 

"  Yes,  I  am,"  he  rejoined,  "  very  much 
^  ^ghtened.     And  if  he  frowned  upon  you, 

nd  spoke  as  sharply  as  he  often  does  to 

e,  you'd  be  frightened  too." 

The   sentence    was    scarcely   concluded, 
'^hen    Doctor   Starkie,  the  Oxford  double- 
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first  prize-man,  presented  himsdf  at  the 
door,  and  perceiving  the  presence  of  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  gently  raised  the  palms  of  his 
hands,  and  bringing  them  together  as 
noiselessly  as  a  purring  cat  rubs  her  pawi^ 
expressed  a  silent,  but  lively  pleasure  at 
the  sight  which  met  his  view. 

The  doctor  appeared  just  turned  on  the 
shady  side  of  forty,  possessing  a  lean, 
straight  figure,  invariably  decked  in  a  sable 
costume,  and  looking  like  a  large  stick  of 
black  sealing-wax,  or  an  undertaker  of 
strictly  abstemious  habits.  His  coat  was 
single-breasted,  cut  with  a  sharp  angular 
collar,  and  a  black  silk  waistcoat,  buttoned 
closely  to  the  throat,  looked  a  tight,  rigid, 
and  uncomfortable  garment.  Round  his 
throat  was  a  narrow,  white  cravat,  stiffly 
^taiched,  and  his  lank,  long  jaws  were 
cleanly  shaved,  and  as  smooth  as  the  back 
of  a  lady's  hand.     A  wide,  lipless  mouth 
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Stretched  across  his  face,  and  from  a  habit 

which  he  possessed,  of  drawing  the  comers 

back,  it  formed  a  sort  of  large  parenthesis. 

A  long,  sharp  nose,  tapering  downwards  to 

A  point,  had  a  decided  tendency  to  meet  a 

^(Sgfatly  tomed-up  chin  ;  while  a  pair  of  little 

t>Tigfat,  black  eyes,  set  behind  two  projecting 

K^Aeek-bones,  glistened  like  an  angry  ferret's. 

b  these  fiur  from  favourable  points,  in  the 

human  face  divine,**  acceding,  at  least, 

the  received  and  standard  roles  of  phy- 

ogDomy,  Doctor  Staride  possessed  a  brow 

hidi   gave  the   observer  an    impression 

^^^^ijat  the   double-first  prizes  had  not  been 

'"Warded  to  a  man   devoid   of  brains.     It 

as  not  lofty,  but  there  was  a  width  and 

^oareness  in  its  formation,  leaving  little 

^(HiU  of  the  capacity  and  nature  of  the  soil 

^  which  a  most  extensive  crop  of  classics 

bad  been   drilled,   ripened   and   harvested 

with  care.     Oh !  but  the  doctor  could  quote 
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glibly  from  every  Latin  and  Greek  author, 
whose  respective  books,  it  would  appear, 
are  purposely  designed  for  the  agency  of 
birching  little  boys,  and  the  **  plucking"  of 
larger  ones.  He  had  them  all  at  his  fingers* 
ends,  and  could  rattle  them  ofi^,  without 
more  trouble  to  himself  than  blowing  peas 
through  a  pea-shooter.  A  great  scholar 
was  Dr.  Starkie !  The  world  conceded  to 
him  the  full  right  and  title  to  this  honour, 
and  awarded  a  liberal  meed  of  praise  to  the 
walking  lexicon.  It  would  have  been  as 
well,  perhaps,  had  there  been  equal  reason 
for  assigning  corresponding  merit  to  his 
goodness. 

"  Tm  afraid.  Doctor  Starkie,"  said  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  as  he  came,  bowing,  forward, 
"that  I  must  be  considered  an  interloper 
here.  Indeed,  it  was  my  husband's  express 
desire  that  I  should  not  interrupt  your  pupil 
by  visiting  him  in  his  hours  of  study ;  but"- 


THE  BELLK  OF  TDK  ^HXAGR.         161 

^Make  no  apology,  I  beg,  my  dear 
HadaiQ,''  interrupted  the  tutor,  in  a  smooth 
oily  voice,  as  he  drew  the  comers  of  his 
moath  back,  imtil  they  were  in  close 
proximity  to  his  ears.  ^'  The  solicitude  of 
the  mother,"  continued  he,  blandly,  ^4s 
one  of  the  purest,  and,  I  might  add, 
holiest — "  the  doctor,  as  he  uttered  this 
word,  turned  his  eyes  gravely  upwards — 
^^of  nature's  spontaneous  dictates.*' 

"I  was  about  to  add,''  rejoined  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  without  noticing  the  high-flown 
eulogy  to  her  parental  feelings,  ^'that  I 
thought  Leonard  looked  paler  than  usual, 

^d  required    more    freedom,    and    that 
if  you  were   of  the   same  opinion,  there 

Would  be  little  difficulty  in  obtaining  my 

husband's  consent  to  give  him  increased 

relaxation." 

**  You  flatter  me,"  returned  the  doctor, 

*^^ding  with  an  obsequious,  cringing  air, 

>^0L.  I.  M 
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^^  in  supposing  that  I  possess  such  influence 
with  one  whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  friend 
and  patron.    Apollo's  bow,  however,  was 
not  always  bent,  and  if  it  will  afford  you, 
my  dear  Madam,  the  smallest  gratificaticm 
that  our  young  aspirant  to  &me  here,"  and 
he  placed  a  hand  gently,  and  almost  affec- 
tionately,     upon      Leonard's      shoulders, 
*' should  not  be  so  strict  a  proselyte  of 
Minerva,  we    will    obtain  an  indulgence, 
and  free  him  from  a  part  of  the  most  iri^- 
some  of  his  labours." 

"  I  feel  greatly  indebted  for  your  ready 
compliance  with  my  wish,"  added  Mni. 
Woodbee,  "and  I  trust,'*  continued  she, 
turning  to  her  son,  "that  you,  Leonard, 
will  appreciate  Doctor  Starkie's  kindness, 
by  diligently  applying,  at  those  times  ap- 
pointed for  your  studies." 

"Ill  try,"  said  the  child,  Ufting  his 
heavy  eyelids,  and  fixing  a  look  approach- 
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ing  to  despair,   upon   his  mother.     ^^Pm 
always  trying." 

With  a  kiss  of  encouragement,  his  mother 
now  left  him  in  the  dreaded  society  of  the 
doctor,  who,  in  his  imagination,  was  quite 
as  much  to  be  feared  as  one  of  those 
terrible  ogres  spoken  of  by  Miss  Baxter. 

Nothing  could  possibly  be  more  abrupt 
than    the    variation    of   tone    which    the 
doctor  assumed  upon  the  departure  of  Mrs. 
^oodbee.     To  the  moment  of  closing  the 
^oor  upon  her,  which  he  did  with  so  gentle 
^  manner  that  neither  hinge,  lock,  nor  bolt 
Jarred    upon   the  ear,    he  was  all  bows, 
^Wles,  and  acquiescence.     In  his  tread,  too, 
^<ros8  the  room,  it  seemed  as  if  the  soles 
of  his    shoes  were   bound  with    list,    so 
stealthily  and  noiselessly  was  his  gait.  But 
^er  listening  for  a  few  seconds  for  the 
purpose,  it  would  appear,  to  assure  himself 
^Ht  no  likelihood  existed  of  anything  he 

M  2 
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might  now  say  or  do  being  oyerfaean! 
marvelloas   change     took     place    in 
external  demeanour  of  Doctor  Starine. 

^  Well,  Sir,**  cried  he,  with  a  aharpnea 
tone  and  gesture,  which  had  the  effect 
making  Uttle  Leonard  akip  from  his  i 
as  if  some  pointed  instrament  had  soddc 
been  thrust  under  it,  ^^  can  you  now 
tinguish  the  difference  between  Alpha  i 
Omega,  Delta  and  Epsilon  ? '' 

"  rU  try,  Sir,"  replied  the  pupil,  wii 
nervous   gasp,    sounding  exceedingly 
a  hiccough.     "  I  'll—I  Tl—Pll    tiy,    I 
repeated  he. 

"Thank  you,''  rejoined  his  tutor,  i 
affected  obligation,  as  he  threw  bin 
back  with  dignity  in  his  chair,  and  € 
his  eyes  upon  the  trembling  child.  ^^  I 
exceedingly  indebted  for  the  promised  e£ 
and  might  have  entertained  still  gre 
satisfaction    had    it   been  exercised    n 
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successfully  at  an  earlier  period.  We  have 
made  little  progress,  young  Sir,"  continued 
he,  with  a  firown,  which  brought  the  ogres 
most  forcibly  to  Leonard's  mind,  ^^  and  it 
b  indispensable  for  our  respective  positions^ 
that  more  speed  should  be  accomplished, 
without  the  delay  of  an  hour;  ay,*'  con- 
tinued he,  as  if  weighing  the  brief  period 
which  he  had  named,  "  without  the  delay 
even  of  an  hour." 

"  ril  try.  Sir,"  returned  the  child — it  was 
the  only  answer  he  felt  capable  of  giving, 
'^riltry,  Sir." 

'*  And  rU  takecare  that  your  best  energies 
^  awakened  in  the  trial,"  rejoined  the 
doctor,  with  a  nod  which  carried  with  it  an 
undefin^  threat.  ^^  I  am  led  to  agree  with 
your  excellent  fiither,"  continued  he,  **whom 
I  have  consulted  on  the  subject  during  my 
temporary  absence  from  this  room,  that  the 
latent   mental   powers   of  whicli   you   are 
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doubtlessly  in  possesion,  lie  dormant,  an 
require  the  application  of  strong  means  1 
rouse  them  to  action.  I  myself,  young  S 
have  witnessed  many  instances  of  this  kin 
and  although  equally  unpleasant  as  it  mo 
prove  to  both  of  us,  to  have  recourse 
them,  I  cannot  allow  my  system  of  instn 
tion  to  be  called  into  question.  1 
character,  to  a  certain  degree,  is  at  ata 
and — '*  Doctor  Starkie  dropped  his  vd 
as  if  the  concluding  portion  of  the  sentez 
was  intended  only  for  himself,  "  probal 
my  interests.*' 

Leonard  listened  with  the  profound 
attention  to  each  word  as  it  fell  from  1 
tutor^s  lips;  but  like  the  Greek,  the  grea 
portion  of  what  was  said  reached  far  beyo 
the  limits  of  his  comprehension.  1 
doctor  looked  a  greater  ogre  than  ever! 

"  If  I  may  judge,"    continued  he,  " 
the  vacancy  of  the  stere  with  which  y 
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ire  ftyouring  me,  the  meaning  I  wish  to 
oonyey  is  not  clearly  understood/' 

^  No,**  replied  the  boy,  shaking  his  head, 
^  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  You  told 
mamma  that  I  should  have  more  play  and 
less  stady ;  but  I  don't  think  you  mean  that 

DOW." 

^  In  that  particular,  young  Sir,"  rejoined 
^  doctor,  '^  you  understand  me  to  the 
letter;  and  yet  you  will  find  it  to  your 
advantage,"  and  he  spoke  slowly,  so  that 
each  word  might  &11  with  effect,  ^^  not  to 
appear  discontented  or  adverse  to  the 
discipline  observed  for  your  improvemcut. 
Manunas  are  not  the  best  judges  for  over- 
indulged children,  and  the  most  desirable 
plan  for  avoiding  their  importunities  is  to 
yield  to  their  arguments  without  granting 
their  wishes.  It  may  be  called  Jesuitical, 
^d  I  believe  is  so,  but  an  immense  amount 
of  trouble  is  saved    by    the    proceeding. 
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Now/*  continued  Doctor  Starkie,  ''  tlia 
there  may  be  no  error  or  misconception  o 
your  part,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  shal^ 
conclude  what  I  am  going  to  aay  in  very 
plain  language.  I  do  not  choose,  andf 
moreover,  positively  forbid  your  complain- 
ing to  your  amiable  mamma  or  to  otherSf 
either  directly  or  indirectly,  of  my  treat- 
ment towards  you  in  my  capacity  of  your 
preceptor.  My  authority  must  be  absolute, 
and  there  must  be  no  interference ;  but  to 
avoid  unnecessary  trouble  and  vexation,  I 
require  you  to  assume,  whatever  your 
feelings  may  be,  an  entire  satisfaction  with 
it.  I  can  allow  of  no  lamentations  or 
expressions  of  discontent,  as  they  would 
prove  embarrassing  to  me,  and  be  produc- 
tive of  a  baneful  influence  upon  my  ease 
and  comfort,  which  I  hope  to  enjoy  during 
my  sojourn  in  this  establishment.  You 
wiU  observe,  young  Sir,  if  you  are  in  pos- 
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sesjiion  of  the  most  finite  powers  of  observa- 
tion, that  no  one  can  be  more  frank/'  and 
as  he  spoke  he  stretched  the  angles  of  his 
mouth  back,  "  than  I  am  with  you." 

Leonard  looked  at  his  tutor  for  minutes 
without  a  blink,  and  felt  persuaded  that  one 
of  those  early  mundane  monsters,  who  swal- 
lowed helpless  children  by  the  bushel  in 
subterranean  caves,  now  sat  before  him. 

"I shall  not  say  more  on  the  subject  this 
morning,'*  observed  the  doctor,  consider- 
ately; "  but  tiike  my  word  for  it,  my  dear 
young  friend,  unless  you  pay  more  than 
ordinary  regard  to  my  directions  for  the 
'uture,  I  shall  adopt  a  plan  which  can 
scarcely  fail  to  draw  your  attention  to 
them,"  and  then  his  eyes  glistened,  as 
Leonard  thought,  more  brightly  than  ever, 
^nd  reminiscences  of  gigantic  cannibals  of 
old  presented  themselves  to  his  view  more 
Avidly,  if  possible,  than  before. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Who  is  he  that  never  rests,  who» 
began  with  the  beginning,  to  whi 
can  be  no  termination,  no  lapse,  n 
Who  is  he  to  whom  ages  past  ar 
units  in  his  ceaseless  course,  the 
nations  but  as  atoms  in  his  balance 
is  he  that  scatters  man's  noblest  w< 
crumbles  them  into  dust,  as  if  1 
never  been?  Who  is  he  that  bv^ 
bloom  and  beauty  from  childhood 
face,  to  make  room  for  the 
cheek    of   passion,    sorrow,    mis< 
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*i«?    Let   the   glory  of   empires  passed 

^way,  the  moss-grown  ruin,  and  the  old, 

tctteriog  on  the  verge  of  eternity,  reply: 

**  It  is  Time,  and,  in  us,  you  see  what  must 

*^  the    end   of  all    things    pertaining  to 

^*3ortality." 

lo  a  few  weeks  there  was  an  end  even  to 

*^lie  curiosity  excited  in  the  minds  of  the 

"^^habitants   of   Grundy*s    Green    and    its 

"Vicinity,     relative  to    the    arrival  of  the 

^^eral  shopkeeper's  visitors;  or,  as  they 

"^ere  now  called,  his  "lodgers."      It  was 

^  liiversally  received  as  an  axiom,  that  Mrs. 

^^merset  was  the  widow  of  an  officer,  with 

^lender  means ;  that  Miss  Clara  was  a  pretty, 

'gentle  child,  and  the  Belle  of  the  Village ; 

nd  that  Corporal  Crump,  although  occa* 

^ionally  given  to  be  dictatorial  in  expressing 

*^is  sentiments  in  the  bar-parlour  of   the 

*^arrow  and  Pitchfork,  was  acknowledged, 

ith  one  consent,  "  fit  company  for  a  lord.'' 
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With  the  drawback  before  mentioned, 
no  one  could  be  more  popular  in  the  neigh* 
bourhood  than  the  old  soldier,  and  in  the 
front  rank  of  his  admirers  might  be  classed 
Mistress  Tvrigg,  the  buxom  hostess  of  that 
far-famed  hostelrie. 

It  began  to  be  whispered,  indeed — so  rife 
vras  the  locality  with  reports,  sajrings,  and 
doings — that  the  corporal  already  entertained 
a  feeling  of  compassion  for  Mistress  Twigg's  • 
lonely  condition.     If^  however,  the  smallest  • 
foundation  existed  for  this  statement,  the< 
superstructure   shall  not  be    raised    till  a<« 
more  fitting  opportunity  presents  itself. 

It  may  have  been  stated  before,  but  it^ 
will  bear  repetition,  that  the  bar-parlour^ 
of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork  was  one  ofl 
those  cozy  and  caressing  nooks,  which,^ 
when  the  little  fire  burned  brightly  to  throw 
a  lustrous  light  around,  and  the  wind 
howled  and  roared  in  the  chimney-pot,  and 
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rattled  the    winter  sleet  and  rain    against 
the  penes  of   the     bow-window,     snugly 
screened  by  scarlet  curtains,  and  whistled 
through    keyholes,   chinks,    and    crevices, 
and  swung  the  old   crazy   sign-board,  out- 
side, to  and  fro  with  a  harsh  creaking  sound 
—then  it  may  be  alleged,  without  fear  of 
contradiction,    that  the  bar-parlour  of  the 
Harrow  and   Pitchfork  was  one   of  those 
cozy  and  caressing  nooks,  of  which,  when 
a  man  found  himself  once  in  possession,  he 
^ould  not  be  likely  to  relinquish  in  a  hurry, 
or  without  duly    weighing   the    probable 
chances  of  making  a  change  considerably 
for  the  worst. 

The  night — to  use  a  metaphor  of  Ned, 
the  ostler — was  as  dark  as  pitch,  and  a 
sharp,  gusty  wind  drove  a  shower  of  mingled 
^n  and  sleet  into  the  face  of  an  exceedingly 
<^rpulent  wayfarer,  muffled  to  the  eyes  in 
*  large  shawl,  and  encased  in  a  heavy,  long 
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drab  coat,  as  he  pointed  towards  the  cheerf 
light  streaming  from  the  bow-window  of  tl 
bar-parlour  on  to  the  sloppy  and  floods 
road.  He  bent  his  chin  well  down  upc 
hb  breast,  in  order  that  the  broad-brimme 
low-crowned  hat,  pulled  over  his  ey€ 
might  protect  his  features  as  much  i 
possible  from  the  inclemency  of  the  weathe 
and  making  the  capacious  sleeves  of  h 
outer  garment  muffs  for  his  hands,  as  1 
crossed  them  one  within  the  other,  I 
looked  from  behind  like  a  well-filled  sac 
rolling  along  by  imperceptible  powers 
locomotion. 

The  rapid  rotary  motion  of  wheels 
the  distance  now  caught  his  ear,  an 
although  within  a  few  yards  of  the  hav< 
he  was  seeking,  he  stopped  short,  ai 
turning  round,  saw  a  blaze  of  lamps,  lookii 
like  the  eyes  of  a  monster  in  the  dar 
coming  quickly  towards  him. 
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^^Oh,"  Bidd  he,  communing  with  himself, 
** mail's  a  comin'  up,  eh?      Thought  she'd 
IJMsed,'* 

Within  a  few  seconds,  and  as  the  speaker 
:K-eached  the  threshold  of  the  Harrow  and 
Ktchfork,  up  dashed  four  reeking  horses, 
^ttdly  at  a  loss  for  wind,  while  the  wet, 
ziure,  and  sweaty  trickled  in  streams  from 
"tiheir  coats. 

"Now  then,  Ned,"  hallooed  the  coachman 
I^oarsely,  as  he  threw  his  unbuckled  reins 
^^pon  the  backs  of  the  wheelers,  ^Mook 
^a^^-p!"  and  as  he  spoke  he  descended 
Sfnickly  from  his  seat,  and  hastened  towards 
'the  entrance  of  the  inn. 

"What,  Burly  James ! "  said  he,  giving  a 
friendly  smack  between  the  shoulders  of  the 
Nearer  of  the  drab  coat,  as  he  blocked  up 
^te  doorway.     "  Is  that  you,  my  son?" 

"  Ay,  Jonathan,"  replied  the  individual 
^dressed  as  Burly  James,  "  that's  me  if  I 
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haven't  been  lately  changed  for  somebody 
else  without  my  consent  or  knowledge.*' 

"  Pity  you  should  be,*'  rejoined  the- 
coachman.  "  But  what  brings  ye  down  the= 
road  such  a  night  as  this?" 

^*  A  sort  of  duck  inclination  to  wet  my 
feet  and  soften  my  corns,  I  s'pose,"  returned 
Burly  James,  "or  it  might  be,  for  aught 
you  can  tell,  to  meet  my  love.  We  rattling 
young  fellers,"  continued  he,  "are  some- 
times given  that  way,  you  know,"  and  then 
the  drab  coat  churned  up  and  down,  as  if 
an  explosion  of  mirth  was  shaking  hb 
system  like  the  irruption  from  a  hidden 
volcano. 

"  Come,"  said  Jonathan,  "  I've  not  much 
time  to  lose,  and  I'm  cold  within,  as  well 
as  without.  Let  us  hear  what  physic 
Missis  Twigg  will  recommend  for  the 
complaint." 

"  Light   load,  I   see,"    remarked    Burly 
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(James,  flattening  himself  against  the  door- 
post, in  order  that  room  might  be  afforded 
for  Ids  friend  to  pass. 
"One  old  woman  and  a  bandbox,"  said 
the  coachman,  ^^  a  child  and  a  bird-cage." 

He  was  now  joined  by  his  nightly  com- 
J>amon,  the  guard,  a  short,  thickset  indi- 
vidual, of  whom  little  more  could  be  seen, 
^t^m  among  the  layers  of  covering  which 
defended  his  person,  than  the  purple  tip  of 
'^is  nose,  and  as  the  twain  presented  them- 
^^?es  before  Mistress  Twigg  as  customers 
^or  something  hot  and  nourishing,  it  was 
Jointly  declared  that  the  selection  of  the 
^tigredients   was  to  be   exclusively  left  to 
her. 

ilistress   Twigg    was    pleased,   Mistress 

T vigg  was  flattered ;  but  there  were  diffi- 

i       ^vdties  in  the  way  sometimes   of   suiting 

^      gentlemen's    tastes.       She    had    heard  of 

V     Wndy  and  water  being  recommended  as  a 

M  VOL.  L  N 
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wholesome  beverage  for  a  wet,  cold  nighl 
and  a  long  journey.  She  had  also  knowi 
some  people  ^ve  a  preference  to  rum. 
while  others  considered  whiskey  to  be  bettei 
than  either.  **  I  once  had  an  order,**  con* 
tinned  the  hostess,  '^  of  a  hot  glass  of  elder 
berry  with  a  soppet  of  toast  in  it ;  but  that,' 
continued  she,  with  a  smile  closely  allied  tc 
a  sneer,  "  was  from  a  commercial,  and  wc 
all  know  what  commercials  are." 

"  Devilish  bad  pay,"  replied  the  guard 
in  a  voice  which  seemed  to  have  taken  itJ 
present  tone  from  the  pit  of  his  stomach 
"  I  took  a  good  deal  o'  trouble  to  shake  i 
commercial  out  of  his  sleep,"  said  he,  *'  i 
few  nights  ago ;  and  when  he'd  got  his  eye 
wide  open,  what  do  you  think  he  tipped  fo: 
Jonathan  and  Co.  ?  " 

It  was  impossible  for  Mistress  Twigg  t« 
Ray,  commercials  were  such  strange  cus 
tomers. 
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^^Sixpence,  as  Fm  a  sinner! "  added  the 

guard,  drawing  a  step  backwards,  as  if  re- 

ooanting  an  atrocious  act  of  the  deepest 

^e.  '^  Sixpence,  as  Fm  a  miserable  sinner  I " 

ICstress  Twigg  was  not  surprised,  far 

£0111  it.     At  the  same  time  she  should  feel 

it  a  duty  to  pray  that  that  commercial 

might  not  want  the  sixpence  in  his  declin- 

ug  years ;  and  if  she  knew  his  name  and 

^dress,  she  would  take  particular  care  that 

lie  did  not. 

Both  the  coachman  and  guard  appeared 
^  consider  this  a  most  excellent  joke,  and 
l^hed  immensely,  while  the  hostess 
oanded  a  glass  of  something  to  each,  which 
^?oured  well  to  the  olfjEWJtory  nerves,  and 
seined  to  give  satisfieu^tion  the  most  absolute 
to  iheir  respective  palates. 

"Here's  to  the  King!"  said  the  loyal 
coachman,  raising  his  glass. 
"God  bless  him!"  responded  a  voice, 

N  2 
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and  upon  examining  the  quarter  whence  it 
proceeded,  the  cauliflower  head  of  Ck>rpora 
Crump  was  detected  reclining  against  ibn 
back  of  the  widow's  own  particular  chair 
his  limbs  stretched  before  the  fire,  and  hi 
attitude  proving  beyond  a  doubt  that,  wife 
his  usual  practical  philosophy,  he  was  rendea 
ing  things  as  pleasant  to  himself  as  tb 
nature  of  circumstances  would  admit. 

"Who's  that?"  observed  the  guard,  i 
a  husky   whisper,    and    pointing    with 
straightened  thumb  in  the  direction  of  tfc 
corporal's  seat. 

"One  of  the  military,"  replied  Mistre- 
Twigg,  softly.  "  A  fine  old — or  as  I  shoul 
say,"  continued  she,  checking  hersel 
"  middle-aged  warrior.  He's  been  I  doa 
know  where,  and  fought  I  don't  know  whc 
but  if  you  could  only  spare  the  time  an 
hear  him  talk,  you'd  say  music  was  nothin 
to  it." 
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"Hah!"  sighed  the  guard,  gloomily, 
'^  time  wasn't  made  for  such  as  we.  The 
boots  on  the  other  leg.  We're  made  for 
time,  and  we  most  keep  it,  too.  Now 
Jonathan,  my  Jerry-go-nimble!  Take  the 
ribbons,  up  you  go,  and  set  'em  moidng." 

"  Since  you  put  a  kind  of  amendment  to 
my  toast,"  said  the  coachman,  addressing 
the  corporal  at  a  distance,  and  holding  out 
bis  glass,  ^^  perhaps  you'll  take  a  sip  with 
me  before  I'm  off,  mate." 

^^  We're  not  blessed  with  a  superabun- 
^ce  of  good  offers  in  this  world,"  replied 
the  old  soldier,  rising  from  his  position  of 
perfect  ease,  and  coming  forward. 

"  Truer  words  were  never  spoken,  mate," 
rejoined  Jonathan,  who  in  personal  ap- 
pearance bore  a  striking  resemblance  to  his 
companion  the  guard;  ^'and  when  we  do 
catch  one,  we  should  put  as  much  store  by 
H  as  a  pearl  dropped  in  a  hail-storm." 


i 


182        THE  BELLE  OF  THE  VILLAQE. 

^^  Right,"  added  the  corporal ;  and  as  he 
delivered  the  monosyllable  he  received  the 
proffered  glass  from  the  coachman's  hand, 
and,  to  the  infinite    surprise    of  the  by-  - 
standers,  drained  it  to  the  last  drop. 

'^  There  must  be/'  continued  he,  withai 
great  gravity,  at  the  finish  of  his  draught^^r 
"  no  heeltaps  where  the  King's  concerned.''  '* 

"  Well !  "  returned  the  coachman,  roUin 
his  head  from  side  to  side,  while  the  guarc^ 
administered  a  few  playfiil  digs  in  his  rib 
and  appeared  on  the  point  of  making  eve 
button  fly  from  his  garments  with  the 
of  mirth  at  seeing  his  friend  "  sold,"  as 
called  it,    "I  shan't  forget   that  for    tU- 
time  to  come." 

"  It's  a  way  we  have  in  the  army,"  adde^^ 
the  old  soldier.  "  We  always  drink  th^  ^ 
Bang,"  and  he  brought  a  hand  respectfully 
to  his  forehead,  "in  bumpers." 

'*  He'll  put  it  down  in  his  memoranduc:* 
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book,"  croaked  the  guard,  still  greatly  over- 
come by  his  convulsive  merriment.  ^^  I 
know  Jonathan  won't  let  that  slip  from  his 
recollection  any  more.  But  here,  lad/'  con- 
tinued he,  ^^  here's  enough  for  both.  You 
shan't  dimb  into  the  box  again  without 
drinking  the  King/'  and  then  he  rolled 
about  with  his  fingers  pressed  upon  his 
abdominal  regions,  as  if  his  cachinnatory 
pleasure  was  not  unattended  with  pain. 

Corporal  Crump,  however,  came  to  the 
rescue,  and  declared  that  there  should  be  an 
Qnd  to  a  joke,  as  to  all  other  games,  when 
played  out;  and  he  ordered  the  coachman's 
glass  to  be  forthwith  replenished  at  his  own 
expense,  and  his  Majesty  was  pledged  with 
due  honour,  and  hearty  grasps  were  ex- 
changed, and  good  humour  reigned  para- 
mount,  as  the    guard    announced,    afler 
studying  the  &ce  of  a  thick  plethoric  watch, 
which  he  tugged  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
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from  a  fob,  the  iiupussibility  of  their  5>taying 
the  hundredth  part  of  a  second  longer. 

With  a  nimbleness,  which  at  a  glance 
they  appeared  incapable  of  exhibiting,  both 
now  hurried  away  to  mount  their  respective 
seats. 

'^Hold  fast;  let  go  their  heads,"  hallooed 
Jonathan. 

Twang,  twang,  twa-a-ang  went  the  horn, 
and  with  a  plunge,  the  high-mettled  cattle 
sprang  forward  on  their  stage,  like  fleet- 
pinioned  birds  of  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


As  soon   as  the  mail  had  become  lost 
^th  to  sight  and  hearing,  the  wearer  of  the 
^b  coat,  after  taking  a  friendly  leave  of 
Jonathan  and  the  guard,  quitted  his  station 
^t  the  doorway  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitch- 
fork, and  presented  himself  at  the  bar. 

"  Why,"   said  he,   "  you've  been   pretty 

^erry  here,  I've  a  notion,  if  laughin's  any 

^ign;  although,"    continued  he,  taking  off 

tils  hat,  and  shaking  the  wet  from  it,  "  I've 

tieerd  of  folk's  laughin'  loudest  when  most 

miserable." 
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"That  was  not  our  case,  Mr,  Burly/ 
replied  the  widow,  "  Fm  glad  to  say;  ba( 
pray  come  to  the  fire,  Sir;  you  look  too 
moist  to  be  comfortable." 

"  But  not  a  likely  one  to  melt,  Ma^am,' 
rejoined  Mr.  Burly,  making  a  successfii 
struggle  to  free  himself  from  his  dni 
coat.  "  James  Burly,  so  described  in  tb 
register  of  his  baptism,  given  unto  tbi 
same  by  his  godfathers  and  godmothers 
but  better  known  in  these  heathenisl 
parts  as  Burly  James,  isn't  one  likely  1 
melt.  Ma'am,  I  should  say,  unless,  indee 
he  was  duly  trussed  and  spitted  before 
roasting  fire.  In  that  case,"  continued  1 
"  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  but  the  bless 
old  Christian's  remainders  might  be  foul 
in  the  drippin'-pan." 

"  Reely,"  returned  the  widow,  raising  t 
corner  of  her  neat  black  silk  apron  to  h 
eyes,  and  shaking  like  a  lively  jelly  fi« 
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^^mj  customers  are  too  much  for  me  to- 
iiight.  Tm  laughing  beyond  my  strength." 
"  Don't  give  way  to  weakness,  Ma'am/' 
added  Burly  James,  stretching  himself  in 
die  act  of  suspending  his  hat  and  coat  on  a 
Ugh  peg  in  the  passage.  ^^Tve  known 
some  folks,  particularly  stout  'uns,  give  way 
to  firightful  weaknesses  when  laughing 
l»yond  their  strength." 

Mr.  Burly  was  now  ushered  through  the 
W  into  the  parlour,  and  the  formal  cere- 
i&ony  of  introduction  took  place  between 
l^imself  and  the  corporal. 

''Glad  to  make  your  acquaintance,"  said 
^e  old  soldier,  giving  the  stranger  a  pro- 
fessional salute. 

"The  same  to  you,  Sir,  and  many  of 

^em,"  responded  Burly  James,  bowing  as 

^  cod-fish  might  be  supposed  to  do ;  being, 

^ke  that  finny  denizen  of  the  deep,  devoid 

of  any  intermediate  space  between  his  head 
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and  his  shoulders.  "The  same  to  you 
Sir/'  repeated  he,  slowly  dropping  himsel 
into  a  seat  opposite  the  corporal*8,  "  an< 
many  of  them." 

To  say  that  Mr.  Burly  was  fitt,  stout 
full-habited,  or  indeed,  to  apply  any  con 
ventional  term,  generally  used  as  an  anti 
thesis  to  a  light  and  airy  form,  would  in  n 
way  serve  as  a  faithful  description  of  hi 
particular  mould.  To  use  his  own  wordi 
"he  was  all  muscle."  It  was  an  often 
vaunted  boast  of  Burly  James,  that  h 
could  crack  a  walnut  between  the  calves  c 
his  legs,  which  resembled  a  pair  of  sma 
oyster  barrels,  bend  a  kitchen  poker  ove 
the  biceps  of  his  arms,  and  carry  the  cool 
who  weighed  not  an  ounce  less  than  seven 
teen  stones,  two  miles  and  a  hal^  with  pei 
feet  ease  to  himself  and  comfort  to  her. 

Athletic,  however,  as  James  Burll 
doubtlessly   was,   not  the  weakest  of  h: 
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^d  ever  felt  less  disposed  to  exercise  the 
powers  of  bone,  thew,  and  sinew  in  a  pug- 
nacious or  hostile  spirit,  than  himself.     As 
ie  frequently  observed,  "he  would  much 
prefer   walking  a    mile   than    fighting   a 
Qiinute :  '*  and  yet  no  sooner  did  he  become 
introduced  to  a  stranger,  than  he  seemed 
to  consider  it  indispensable  to  impress  upon 
the  mind  of  that  stranger — "  that  he  was 
all  muscle." 

"Feel  that,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Burly,  bend- 
ing  up  his  dexter  arm  at  a  right  angle, 
wid  developing  a  hard,  impenetrable  knot. 
*'  AiVTiat  do  you  say  to  that.  Sir?  " 

"Strong,"  replied  Corporal  Crump, 
^ueezing  the  limb,  "very  strong." 

"Straight  from   the  shoulder,   and  de- 
livered with  a  will,"  rejoined  Burly  James, 
taking  a  playful   blow  in  the  air,   "and 
*   wonder    where    a  hooked   nose   would 
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'*  Flat,"  returned  the  corporal,  ^^orT 
greatly  mistaken." 

"Flat,"  repeated  Mr.  Burly,  "as  a^^  «^ 
muffin :  but  don't  you  run  away  with  the^^^Mtf 
i-deea  that  I'm  a  fightin'  man.  By  n 
means.  I  love  my  neighbour  as  myself, 
and  would  as  soon  think  of  bunging  up  m; 
own  eyes,  or  a  givin'  my  own 
an  upper-cut  on  the  nut-crackers,  as  his'n* 
At  the  same  time,"  continued  he,  stretchinfflj. 
out  his  legs,  "  feel  those." 

The  corporal  good-naturedly  conformef:^^-< 
to  this  desire,  and    again   said,   "Strongs 
very  strong." 

"  Lor'  love  ye !  "  ejaculated  Burly  James 
jumping  up,  and  hitting  himself  a  sonorous 
thwack  with  a  clenched  fist  on  his  breast 
"  I'm  sound  wind  and  limb,  and  as  hard 
a  horsebean.     There's  nothin'  doughy,  Sir; 
about  me." 

Without  exactly  perceiving  the  end  to 
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^^fiich  this   personal  matter   of  discussion 

^as  to  lead,  Corporal  Crump  gave  a  willing 

^^nt  to  the  proposition,  and  Mr.  Burly, 

apparently  satisfied  vnth  having  carried  his 

point,   quietly  took    his  chair  again,   and 

<^ed  for  "  a  stoop  of  the   widow's  s^oper- 

Jative." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Burly  James,  "  that 
you're  acquainted  before  now  with  the 
''^dow's  own  s<>aperlative?'' 

The  corporal  conjectured  that  he  al- 
luded, to  the  regular  old  scratch-me-down. 

"  The  same,"  rejoined  Mr.  Burly,  "  the 
"^ery  same  identical.  Better  was  never 
t^x^wed  firom  malt  and  hops,  as  I'm  open 
^•1:^7  day  to  swear  before  a  justice  o'  the 


i> 


The  capacious  measure  was  now  brought 
^OTth  from  the  tap,  from  which  the  smiling 
distress  Twigg  had  foamed  it  with  a  white 
diadem  to  the  rim. 


^ 
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There  are  pleasures  too  deep  for  utte 
ance,  and  it  may  fidrly  be  supposed  th 
Mr.  Burly's  was  of  this  ilk ;  for  as  he  toe 
the  brown  jug  from  the  hands  of  tl 
hostess,  he  at  once  became  as  mute  as 
mole,  and,  with  features  creaming  wil 
inward  satisfaction,  raised  it  to  his  lips,  an 
for  a  time  retired  from  the  world. 

To  lose  an  opportunity  is  to  be  prodig 
of  time,  and  therefore,  the  present  shall  1 
embraced,  as  apparently  the  most  seasoi 
able  one,  to  complete  the  sketch  of  Bur] 
James's  exterior. 

Of  rather  under  the  middle  height,  h 
thick-set  form  gave  him  the  squareness  i 
a  die,  and  his  body  being  considerabl 
longer  in  proportion  to  his  legs,  caused  hii 
to  sit  almost  as  high  as  he  stood.  His  heac 
round  as  a  marble,  was  covered  with 
thick,  short  crop  of  black  hair,  which  stoo 
on  end  "  like  quills  upon  the  fretful  poi 
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copine;**  and  his  fet,  red,  chubby  counte- 
^ce  brought  forcibly  to  mind  that  of  a 
SOod-tempered  fat  boy's,  out  for  a  holiday, 
^leek,  shiny,  and  red.  Burly  James  looked 
^e  very  pink  of  health  and  good  temper, 
^d  the  only  marks  or  wrinkles  in  his  fea- 
tures were  a  few  indented  lines  about  the 
^neighbourhood  of  his  eyes,  which  looked 
to  have  been  scored  by  "  loving  laughter," 
^^ther  than  by   the  crow's  foot  of  age  or 


There    was  nothing   strikingly   peculiar 

^  Mr.  Burly's  costume,  excepting,  perhaps, 

the  waistcoat.     A  prodigious  garment  was 

^t^is  waistcoat.,  and  looked  as  if  originally 

^^^igned    for    a    giant    of    extraordinary 

^*^^.ture.     It  reached  an  inch  or  two  below 

tt^^  wearer's  knees,  had  great  pockets  and 

**^^ge    flaps  in,    and   under   which  Burly 

*  ^mes  buried  his  hands,  when  at   a  loss 

^W  to  do  with  those  useful  members  of 
VOL.  I.  o 
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his  frame.  A  white  cravat  was  supposed 
to  be  twisted  round  where  his  neck 
ought  to  have  been ;  but  the  double^hin 
of  which  he  was  possessed  left  not  a  vestige 
of  it  visible,  and  a  square  bow  in  front, 
tied  with  the  nicest  care,  lent  the  onljr^^iy 
support  to  this  supposition. 

Mr.  Burly,  perchance,  was  an  admirer  ofr^ 
contrast ;  for  the  coat  which  he  wore  wai 
as  short  in  the  skirt  as  his  waistcoat 
long,  and    being  rounded  off  at  the  cor-' 
ners,  gave    to  view  a  certain  width  an< 
rotundity  of  form,  which,  otherwise,  mij 
have  been  concealed  to  some  trifling  advan- 
tage. 

"  Hah  !  "  gasped  he,  upon  the  conclusioirxo-' 
of  a  draught  which,  from  his  deep  mul-. 
berry  complexion,  appeared  forced  from 
total  loss  of  breath,  "  I  wish  1  had  a  neck 
long  as  a  heron's,  and  every  inch  a  palate,^^^^ 
when  1   lap  the   widow's  own  .s'r>(>perlative.  - 
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^    Jo  indeed/'    continued    Burly    James, 
^pon  the  soul  of  a  Briton." 
distress  Twigg  now  drew  a  chair  not  far 
'^tnoved  from  Corporal  Crump's,  and  ob- 
^^x*7ing,  "that  she  did   not  expect  many 
^ore  customers  would  drop  in  on  such  a 
stormy   night,"  proceeded  to  dispense  her 
^UxUes  and  attentions,   although  truth  de- 
'^ands  it  to  be  declared  not  in  equal  divi- 
sions, between    the    old    soldier  and    Mr. 
finrly. 

**  It  is  not  a  little  strange,"  remarked  the 

'^^dow,  and  the  gay  ribbons    in  her  cap 

lu-ttered   as   she    spoke,    "  that    you   two 

^^rentlemen  have  never  met  before.     It  has 

^■^     happened,"  continued   she,    letting  the 

^^x^ral  see,  if  he  thought  proper,  that  she 

^^\ll  was  in  possession  of  a  fine  set  of  teeth, 

tliat  when  one  has  come  in,   the  other's 

^^^t  gone  out,  and  when  the  other's  gone 

^^t,  the  other's  just  come  in.     Fate,"  said 

o  2 
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the  widow,  rocking  a  crossed  foot  with  a 
rapid  movement,  so  that  the  most  careless 
observer  could  scarcely  fail  to  have  seen 
that,  for  a  woman  on  an  extensive  scale, 
it  was  remarkably  small  and  neat;  ^^&te; 
there's  fate  in  a  sparrow's  fall." 

"  No  doubt  o'  that,  Marm,"  replied  the 
corporal,  settling  himself  in  his  seat  as  if  he 
were  about  saying  something  which  he  ex- 
pected to  be  listened  to.  "  If  the  greatest 
actions  of  the  greatest  men,  living  or  dead, 
were  but  traced  to  their  true  source,  it's 
my  o-pinion,  Mann — the  o-pinion  of  an  olJ 
soldier — mind  ye,  that  they'd  look  as  if  seem 
all  at  once  through  the  wrong  end  of  the 
glass.  It's  human  natur,  d'ye  see,  to 
praise  success  and  to  run  down  defeat; 
but — save  us  all ! — the  luck  which  wins  the 
game  is  often  no  more  due  to  the  player's 
skill,  than  tlie  loss,  frequently,  to  his  want 
of  it.      Fate,"  exclaimed  Corporal  Crump 
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^th  histrionic  eflEect,    "  there's  fate  in  the 
Wowing  of  a  feather ! " 
The  hostess   gave  a  sidelong  glance  at 
Mr.  Early's  countenance,  to  learn  what  im- 
pression had  been  made  on  that  individual's 
^[lind  by  the  corporal's  eloquence,  and  was 
i^ot  a  little  pleased  to  perceive  that  his  pale 
Sea-green  eyes  were  blinklessly  fixed  with 
txnmistakeable  attention. 

"  I've  heerd  that  you  had  the  gift  o'  the 
gab,"  returned  Mr,  Burly,  "and  now  I 
kxiow  it.  I  say.  Sir,  now  I  know  it," 
i**6feated  he,  and  he  again  retired  from  the 
"^"orld  by  burying  himself  in  the  yawning 
^*^outh  of  the  capacious  brown  jug,  . 

Upon  emerging  again  from  its   depths, 
^-Ke  loss  of  breath  was  more  palpable  than 
^fore,  and  the  apoplectic  hue  of  his  coun- 
tenance heightened  to  almost   an  alarming 
extent. 
^^  Like  the  man  with  the  steam  leg,"  said 
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Burly  James  upon  recovering  from  some 
of  his  pressing  difficulties,  ^^  I  can't  leave  off 
when   once  set  a-movin'.        The  widow's 
sooperlative  is  to  me  what  sugar  is  to  flies. 
But,"  continued  he,    ^^goin'  from  beer  to 
poetry,  what  I  was  a*goin'  to  observe  waa, 
some  folks  can  speak  their  sentiments,  while 
others  can  think  'em.     Now,  I'm  one  of  the 
latter  saints.      I  can't  say  a  deal ;  it  doesn't 
lie  in  my  small-clothes  to  speak  upon  any 
matter  worth  listening  to.     But  if  it  did,  if 
I  could  only  give  rope  to  what  I  think  now 
and  then — "  Mr.   Burly,  raising  his  voice, 
appeared  worked  up  to  a  point  and,  bring- 
ing a  hand  with  unnecessary  violence  upon 
one  of  his  unoffending  calves  as  it  rested 
peacefully  across  a  knee,  ejaculated,  ^'  hang 
my  buttons !" 

Mistress  Twigg  nodded  slightly  to  the 
corporal  as  much  as  to  say  that  she  fully 
coincided  in  this   self-laudatory  opinion  of 


Ubject. 

^'I  once  waleted  a  gentleman,"   said   ^Ir. 
iirly,   who,   notwithstanding  his  avowed 
t  of  the    accomplishments   of  speech, 
f^peared  disposed  to  let  no   long  pause 
terrene    without    exercising    those    he 
,  ^^  and  in  that  situation  I  improved 
thin  mind  and  manners;  but   I  never 

* 

catch  master's  flow  o'  the  gab.     It 

altogether  beyond  my  reach." 

**  May  I  ask,  without  offence,"    observed 

rporal  Crump,     ^'what's    your  present 

ing,  provided  you  haven't  retired  on 

fortune?" 
**  And  in  no  ways  likely  thereto,"  replied 
"urly  James,   "  worse  luck.     But  as  there's 
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in  the  service  of  Squire  Woodbee  of  the 

Oaks  up  there/'  continued  he,  pointing  in 
the  direction  of  the  mansion. 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  "  rejoined  the  corporal, 
^^  I  was  not  aware  that  I  was  speaking  to 
one  of  that  gentleman's  establishment." 

"  Well  ! "  returned  Mr.  Burly,  but  he 
spoke  as  if  a  doubt  hung  in  his  words, 
"  I  suppose,  as  the  world  wags,  he  may 
be  called  a  gentleman.  He's  got  money, 
and  that's  qualifications  enough  for  the 
title  now  o'  days ;  but  he's  not  of  the  breed 
that  I  waleted,  Mr.  Corporal  By  no  means. 
He  was  ^  gentleman,  he  was,  and  when  I 
took  him  by  the  nose  to  shave  him  of  a 
momin',  I  felt  as  if  I  was  takin'  a  liberty. 
But  now  mark  the  diflference  between  my 
feelin's  then  and  at  the  present.  I'm  coach* 
man  to  Squire  Woodbee,  and  when  he 
occasionally  sits  with  his  face  to  my  back,  I 
consider  that  he's  in  possession  of  a  prospect. 
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Sir,  which  ought  to  refresh  his  eye-sight. 
These  are  my  sentiments,  and  I  defy  mortal 
iKum,  or  his  immortal  enemy  the  devil,  to 
turn  'em  the  span  of  a  barleycorn,  right  or 
left." 

"  The  neighbourhood  is  Dot  improved  by 
the  new  family,"  sighed  the  hostess  of  the 
Harrow  and  Pitchfork. 

"New  family!"  repeated  Burly  James 
with  a  sneer  which  seemed  to  be  double* 
^dged,  and  whetted  to  the  keenest  edge. 
**  Whoever  heard.  Ma'am,  of  anything  new 
doing  good?  Give  me,"  continued  he  with 
enthusiasm,  "everything  that's  old.  Old 
Wends,  old  ale,  old  wood  to  burn,  old  songs 
^  sing,  old  tales  to  tell,  old  times,  old  trees ; 
let's  have  nothin'  young  but  women ! " 

**  Gently,  comrade,"  remarked  Corporal 
Crump,  by  way  of  a  sedative  to  Mr,  Burly 's 
"Counting  excitement;   **  gently  does  it !  " 
"Istandco-rected,  Mr.  Corporal,"  rejoined 
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Burly  James.  ^^  We  sometimes  break  ic 
our  paces  like  high-trotting  horses,  aot 
want  a  steady  hand  to  make  us  go  straigb 
and  true." 

"And  yet,"  said  Mistress  Twigg,  with 
inward  admiration  of  Corporal  Crump's 
delicate  check,  "  the  lady  and  Master  Wood- 
bee  are  a  dear,  sweet  mother  and  child." 

"No  one  can  gainsay  that.  Ma'am," re- 
plied  Mr.  Burly.  "Poor  broken-down 
young  sperrets,"  continued  he,  "  I  feel  for 
'em  more  with  a  parent's  tender  buzziun 
than  a  coachman's.  There  was  a  time,  and 
not  long  since  neither,  when  they  looked 
happy  enough  together ;  but  now  they  pine 
and  are  as  sorrowful  as  a  pair  of  separated 
pigeons." 

"  How's  that?  "  briefly  asked  the  corporal- 

"  Master  Leonard's  a-goin'  to  be  made  • 
great  scholard  of,  I  believe,"  responded  Mr* 
Burly;   "and  a  greyhound-looking    chap^ 
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called  Starkie,  keeps  him  pounding  away  at 
Ub  dreary  books  with  a  sort  of  savage 
pleasure,  in  my  opinion,  in  making  the 
pretty,  pale-faced  boy  as  miserable  as  he 
can/' 

^^  I  wish  I  ?ras  lady  manager  at  the  Oaks 
for  a  few  weeks,  say  a  month,"  rejoined  Mis- 
tress Twigg,  with  an  air  of  determination 
which   almost    startled    Corporal    Crump, 
"  and  rd  let  them  see  if  they  should  serve  a 
child  of  mine  like  that.     Books  are  well 
enough  in  their  way,"  continued  she.     "  I 
am  not  going  to  speak  against  books ;  but 
let  them  make  a  pretty,  pale-faced  boy  of 
mine  miserable,  that's  all !  "  and  the  widow's 
eyes  sparkled  at  that  moment  as  if  mentally 
Dccupied  in  committing  a  valuable  library 
lx>  the  flames. 

"  You've  a  sperret,  Ma'am,"  returned  Mr. 
Jurly,  "  and  sperret  often  flies  over  obstacles 
rhich,  with  others  of  a  tamer  nature,  brings 
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them  down" on  their  knees  find  noses.  Na 

m 

my  missis,  poor  dear  lady  I  ^  continued  ] 
with  a  compassionate  movement  of  his  hei 
^^  is  amazingly  tame.  She  may  have  had 
will  of  her  own,  like  the  rest  of  her  sex,  loi 
ago ;  but  if  so,  Ma'am,  it's  gone,  gone  befoi 
her  youth  and  beauty*" 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Mistress  Twigg,  "if 
had  the  making  of  laws,  instead  of  thoi 
saps  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Fd  soon  pa 
one  tp  stop  elderly  gents  from  taking  yooi 
inexperienced  wives  to  their  boson 
Talk  of  an  old  man's  darling,  indeed ! "  sa 
the  widow,  with  bitter  irony.  "An  o 
man's  baby  is  what  they  become,  with  i 
more  freedom  of  speech  or  motion  of  bod 
than  one  in  swaddling  clothes.  I  wouldi 
make  it  a  penal  oflFence  for  a  respectab: 
healthy,  clean  old  gentleman,  with  a  whi 
waistcoat,  to  take  a  partner  for  the  fi 
remaining  years  he  has  to  live ;  but  let  th 
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partner  be  a  woman  a  match  for  him  in  all 

;  -     ^pects,*'  and  Mistress  Twigg  drew  her 

fcreath  between  her  teeth,  as  if  her  last 

words  comprehended  more  than  they  would 

appear  to  express. 

"rm  quite  of  your    opinion,  Ma'am," 
observed  Corporal  Crump.     "  People  when 
&ej  marry,  ought  to  be  matched  as  well  as 
paired.  But  from  what  you  have  said,"  con- 
tinued he,  turning  to  Mr.  Burly,  "  I  suppose 
the  Squire's  lady  is  far  from  being  happy." 
"Happy! "  repeated  Burly  James.  *'  Can 
a  frog  be  happy  under  a  harrow  ?     Can  a 
goose  be  happy  when  being  plucked  alive? 
Can  a  moth  be  happy  when  its  wings  are 
sini^ed  off  ?  " 

But  why, "then,  did  she  marry  him?" 
asked  the  corporal. 

" Ha! "  ejaculated  Mr.  Burly.  "  There's 
a  tale  to  that,  depend  on't,  although  it  never 
came  to  my  ears." 


• 
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The  hours  were  far  advanced  bi 
small  coterie  separated ;  and  as  Bar 
clutched  the  corporal's  hand,  an 
eternal  firiendship  on  the  threshold 
outer  door,  he  appeared  in  need  d 
steadying,  like  a  butt  after  losing 
librium. 

^^  Goodrite'^u>rpl^^  said  he  in  a  s 
thick  tone.  "  Stick  to  the  widder, 
and,  and  taking  the  probabiliti 
account,  she'll  stick  to  you.  There'i 
like  her  soo — soo — sooperVtiv',  as  I 
any  day  to  swear  before  a  justice 
peace." 


207 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


The  skill  of  Dr.  Grimes  seemed  to  be  put 
at  defiance  by  the  low  intermitting  fever 
which  his  interesting  patient  laboured  under 
from  the  day  that  his  attendance  was  re- 
quired.     The    apothecary  prescribed   the 
best  remedies  that  could  be  drawn  from  his 
knowledge  and  experience,  and  among  them 
was  a  strict  injunction  that  she  should  be 
kept  as  quiet  as  possible. 

"  In  these  cases  of  physical  prostration/' 
said  Dr.  Grimes  to  Jacob,  who  made  it  a 
point  to  waylay  him  daily  as  he  quitted  the 
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chamber  of  sickness,  ^^  accompanied  as  tK 
invariably  are  by  general  excitement  of  1 
frame,  wc  can  do  little  more  than  assist  c: 
best  nurse  Nature  by  the  simplest  of  me&J 
Repose  may  be  classed  among  the  first;  sl' 
if  you,  my  dear  Sir,  will  attend  to  thia 
shall  exercise  my  best  endeavours  to  supf 
the  rest." 

^'  If  a  mouse  but  nibbles  in  the  wainsco' 
replied  the  little  general  shopkeeper,  rei 
lutely,  ''  ril  put  it  to  flight." 

"  And  it  would  be  as  well,"  rejoined  T 
Grimes,  "to  draw  that  picture  of  a  child  o 
of  the  room  as  much  as  possible,  and  forb 
to  be  persuaded  to  remain  out  a  mu 
longer  period  than  she  usually  does.  T 
mother's  anxiety  is  evidently  great  abo 
the  child,  and  the  child  sits,  with  her  lar 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  looking  at  the  moth 
in  a  way  which  cannot  fail  to  produce 
most  unfavourable  action  on  the  nervo 
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^Sterns  of  both.  This,  my  dear  Sir/*  con- 
^ued  he,  shaking  his  head  as  became  a 
Medical  practitioner,  ^^  is  bad,  radically  bad, 
^d,  to  use  strong  language,  must  not  be. 
We  do  not  make  the  progress  which  I  hoped 
^d,  indeed,  expected;  for  what  we  gain 
oiie  day  appears  to  be  lost  the  next.** 

*'  A  step  forward  and  a  step  backward," 

^1  Doctor?**  returned  Jacob,  despondingly. 

**  Precisely    so,    my    dear    Sir,"    added 

-C)octor  Grimes,  *'  and  nothing  can  be  more 

Vijisatis&ctory  than  such  a  stand-still  pro- 

^^^ing.     Now  I  would  suggest  that  little 

^^lara,  as  she  is  familiarly  called  by  her  best 

^ends,  should  accompany  me  in  my  rounds 

my  patients  this  morning.     There's  quite 

fund  of  amusement  for  her.     In  the  first 

X^lice,  I  have  to  extract  a  double  tooth  from 

e  upper  jaw  of  as  unruly  a  boy  as  I  ever 

in  my  life.       Then   there's    poor  old 

Keeble's  compound  fracture  of  his  right  leg 

VOL.  I.  p 


210  THE    BBLLR  OF  THE  VILLAGS. 

to  reduce,  and  Jane  Fubbs's  child  to  vacci- 
nate. Poor  Mrs.  Brown  is  still  top  full,  much 
too  full,"  continued  the  doctor,  reflectively, 
^'and  must  be  copiously  bled.  In  the 
almshouses  there  are  a  few  blisters  to  dress; 
and  with  one  thing  or  another,  my  dear 
Sir,  I  feel  sure  that  the  morning  would  pass 
pleasantly  enough." 

"  A  run  in  the  fields  with  the  corporal,'* 
said  Jacob,  "  will  please  her  more,  I  think, 
Doctor." 

^^  But  can  she  be  induced  to  go  into  the 
fields  With  the  corporal?"  asked  Doctor 
Grimes.  "  That's  the  question,  my  very 
dear  Sir.  I  never  either  see  or  hear  of  her 
quitting  her  mother  s  side ;  and  really  it  has 
become  indispensable  that  she  should  do  so. 
I  say  indispensable,''  said  the  doctor, 
forcibly,  "  from  the  fact  that  1  cannot  answer 
for  the  consequences  unless  she  does." 

"  Little  Clara  only  requires  to  be  told  so," 
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iplied  Jacob)  ^^  and  she  will  conform  with-. 
It  a  murmur.'^ 

"In  that  case,"  returned  the  doctor,  "let 
e  information  be  given  without  delay,  and 
^^X^Q  Day  next  visit  I  shall  hope  to  see  an 
^*2iendment  in  my  patient." 

With    a    promise   that  his  instructions 
^i^ould  be  obeyed  with  the  utmost  strict- 
^ss,  Doctor  Grimes  took  his    departure, 
id,  as  was  his  wont,  bowed  himself  out 
"^^th  the  utmost  politeness. 

It  was  evening,  and  in  bygone  times  the 

<^iirfew  would  have   tolled  from  that  old 

^lurch  tower  whose  vane  was  tipped  with 

tie  golden  tints  of  the  setting  sun.     Long 

fiunt  shadows  were  streaked  upon  the  earth, 

^lidthe  thin  white  mist  began  to  roll  along  the 

valley,  like  a  bridal  veil  spun  by  fairy  hands. 

Shard-borne    beetles     hummed    drowsily 

through  the  air,  and  the  churr  of  the  goat- 
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su<^er  heralded  the  reign  of  comingdarkness. 
On  the  bank  of  an  artificial  lake,  fonned 
between  two  gentle  declivitiea  in  the  park 
surrounding  the  Oaks,  and  little  short  of 
half  a  mile  from  the  mansion,  Mrs.  Woodbee 
and  her  son  were  strolling,  as  if  anconscious 
or  heedless  of  the  closing  hours  of  day. 
With  one  of  her  hands  clasped  in  his,  the 
boy  occasionally  turned  hb  pale,  care-worn 
lace  upwards,  and  met  the  kind,  solicitous 
look  bent   upon  him  with  a  smile  which 
seemed  but   too   great  a    stranger    there. 
Long  and  silent  had  been  their  walk,  andL. 
the  moon's  pale  ray  already  broke  in  silvery 
lines  upon  the  rippling  wave,  and  the  cooti- 
refreshing  breeze  toyed  among   the  child'  a 
curls  as  they  danced  like  the  tendrils  of  ^ 
vine  upon  his  shoulders.     Now  and  the:^ 
the  spring  of  a  fish  leaping  from  the  mirrocr 
like  surface  of  the  lake,  flashed  upon  tk 
ear,  and  broke  the  water  into  wide-spreadin,^ 
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^^€8j  which  weDt   circling  on  until  they 
^^  lost  in  space. 

^ShaU we  return  now?"  at  length  said 
Mrs.  Woodbee.  "  It  is  getting  late,  and  I 
rear  you  may  take  cold,  dear  boy." 

"  Not  yet,"  replied  Leonard,  shuddering ; 
"don't  go  back  yet.  My  temples  bum, 
^d  my  head  aches  at  the  thought  of  going 
"ome.  Let  us  stay  here  a  little  longer.  I 
^h,"  continued  he,  with  heart-felt  sorrow 
^  the  tone,  "  that  it  could  be  for  ever." 

**  Nay,  nay,  love,"  rejoined  his  mother, 
effecting  a  cheerfulness  which  ill  accorded 
^th  her  feelings.  "  We  are  not  bats  or 
^wls  to  wander  throughout  the  night,  and 
*  think,  long  before  it  was  spent,  you  would 
^  desirous  for  your  little  bed." 

*'I     dream   so     frightfully,"     returned 
l^eonard,    ^*that   I  never    wish    to    sleep. 
There  was  a  time,  and  not  long  since,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  when  I  dreamt  of  rambles  such 
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as  these,  with  you,  dear  mother,  and  romps 
with  Blackthorn;  and  the  birds  seemed  to 
be  singing,  and  the  flowers  looked  as  bright 
as  in  the  sunshine,  and  I  awoke  happier 
than  I  can  tell." 

"  And  so  you  will  again,  dear  boy,**  added 
Mrs.  Woodbee,  scarcely  able  to  control  her 
feelings.  ^^  It  is  but  temporary  indisposition." 

^^  Mother,"  said  the  child,  in  such  an 
earnest  tone  and  manner  that  his  companion 
stopped  involuntarily  to  gaze  upon  him. 
"  I  shall  never  be  well  again." 

"  God  in  his  mercy  forbid ! "  ejaculated 
she,  catching  him  to  her  breast.  "  Say  not 
so,  my  pretty  lad,"  continued  she,  while  the 
tears  streamed  down  her  cheeks. 

"And  still  I  think  so,"  responded  he. 
"  My  father  and  tutor  tell  me  that  I  am 
obstinate,  inattentive,  and  indolent;  but  it 
is  not  so,  mother  dear.  Indeed  I  would 
iearn  if  I  could !  " 
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*  *Tis  as  cruel  as  'tis  unjust,"  rejoined 

^*^t^.  Woodbee,  in  a  voice  quivering  with 

euiotion,  "  not  to  believe  you.     They  musty 

^^^y  shall  cease  their  persecution.      And 

y^t,"  continued    she,    raising    her  hands 

^^pplicatingly,"  what  can  T  do?" 

Scarcely  had  she  spoken,  when  two 
figures  were  seen  approaching  through  the 
dusky  light,  and  immediately  afterwards, 
gi*eatly  to  her  and  Leonard's  astonishment, 
Ae  stiflF,  drawn-up  form  of  a  man,  to  whose 

side  a  girl  with  a  gipsy  hat  and  flowing 

» 

^''glets  appeared  to  cling  with  fear,  stood 
^ft)re  them. 

**  Your    pardon,   my    Lady,"    said    the 
^^^*itier,  placing  a  hand  to  his  forehead,  and 
^ping  it  there ;  **  but  I  think  we  are  out 
^^  our  latitude." 

**  May  I   ask,"   replied  Mrs.   Woodbee, 
^ho  is  speaking  to  me?" 
^^  My  military  rank,  my  Lady,  is  that  of  a 
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retired  corporal,"   rejoined  he,    ^*aiid  my 
name's  Crump." 

"A  stranger  here,  I  suppose?'*  returned 
Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"Not  exactly  so/'  said  the  corporal, 
"  and  not  altogether  the  reverse.  We,  that 
is  to  say,"  continued  he,  pointing  to  Clara, 
who  stood  shyly  by,  glancing  at  Leonard 
and  his  mother,  *'  this  young  lady,  her 
female  parent,  and  your  humble  servant  to 
command.  Ma'am,  have  been  quartered  in 
these  parts  for  some  little  time  now,  but 
not  long  enough,  it  would  appear,  to  know 
the  latitude  of  'em.** 

"  If  I  understand  you  then,"  added  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  "  you  have  lost  your  path." 

"  You  couldn't  be  more  correct.  Ma'am,'* 
responded  the  corporal,  "had  you  been 
told  so  in  plain  English.  We  came  out  for 
a  mouthful  of  fresh  air — a  pipe  opener,  as 
I  call  it — this   evening,  and,  somehow  or 


<( 
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ler,  did  not  follow  our  noses.  The  con- 
aeDce  is  that  here  we  are  in  a  wrong 
pa.'th,  leading  we  don*t  know  where;  but 
like  a  great  many  more  duck-headed  folk 
tti.a.t  I  have  met  with  in  the  highways  and 
bye-ways  of  life,   rushing  on  notwithstan- 

Are  you  a  soldier?"  asked  Leonard, 

^to  had    kept  his    eyes   stedfastly  fixed 

^pon  the  corporal  with  the  deepest  interest 

*^m  the  moment  he  avowed  the  nature  of 
J^is  calling. 

'*  Ay,  my  young  master,"  replied  Corporal 

^^Urup,  heartily,  "  and  one  who  has  seen 

*^^e  service." 

**  You  could  then  tell  me  of  battles," 

Joined    the  boy,    earnestly,   "could  you 

Hot'?'' 

Of  many  a  one,"  said  the   corporal, 
'^^th  lost  and  won." 
**  And  will  you  do  so?"  asked   TiConard, 


218         THB   BELLE   OF  THE   VILLAOB. 

going  closer  to  him,  and  inserting  a  small 
delicate  hand  into  one  of  the  old  soldier's 
broad,  homy  palms.  ^^  I  love  so  to  listen 
to  such  stories." 

Well,  well,  Sir ! "  responded  the  corporal, 
'^  we  may  meet  again,  perhaps,  at  an  earlier 
hour  in  the  day,  and  then  well  see  what 
can  be  rummaged  firom  the  knapsack  of 
memory." 

^'  And  may  I  inquire  the  name  of  this 
pretty  little  girl?"  observed  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
stooping  and  kissing  Clara's  brow. 

Clara's  cheeks  mantled  with  blushes,  and 
the  words  which  rose  upon  her  lips  in  reply 
died  upon  them. 

'^  She's  not  been  accustomed  to  strangers, 
my  Lady,"  remarked  the  corporal,  "  and  is 
much  too  bashful  to  show  to  any  advantage 
before  'em ;  but  I  hope  that  time  and  drill 
will,  in  due  course,  make  an  alteration  for 
the  better.      As  I  must  take  upon  myself 
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the  offioe  of    spokesman/'  continued  he, 

"her  name's  Qara  Somerset/' 

"Clara  Somerset !  '*  repeated  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
^th  little  less  surprise  than  if  a  thunder- 
holt  had  &llen  at  her  feet.  ''  Clara  Somer- 
>et,  did  you  say  ?"    Not,  not'*— 

"Daughter  of  the  late  Lieutenant  Somer* 
«rt  of  the  Ein^s  Own  Royals,**  added 
Corporal  Crump. 

"  Now  Heaven  help  me ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  catching  Clara  in  her  arms,  and 
smothering  her  with  kisses.  "  Is  this  dear 
Ellen's  child?  Tell  me,**  she  continued, 
^08t  frantically,  "is  this  so,  or  do  I 
dream?" 

"You  ray-ther  bewilder  me,  Ma'am,"  said 
^TK)ral  Crump,  feeling,  among  the  very 
few  times  in  his  life,  considerably  astonished, 

"W  what  I  have  told  you  is  the  truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  truth." 

And  where,    where   is   your  mamma, 
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dear  one?"  said  Mrs.  Woodbee,  kneeli 
on  the  greensward,  and  clasping  Gli 
tightly  in  her  arms. 

^^  In  the  village,**  replied  Clara,  timid 
as  well  as  her  surprise  would  permit,  ^^  v< 
iU." 

"  Very  ill!'*  ejaculated  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
a  cry  of  anguish  escaped  her  lips. 

"  But  somewhat  improved,  my  Lai 
added  the  corporal,  ^^  since  our  arri 
here  ;  *'  for  he  saw  how  much  these  woi 
pained  her. 

"  And  when  was  that?" 

"  Some  six  weeks  ago." 

"  How  inscrutable  are  the  ways  of  Pro 
dence!"  returned  Mrs.  Woodbee,  and  tl 
her  full  heart  could  hold  no  more,  and  ; 
wept  long  and  bitterly. 

"Why  do  you  cry,  Mamma,"  asl 
Leonard,  "  and  who  are  these  that  you  1 
so  much?" 
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"Ask  me  not  now,  dear  boy,"  replied 
liis  mother,  ^^  you  shall  learn  all  another 
^e;  but  let  me  see  you  kiss  this  little 

girV' continued  she,  "for  Fm  sure  you'll 

Jove  one  another.** 

With  some  degree  of  coyness,  Clara  pre- 

s^tedher  peach-like  cheek  for  Leonard's 

^ute;  but  was  dumbfounded  at  the  scene 

taking  place  before  her. 

'^Not  a  minute  longer  must  be  lost," 
8^d  Mrs.  Woodbee,  starting  to  her  feet, 
^d  hastily  drying  her  tears.  "  This  path," 
<^ntinued  she,  *  Vill  take  us  to  the  village  in 
less  than  ten  minutes'  walk.  Come,  we 
will  go  together,  to  your  mamma,  dear, 
dear  Clara." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Years,  long  years  had  passed,  c 
they  met  again ;  but  words  could  : 
vey  the  feelings  of  the  sisters  as,  I 
each  other's  arms,  they  pressed  b 
breast,  and  heart  to  heart.  Their  1 
silent^  and  yet  a  tale  was  told,  c 
change  and  suffering,  which  tu 
sorrow  bring  like  sneaping  frosts. 

They  had  been  girls  togethe 
long  ago,  and  yet  memory  brou^ 
the  time,  as  memory  only  can,  • 
happy  hours  when  neither  thougl 
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^res  of  life,  and  knew  only  of  its  joys. 
-Ajid  yet  it  seemed  but  yesterday. 

After  a  thousand  questions  had  been 
^^ked,  and  endearments  exchanged,  Mrs. 
Woodbee  at  length  said, 

^^  How  could  you  keep  it  a  secret  firom 
^«ie,  Ellen?  Why  not  let  me  know  the 
^y,  the  hour  that  you  arrived?" 

The  invalid  smiled  £untly  at  the  reproof 
^nd  seeing  that  both  Leonard  and  Clara 
^ere  standing  by,  eagerly  listening  to  each 
"^ord  that  fell,  observed,  "I  wish,  dear 
children,  that  you  would  seek  the  corporal 
^^  the  room  below,  and  leave  us  alone  for  a 
*^w  minutes.  You  will  find  him,"  conti- 
nued she,  addressing  Leonard,  '^a  kind, 
^ood  old  man,  full  of  martial  stories,  and  as 
^*"eady  to  tell  them,  as  you  doubtlessly  will 
^  to  listen  to  the  marvels." 

With  manifest   reluctance,   the  children 
Quitted  the  apartment ;  for  their    curiosity 
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was  excited,  and  each  wished  for  a  solution 
of  the  impenetrable  mystery  which  aur- 
rounded  them. 

"You  must  not  chide  me,  Alice,"  said 
Mrs.  Somerset,  drawing  gently  from  her 
sister's  embrace,  and  looking  fondly  at  her 
through  her  tears,  "  for  not  apprising  you 
of  being  near  to  one  I  love  so  well,  and 
permitting  accident  to  make  the  discovery. 
Being  incapable  of  writing,  dearest,  whom 

could  I  trust?" 

'*!  thought  from  your  letters,"  replied 

her  sister,  "  that  you  possessed  the  greatest 

reliance  in  your  old  servant,  whom  you  have 

just  spoken  of  so  commendably." 

"  He  is,  indeed,  worthy  of  all  that  I  have  said, 

and  more,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Somerset;  "but  I 

have  never  trusted  even  him  with  our  secret," 
"  Then  how  long  would  you  have  kept 

me  in    ignorance  of  your    being  here?" 

asked  her  sister. 


THB  BELLE  OF  THE  VILLAGE.         225 

"Not  an  hour  longer/*  returned  Mrs. 
Somei^t,  ^^  than  I  could  have  written  and 
ftiran^ed  for  a  note  to  fall  into  your  hands, 
dearest.  A  message/'  continued  she,  might 
We  been  fraught  with  the  greatest  dangers, 
Myoar  husband — " 

"Ay,  I  see  it  all,"  added  Mrs.  Woodbee, 

holding   her  hands  before  her   Mie;    "it 

^^  the  dread   of  him ;   and  well   indeed 

^ht  you   fear,   Ellen;   for    such  is   his 

i^ncour  even  to  the  present  hour,  that  did 

^^  but  learn  of  our  meeting  here  to-night, 

^*  ^ould  most  assuredly  be  the  last  for 

y^rs^  and  it  might  be  that  we  should  never 

^^t  again." 

'*  May  God  forgive  him !  "  exclaimed  the 
^Valid,  supplicatingly,   "  as  I  do." 

**  Although  subterfuge  in  any  shape   is 

^ost  repelling,"  continued  Mrs.  Woodbee, 

^^  think  it  will    be  necessary    to  prevent 

^^r  children  from  learning  immediately  the 
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relationship  which  exists  bet¥reen  them. 
At  so  early  an  age,  we  cannot  rely  upon 
their  prudence,  and  it  is  but  natural  that 
they  should  speak  of  subjects  to  others^ 
as  they  feel  them  most  interesting  to 
themselves." 

**We  will  then,  Alice,  only  be,"  said 
Mrs.  Somerset,  smiling,  ^^what  in  tmtii 
we  are,  old,  long- tried  friends,  who  have 
not  met  since  we  were  merry,  careless 
girls." 

The  sisters  again  embraced  each  other— 
and  gave  full  scope  to  that  affection  whicfa.^ 
not  of  the  earth,  binds  heart  to  heart,  anr^ 
is  the  purest  of  human  love. 

"Had  it  been  thought  of  earlier,"  observei^ 
Mrs.  Woodbee,   *'  it  might  have  been  safer 
for  you  to  have  changed  your  name." 

"In  that  case,"  responded  her  sifter, 
"  suspicions,  or  conjectures  must  have 
arisen  for  my  so  doing." 
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"True,"  returned  Mrs.  Woodbee,  "  I  had 
foi^tten  that.  However/'  continued  she, 
"there  is  not  a  likelihood  of  i1^  reaching 
my  husband's  ear^;  for  he  exchanges  but 
few  words  with  any  one  in  the  neighbour- 
hood from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  and  is 
«l»orjbed  in  the  oije  nurtured  hope  of 
^g  little  Leonard  a  great  and  learned 
man." 

"Still  the  same,"  added  Mrs.  Somerset. 
^  Some  loved  project  of  selfish — " 

"Stay,  stay,"  interrupted  her  sister. 
"  Remember,  that  whatever  he  may  be,  he 
J8  still  my  husband,  and  the  fisither  of  my 
child." 

"And   were    his  faults  ten-fold  greater 
than  they  are,   dear  Alice,"   rejoined  Mrs. 
Somerset,     "that    thought     alone     would 
silence  me." 

"We  will  not   dwell  on  this  subject," 
responded  Mrs.    Woodbee,    "  but    turn    to 
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Others  upon  which  we  can  speak  with  less 

restraint.'* 

"As  you  say,  so  let  it  be,"  swd  her 
sister.  "  I  would  not  have  one  named  to- 
night that  should  rob  a  moment  of  its 
pleasure." 

*'  And  yet  by  that  pale  cheek,'*  remarked 
Mrs,  Woodbee,  "  I  see  there  must  be  linuts 
to  what  can  be  spoken  now.     You  are  stilL 
unequal  to  much  exertion,  Ellen.** 

'^  But  more  than  equal  to  listen  to  tha^" 
loved  voice,"  replied  her  sister.  "  It  bear*- 
me  back  to  other  days,'*  continued  sh^ 
"and  makes    me  think    we    are  children 


now.'* 


"  And  if  stem  Time  would  point  that 
this  was  of  the  past,*'  rejoined  Mrs.  Wood- 
bee,  cheerfully  '*  we  will  still  use  our  best 
endeavours  to  deceive  the  monitor.  M 
soon  as  your  strength's  regained,  we  will 
cUmb  the  hiUs  together,  as  we  did  in  yean 
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noiembered,  but  passed  away,  and  be  one 
to  another  what  we  have  been." 
^  To  me,"  added  Mrs.  Somerset,  ^^  there 
eoald  be  no  earthly  joy  equal  to  it.      O 
Alice,  that  I  could  think  it  possible  for  such 
^78  to  come  again  I " 
"And  why  not?'* 

**Why  not?''  repeated  the  invalid,  and 
then,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  added  in 
a  low  melancholy  voice,  ^^  because  they  have 
gone,  never  to  return.'* 

At  this  juncture  there  was  a  light  aerial 
bock  at  the  door  of  the  apartment,  and  to 
the  permission  being  given  for  it  to  be 
<^ed,  Jacob  Giles  presented  himself  to 
▼lew,  slightly  rubbing  the  ends  of  his 
fingers,  and  looking  somewhat  aghast  at  his 
^posed  position. 

^^Tour  parding,  Mem,"  said  the  little 
general  shopkeeper,  bearing  self-evidence  of 
S^t  confusion  within,    *^  and  your  parding 
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Mem/'  continued  he,  bending  his  pink  scalp 
to  the  ladies  respectively,  and  between  them 
conjointly,  in  order  that  both  might  be  hit 
by  his  well-directed  double  barrel  of  polite- 
ness, ^^  but  I  was  given  to  understand  firom 
below  that  I  was  wanted  above/* 

^^  Although  no  positive  intimation  has 
been  given  to  that  eflfect,"  replied  Mrs. 
Somerset,  with  a  smile,  ^^  yet  I  am  glad  to 
have  the  opportunity  of  introducing  to  you, 
Alice,  one  of  my  most  invaluable  friendsi 
Mr.  Jacob  Giles." 

"  We  are  not  strangers  to  each  other," 
rejoined  her  sister,  "  and  I  beg  to  offer  my 
warmest  thanks,"  continued  she,  addressing 
the  little  general  shopkeeper,  "for  your 
attention,  kindness,  and  hospitality  to  this 
my  best  and  dearest  friend." 

"O  Mem!"  exclaimed  Jacob,  "don't 
mention  that,  Mem.  I'm  too  proud,  too 
rejoiced,  so  to  speak,  of  the  opportunity  of 
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performing  a  small  service,  if  so  be  it  can 
be  considered  as  such." 

**  Indeed,  a  greater  could  scarcely  be 
rendered  to  me,*'  scad  Mrs.  Somerset,  ^^  and 
I  diall  ever  feel  grateful  for  it." 

"All  I  can  say  is,  Mem,"  returned  Jacob, 
"tlmt  if  you're  disposed  to  be  pleased  with 
w  for  anything  I  may  be  supposed  to 
We  done,  "  you'll  o-bleege  me  particularly 
by  not  mentioning  one  word  about  it.  My 
snuggery,  Mem,  and  anything  that  the 
general  shop  contains,  is  at  your  service, 
Dioming,  noon,  and  night ;  now,  henceforth, 
wid  for  ever  more." 

**  Until  better  able  to  bear  fatigue,"  added 
Mr*.  Woodbee,  "  I  think  it  better,  Ellen, 
for  you  to  remain  here." 

'*  And  when  able,  Mem,"  said  Jacob,  with 
^he  politeness  of  a  courtier,  "  I  hope  that 
I  shall  not  then  lose  my  lady  lodgers.  I 
waa  a  lone  individual,  Mem,"  continued  he, 
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"  before  you  dropped,  as  it  were,  under  my 
roof,  and  since  then,  what  vdth  the 
corporal's  stories  of  an  evening,  rambles  in 
the  fields,  now  and  then,  with  Miss  Clara, 
consultations  with  Doctor  Grimes,  superin- 
tending Bridget  in  manufacturing  the  gruel, 
and  the  other  little  light  occupations,  really 
the  time  passes  with  a  freshness  amounting 
to  perfect  enjoyment.** 

After  receiving  an  assurance  that  no 
likelihood  existed  of  any  immediate  inter- 
ruption to  the  little  general  shopkeeper's bea^ 
titude,  he  inquired,  as  if  from  habit,  "  What 
was  the  next  article?"  made  a  short  bow 
in  correction  of  the  mistake^  and  dived,  with 
a  blushing  countenance,  among  his  sugars, 
teas,  coffees,  and  multifarious  articles  of 
commerce^  in  his  emporium  below. 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 


Bridget,  in  whose  person  the  respective 
"^nominations  of  the  entire  category  of 
'^niale  domestics  was  centred,  has  hitherto 
^ped  description,  and  yet,  if  for  the  mere 
Purpose  of  showing  Corporal  Crump's 
^raordinary  powers  of  subduing  an  un- 
^y,  perverse,  and  arbitrary  spirit,  Bridget 
^ust  not  be  allowed  to  pass  like  a  shadow 
^  eventide. 

She  was  one  of  those  remnants  of  other 
%8,  which  it  is  difficult  for  the  imagination 
to  conceive  was  ever  otherwise  than  crooked 
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in  the  spine,  stiff  joints,  and  rheuma: 
The  highest  flight  of  fancy  could  scare 
draw  a  picture  of  Bridget*s  infancy.  La] 
jawed,  thin,  and  wrinkled,  with  a  skin  1 
parchment  or  old  wax,  she  shuffled  nbi 
in  large  thick  shoes,  which  slipped  from  1 
heels  at  every  step,  and  brought  to  mini 
couple  of  canoes.  Her  toothless  and  sunl 
jaws  brought  the  tip  of  her  nose  in  cl 
proximity  to  the  end  of  her  chin,  and  ] 
bleared  grey  eyes  were  buried  behind  frinj 
of  strong  wiry  bristles  which  sprouted  frc 
her  brows  like  ill- weeds  which  ha  J  groi 
apace. 

Devoid  as  Bridget's  costume  doubtli 
was  of  the  smallest  approach  or  claim 
elegance,  it  at  least  possessed  a  power! 
one  in  support  of  its  simplicity.  A  bl 
checked  kind  of  sack  or  bag,  fastened  roa 
the  throat  with  a  large  horn  button  behii 
hung  somewhat  scantily  about  her  perse 
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V}d  a  iQowy  white  apron  girdling  her  waist, 

JOade  a  division  or  boundary  line  in  a  figure 

4s  flat  and  nndeveloped  at  all  points  as  a 

schoolboy's  slate*     A  mob  cap  with  a  heavy 

Curtain,  not  dissimilar  to  the  valance  of  a 

^  tester,  flapped  across  her  features,  and 

^ed    to    the    &ncy     portrait    of    the 

^ebrated  old   woman    who  lived  in  her 

^oe,  or  any  of  the  same  family  mounting 

^^rooms,  and  in  the  strict  confidence  of  fate 

^d  fiitnrity. 

The  earlier  history  of  Bridget  is  lost 
*^  the  vortex  of  time,  and  her  origin  a 
Mystery ;  but  for  many  years  she  had  held 
^  kind  of  despotic  sway  in  Jacob's 
bonaehold  which  the  little  general  shop- 
keeper  had  not  the  spirit   to    resist. 

In  possession  of  a  convenient  hardness  of 
rearing,  Bridget  made  a  rule  to  listen  to  no 
^rder  or  directions,  but  what  coincided 
^^^^y  with  her  inclination  to  fulfil,  and 
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was  alike  indifferent  to  praise,  as  stoically 
deaf  to  censure.  Like  the  compass,  in 
spite  of  turning,  twisting,  or  shaking,  she 
pointed  but  one  way,  and  that  was  her  own. 

As  may  be  anticipated,  the  arrival  of 
the  strangers  within  that  territorial  do- 
main which  she  had  hitherto  regarded  as 
tabooed  from  the  presence  of  maid,  wife, 
or  widow,  was  exceedingly  objectionable 
to  Bridget,  and  she  made  no  concealment 
of  her  feelings.  Indeed,  from  the  moment 
of  discovering  that  Mrs.  Somerset,  Clara,  and 
the  corporal,  were  to  become  residents  in 
that  domicile  which  she  looked  upon  as  her 
own,  her  indignation  was  not  confined  to  a 
silent  expression,  and  she  forthwith  opened 
a  battery  of  annoyances  of  great  force  and 
considerable  effect. 

The  kitchen  fire  was  always  out  when 
required  to  be  in,  and  could  not  be  made 
to  burn  when  most  wanted.      Saucepans 
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^d  fettles  cbkttered  from  their  shelves  at 
^iioors  of  the  day.  The  wanning  pan 
oontiniially  fell  from  the  top  of  the  stairs 
to  the  bottom  in  the  still  hour  of  night. 
If  the  corporal's  linen  was  undergoing  the 
simple  process  of  airing,  it  was  sure  to  &11 
^nst  the  bars  of  the  grate,  or  the  chimney 
tmld  smoke,  or  the  cat  took  a  strange 
delight  in  clawing  his  shirt  among  the 
cmders.  The  eccentricities  of  the  cat,  sin- 
gular to  relate,  began  to  exceed  all  bounds ; 
for  upon  putting  his  hat  on  hastily  one 
Dioming,  Corporal  Crump  found,  to  his  great 
^may,  that  he  had  taken  a  shower  bath 
of  kittens.  All  this  was  very  distressing, 
^d  the  feelings  of  the  little  general  shop- 
'weeper  became  painfully  excited  at  the  un- 
^Intermitting  calamities  which  now  rattled 
^ke  hail  upon  his  house.  He  was  con- 
*uiually  expostulating  with  the  uncom- 
proinising    Bridget,   smoothing    the    irate 
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feelings  of  the  corporal,  apologising  to  bia 
lady  lodger,  and,  in  short,  maintaining 
peace  upon  the  most  desperate  terms. 

Matters,  however,  grew  daily  worae, 
and  at  length  Jacob  Giles  began  to  en- 
tertain a  feeling  of  despair  which  cre^ 
into  the  heart  and  '^  steals  the  life  &am 
promise." 

^^  Leave  her  to  me,  comrade,"  said  the 
corporal,  using  his  right  hand  as  if  in  the 
act  of  la3dng  on  a  round  dozen  upon  the 
back  of  some  imaginary  culprit,  "  leave  her 
to  me,  comrade,"  repeated  he,  ^^  and  Til  soon 
drill  her  into  form." 

With  a  few  slight  misgivings  concerning 
the  result  of  this  boast,  Jacob  abandoned 
the  obdurate  Bridget  to  the  ordeal,  and  the 
management  was  duly  transferred  from  his 
hands  to  those  of  the  old  soldier. 

Vested  with  his  authority,  the  corporal 
resolved  to  lose  no  time  in  wielding  it,  and 
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he  at  once  marched  straight  to  the  attack 
with  '^  his  soul  in  arms,  and  eager  for  the 
fray.'' 

It  was  Saturday  night,  and  the  corporal 

found  that  Bridget^  as  usual,  had  caused 

aad  havoc  with  that  weekly  change  of  under 

garments    which    l^e   regarded     both    as 

essential  and  luxurious.    The  spotless  shirty 

^hen  suspended  hetore  the  kitchen  fire  by 

^  own  hands,  was  all  that  could  be  desired 

for  the  succeeding  day's  display ;  but  during 

^e  interval  of  his  doing  so  and  now,  a 

kettle  of  boiling  water  had  been  upset  or 

assisted  to  fall,  and  myriads  of  grimy  specks 

were  sprinkled  upon  its  front,  as  if  thrown 

10  profusion  from  a  pepper-box. 

"  Now,  Marm,"  said  Corporal  Crump,  with 
a  savage  expression,  holding  up  the  soiled 
garment  before  Bridget's  eyes,  as  she  sat 
making  a  fair  imitation  of  a  cobweb  in  the 
heel  of  a  dilapidated  stocking,  ^^  isn't  this  a 
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burning  shame  and  a  sin  of  the  blackest 
dye?" 

Bridget,  as  before  has  been  remarked, 
was  hard  of  hearing,  and  appeared  to  be  as 
deaf  to  the  question  as  she  was  blind  to  the 
questioner.  With  eyes  fixed  upon  her  work, 
she  continued  to  ply  her  needle  deftly,  and 
crooned  the  snatch  of  an  old  ballad  with  a 
merry  air,  if  not  tuneful  voice. 

"  I  say,  Marm,"  thundered  the  corporal, 
for  his  temper  was  in  no  way  improved  by 
Bridget's  contemptuous  conduct,  "  do  you 
hear  what  I  say  ?  " 

"Eh?"  replied  she,  placing  a  hand 
behind  an  ear,  and  peeping  slyly  upwards 
through  her  shaggy  brows  at  the  old  soldier's 
flushed  visage.  "  Eh?  "  repeated  she.  "  Did 
you  speak?" 

"I  did,  by  Heaven ! "  rejoined  the  corporal, 
working  to  a  high  pitch  of  fury.  "  I'm  here 
for  the  particular  purpose  of  speaking  to  you, 
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you   old    section  of  the    gibbeted    ghost 
of  a  dead  marine !  " 

'*  Eh ! "  ejacalated  Bridget ;  but  from  the 
startled  expression  upon  her  countenance 
It  was  obvious  that  her  deafness  had  met 
^th  temporary  relief. 

"  Ah !  "  returned  Corporal  Crump,  with 
a  crack  of  his  lips,  "1  shall  be  heard 
presently,  I  see — ^you  floor-scrubbing,  bed- 
niaking,  boot-blacking,  knife-cleaning,  dish- 
washing, mouldy  old  land  crab !  " 

**It'8  me  you're  speaking  to,  is  it?"  said 
Bridget,  in  the  shrill,  piping  tone  of  ex- 
asperated rage,  as  she  placed  her  arms  a- 
Kmbo,  and  wagged  her  head,  "you  two 
yards  of  pipe-clayed  skin,  bone,  and 
beggary!" 

**Ugh,  you  crooked,  lop-sided,  bottomless, 
ancient  virgin ! "  retorted  the  corporal, 
snapping  his  fingers. 

"Ye     dirty,      foul-mouthed     villain!" 

VOL.  1.  U 
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screeched  Bridget.     ^^  Is  it  me  that 

a  vargin?  " 

^^  If  it  comes  to  that,"  added  he, 
subdued  tone,  but  threatening  w 
"  you're  a  substantive !  " 

"  A  what?  "  screamed  Bridget,  "  y 
barrel  of  Satan's  own  I  " 

^^  An  in&mous  old  partidple ! "  con 
the  corporal. 

^^  Queen  of  Heaven !  "  exclaimed  B: 
clasping  her  hands  together.  ^^  He 
struck  dumb  presently." 

"  An  illegitimate  Adverb !  "  rejoins 
corporal. 

'^Bless-ed  Saints  T'  ejaculated  Bi 
turning  up  her  eyes. 

"  A  nominative  case !  "  shouted  he. 

"  The  devil  will  be  here  presently ! ' 
Bridget,  horror-stricken.  "Send  fc 
pra'st." 

"  An  adjective !  " 
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^'  Sprinkle  us  with  holy  water !  " 
^  A  miserable  ooiijanction ! " 
"Mary,   darling,  it's  me  that    paid   the 
P^*rt!     His  rivirence  dida't  tell    lies   for 
^  for  nothing,"  sobbed  Bridget. 

^M  cross-grained,  crample-nosed,.  crusty 
noun ! " 

Bridget  crossed  herself  devoutly,  but  said 
Nothing. 

^'  A  perpendicular  rectangle !  *'  continued 
^he  corporal,  for  he  saw  his  vantage,  and 
determined  to  follow  it  up, 

Bridget  would  have  spoken,  but  found 
tbe  parts  of  speech  too  big  for  utterance. 

"  And  if,'*  said  Corporal  Crump,  "  further 

particulars  are  wanted,  smut  my  Sunday 

Airt  again ;  make  a  kitten  nest  of  my  hat, 

pat  pins,  needles,  salt,  chopped  hair,  and 

dried  thistles  in  my  shake-down ;  upset  the 

pots,  kettles,  and  warming   pan  when  Tm 

asleep;  put  gunpowder  in  my  'backy,  and 

e2 
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you  shall  have  them,  Mistress  Bridget,  by 
an  earlier  post  perhaps  than  you  may 
expect/* 

Jacob's  housekeeper  felt  the  fall  effect  of 
the  corporal's  home-thrust,  and,  like  many 
similarly-constituted  persons,  discovered  that 
her  secret  plans  were  far  more  public  than 
she  possessed  the  slightest  conception  of. 

The    simple    fact,  perhaps,   is   scarcely 
worthy  of  record ;  but  the  succeeding  week 
Corporal  Crump  found  that  his  shirt  was 
not  only  aired  without  a  single  mischance 
to  the  general  getting  up,  but  that  it 
spread  over  the  back  of  a  chair  in   hi 
dormitory,  with  the  tail  turned  up  ready 
put  on. 

Such  is  the  force  of  well-timed  correction—^ 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 


Squire  Woodbee  was  partaking  of  the 
'^tb  meal  commonly  known  by  the  name 
^f  breakfast.  Immediately  fronting  the 
^•important,  self-sufficient,  and  grandilo- 
quent proprietor  of  the  Oaks,  sat  Mrs. 
'Woodbee,  and,  but  for  the  intervention  of 
*  kissing  urn,  which  sent  forth  successive 
clouds  of  steaming  vapour,  the  Squire  might 
We  perceived,  notwithstanding  the  very 
flight  notice  he  deigned  usually  to  take  of 
"is  wife's  expression  of  features,  that  she 
^  sad,  and  had  been  weeping. 
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Between  the  two,  Dr.  Starkie  might  have 
been  perceived,  seemingly  engrossed  in  the 
act  of  delicately  chipping  the  shell  from  an 
eggy  but  a  keen  observer  would  have  dis- 
covered, from  the  sidelong  glances  which 
he  made,  occasionally,  from  the  extreme  ^ 
comers  of  his  small,  rat-like  eyes,  upon  Mr.  . 
and  Mrs.  Woodbee,  that  his  thoughts 


not  monopolized  in  this  simple  task*     Th 
Oxford     double-first  prize-man    knew  thi 
value  of  time,  and  was  making  the  most 
the  present,  with  a  careful  regard  for  th 
future. 

The  Squire  coughed,  not  from  necessity^  " 
but  as  a  sound  man  coughs  when  upon  th^^ 
very  best  terms  with  himself,  and  in  ex—-* 
pectation  that  these  terms  will  be  accepted^ 
acknowledged,  and  deference  paid  to  them^- 
by  an  appreciating  public. 

"  I  may  be   wrong,    Doctor,"  remarked. 
Squire  Woodbee,  pursing  his  lips  together, 
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aod   throwing   out  the    prodigious  white 

HraistcoBt ;  "  I  say  I  may  be  wrong/*  repeated 

^e,  and  then  a  smile    played    about   the 

^i^^egions  of  his  mouthy  aa  if  the  probability 

'^asat  least  remote;  "but  the  first  prin- 

^^ples  of  force  in  my  opinion^  is  the  conden* 

don  of  power/* 

"  A  mathematical  theorem,  my  dear  Sir," 

splied    Dr.     Starkie,     producing  a  most 

t^pable  parenthesis.     "  That  steam,"  con- 

'•^inued  he,  pointing  to  the  vapour  curling 

'Upwards  from  the  urn,   "  illustrates  your 

proposition.       Generating    to    disseminate 

i^tself  merely  in  the  air,  the  force  which  is 

its  attribute  is  lost;  but  condense  the  power 

^thin  a  finite  space,  and  its  might  becomes 

adf-evidenf 

"  Exactly  so,"  rejoined  the  Squire,  flattered 

with  the  doctor's  acquiescence,   "  and  it  is 

4e  want  of  condensation  of  power  which 

^ses  the  same  waste  both  of  mental  and 
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physical  exertions  which  we  perceive  in  the 
generating  of  that  vapour.  If  we,  Sir, 
having  an  object  to  attain,  would  but  con- 
centrate our  energies,  and  practise  a  stubborn 
self-denial  towards  every  temptation  or 
inducement  which  might  turn  them  ftom 
it,  success  would  generally  attend  the 
effort. 

"  Philosophical  reasoning ! "  observed  Dp. 
Starkie,  slightly  nodding  at  the  ceiling 
above  his  head. 

"  My  object,"  continued  the  Squire,  sen- 
tentiously,  "was  money.  To  make  it  b 
easier  than  to  save  it ;  but  the  possession  is 
power,  and  tkaty  Doctor,  was  the  aim  of  my 
condensed  energies.  It  is  by  no  means 
difficult  to  crawl  through  life ;  worms  and 
grubs  are  found  on  the  earth.  To  soar 
above  it,  however,  is  worthy  of  the  energies 
of  a  man,"  and  he  tapped  the  middle  button 
of  the  white   waistcoat  significantly — "ia 
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worthy,"  repeated  he,  and  bis  breast  pro- 
jected like  the  inflated  crop  of  a  pouter 
pigeon,  "  of  the  energies  of  a  man.** 

"'  It  would  appear  from  the  researches  of 
political  economists,"  returned  the  doctor, 
"  that  while  a  nation  is  given  to  industrial 
P^oits— and  industrial  pursuits  are  but 
the  means  to  the  end — it  is  in  the  gradation 
of  advancement,  both  social  and  otherwise; 
^ut  the    moment    these    are    abandoned 
for  speculative,    chimerical,  or  distracting 
objects,  she  is  making  a  retrograde  move- 
nient.    Now,  a  nation  is  but  a  family  on 
^  extensive  scale,  and  a  £Etmily  is  composed 
of  individuals.      What,  therefore,  may  be 
the  habits  or  pursuits  of  individuals  com- 
prising that  nation,  in  a  general  point  of 
view,  such  must  be  the   condition  of  the 
commonwealth.      Nothing,"  continued  he, 
'^remains  stationary.      The  planets  make 
.heir  evolutions;    seasons    come    and  go; 
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night  succeeds  the  day;  death  treads 
life;  the  tides  ebb  and  flow,  and,  as 
Nature's  universal  law  of  perpetual,  i 
ceasing  change,  so  it  is  with  oar  artific 
disposition  of  circumstances.  Either  ^ 
are  progressing  or  retrograding.** 

"  I  have  entertained  that  sentiment  fii 
a  very  early  period**  added  the  Squire,  "a 
it  may  be  said  to  have  been  the  pilot  whi 
has  sat  at  my  helm.  To  advance,  Doctx) 
said  he,  with  a  chuckle,  ^^  to  jostle  and  ah( 
the  weaker  from  the  front  places,  and  i 
be  over  scrupulous  in  taking  them  youn 
is  one  of  the  best  methods  of  making  n 
in  this  world.  With  money  there  are  i 
obstacles  to  prevent  a  man  from  doing  di 
but  if  he  hasn't  money  he  must  wheed 
Accident  may,  now  and  then,  present 
opportunity  for  catching  a  few  stray  &voi 
of  Fortune;  but  those  worth  possessii 
are,  for  the  most  part,  paid  for  in 
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coin  OP  other.     Wheedling  passes  current 
for  lack  of  the  more  genuine  medium.'' 

"Wealth/'  said  Doctor  Starkie,   "gives 
^0  the  possessor  a  power  to  command  that 
^hich  may  prove,  or  be  thought  likely  to 
piK)ve,  most  gratifying  to  the  senses.     As 
tastes  differ,  so  will  the  means  vary;  but  so 
long  as  self-esteem,  which  is  a  phrenological 
term  for  selfishness,  be  an  inherent  quality 
of  human  nature,  so  long  will  flattery,  or, 
w  you,   my    dear  Sir,   facetiously   call  it 
wheedling,  be  the  homage  paid  by  the  poor 
and  lowly  to  the  rich  and  exalted.     Life  is  a 
ganoe  in  which  he  who  has  little  or  nothing 
to  lose,  seeks  to  win    from  his  more  for- 
tunate  neighbours;    and    experience,  the 
sternest  of  monitors,   teaches  us  that  no 
more  accessible  breach  is  open  in  the  breast 
of  man  than   that  which  may  be  reached 
through  flattery." 

**  You  have  studied  something  more  than 
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Latin  and  Greek,  Doctor/'  remarkec 
Woodbee,  with  a  laugh. 

^^  A  bookworm  is  but  a  miser  i 
men's  genius,"  resumed  the  doctoi 
I  should  be  most  unfitted  to  hold  tl 
surable  office  of  preceptor  to  your  i 
I  overlooked  the  most  profitable  of 
to  the  man  of  the  world — ^hia 
men." 

"Hah!"  ejaculated  Squire  W 
^^  but  in  finding  out  the  weak 
of  our  neighbours  we  are  apt  to  fo 
own." 

"Because  there  is  no  looldng- 
reflect  the  weakest,"  returned  Doctor 
"  our  vanity.  Few  but  think  b 
themselves  than  others,  and  rare 
man  who  freely  admits  the  existen 
virtue  of  which  he  feels  no  trace  in 
breast." 

"  Stripped  of  all  deceit,"  added  tb 
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Chuckling,  ^^and  the  most  virtuoos  deeds 
Would  assume  but  a  dusky  complexion/' 

'^  Whatever  may  have  been  said  or  written 
by  moralists,"  said  the  doctor,  "both  the 
best  and  the  worst  actions  of  which  the 
human  mind  is  capable  of  conceiving  possess 
^  common  origin — self-gratification.  We 
frequently,"  continued  he,  "  are  short 
sighted,  and  discover  that  that  which  we 
anticipated  would  contribute  to  our  plea- 
Biires,  acts  in  precisely  an  opposite  direction ; 
l>iit  the  animus  was  indulgence,  and  to  this 
^oot  may  be  traced  every  motive  dictating 
trte  deeds  of  men,  be  they  for  good  or  be 
^fcey  for  evil.'* 

"  According  to  your  code  then,   Doctor," 

^>^'€8ponded  his  companion,  "  both  what  the 

'^''orld  calls  good,  and  that  which  it  desig- 

^^^tes  evil,  are  alike  the  offspring  of  innate 

selfishness." 

*'  Without  a  doubt,  my  dear  Sir,"  rejoined 
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Doctor  Starkie,    **ancl   the  best  among  us 
would  be  the  most  wicked,  had  not  eillier 
their  hopes  or  fears  been  awakened  as  to 
the  probable  result  being  less  &yourabIe  to  ^ 
their  own  individual  advantage/' 

^^  Is  there  no  such  thing  as  virtue?" 
innocently  inquired  Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  replied  the  doctor,  drawin 
back  the  extreme  angles   of   his   mouth 
^^  Virtues,  my  dear  Madam,  are  not  eztin 
as  popular  constituent  principles  of  pleann^ 
ourselves." 

^^  Then  what  is  charity,  mercy,  or  repent- 
ance?" asked  Mrs.  Woodbee,  almost 
surprised  at  her  boldness  of  examining  the 
Oxford  double-first  prize-man. 

^^Each  would  form  the  subject  of  a  long 
essay,"  returned  the  doctor,  with  the  paren- 
thesis in  a  most  distinct  form,  ^^  but  diarily, 
my  dear  Madam,  may  be  defined  as  liberally 
giving  away  that  which  we  do  not  want,  of 
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^Tiidgingly  what  we  do ;  mercy,  as  an  award 
^f  short  measure  to  justice ;  and  repentance, 
borrow  for  the  past  pleasures  of  sin/' 

Squire  Woodbee  felt  unusual  satis£EU^tion 
t;    this  reply,  and  considered  the  circum- 
ce  most  fortuitous  in  possessing  such  a 
tor  for  his  son. 

^^  He  will  make  my  boy  a  man  of  the 

orld,  like  himself,"  said  he,  inwardly,  "  and 

i  is  the  seed  for  the  future's  harvest." 

There  were  different  feelings  in  the  bosom 

^f  the  mother,  and  she  fervently  wished 

t^t   Doctor  Starkie*s   shadow  had  never 

^rkened  the  doorway  of  the  Oaks. 
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Like  a  spring  flower  gradually  developin. 
its  shades  and  colors  in  the  quickening  sun^ 
Clara  Somerset's  charms  grew  apace,  and 
the  child  of  yesterday  began  to  assume  a 
riper  stage.  Solicitous,  kind,  and  affec- 
tionate, she  was  ever  a  close  attendant  upon 
her  mother,  who  remained  flickering  in  an 
uncertain,  invalid  state,  and  the  repeated 
visits  of  Dr.  Grimes,  and  the  efiicacy  of  his 
compounds,  appeared  to  fail  in  producing 
a  more  beneflcial  condition  of  health  in  his 
])atient. 
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By  the  row  of  witch  elms,  however,  rear- 
^g  tbeir  waving  tops  not  far  from  the 
Wer  of  the  lake   where    Leonard    and 
blackthorn  used  to  gambol  in  bygone  times, 
both  Clara  and   Mrs.   Somerset  might  be 
^rfteD  seen  sitting  on  the  greensward  watch- 
ing either  the  leaps  of  the  fish  springing  at 
the  ephemera,  or  the  fleet- winged  swallow 
^pping  his  pinions  in  his  flight.     It  was 
^  qaidt,  retired  spot  in  which  few  sounds  of 
the  busy  world  came  to  break  the  silence  of 
^e  scene,  and  save  the  wild  bee's  hum,  the 
grasshopper's  chirp,  and  the  hoarse  croak  of 
4e  toad,  crouched  in  his  bed  of  rushes,  there 
^  little  else  to  disturb  the  reign  of  perfect 
olence. 

It  was  a  sultry  summer's  day,  and  beneath 

the  cool  shade  of  the  adjacent  trees,  sending 

their  dimpling  shade  over  the  bosom  of  the 

water,  sat  Mrs.   Somerset  and  Clara.     The 

ibnner  was  occupied   in  perusing  a  book, 

VOL.  T.  s 
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while  the  eyes  of  the  latter  were  earnestly 
turned  towards  the  Oaks,  where  its  tall 
crooked  chimneys  were  just  visible  among 
the  thick  foliage  which  surrounded  the  old 
mansion. 

^^  How  late  Leonard  is  to-day,  Mamma," 
observed  she  with  her  red  lips  ver^ng  to 
that  shape  commonly  known  as  pouting. 
^^  He  is  generally  here  much  earlier  than 
this." 

"  Perhaps,"  replied  her  mother  without 
lifting  her  eyes  from  the  volume,  "hb 
studies  detain  him  longer  than  usuaL'' 

"  Oh  those  dreadful  studies!  "  exclaimed 
Clara,  bringing  her  hands  together.  *^  They 
haunt  i)oor  Leonard  and  make  him  look  so 
sad  and  thoughtful." 

"  Does  he  complain  to  you  of  their  hard- 
ship ?  "  said  Mrs.  Somerset,  closing  the  book 
with  a  gentle  movement. 

"  Not  now,"  rejoined  Clara.     "  Indeed  he 
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iddom  speaks  upon  any  subject,  but  walks 
iritli  me  often  for  hours  together  without 
ttying  a  word,  and  looks  as  if  in  a  wakeful 
dream." 

"  Is  he  then  grown  so  very  silent?  "  asked 
her  mother  with  a  slight  smile  and  inquiring 
gaze. 

"He  could  scarcely  be  more  so,"  rejoined 
Clara,  "had  he  lost  the  power  of  speech." 

''And  think  you  his  books  so  monopolize 
^  thoughts,"  returned  Mrs.  Somerset,  ban- 
teringly,  "that  they  exclude  all  other 
wbjects?' 

''  I  suppose  so,"  added  Clara,  feeling  a 
warm  blush  mantling  itself  upon  her 
cheeks. 

**  Nay,  nay,  Clara,"  said  her  mother,  rais- 
ing a  finger  as  if  playfully  chiding  the 
doubtful  response.      "There's  a  secret  in 

those  words." 

s2 
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^^  Believe  me,  Mamma,"  observed  O 
^'  that  I  would  not — could  not  keep  a  sc 
fipom  you." 

'^  And  yet  you  would  let  me  be  at 
pains  of  making  the  discovery  myadf,** 
Mrs.  Somerset,  playfully. 

At  this  juncture  Leonard  Wood! 
approaching  form  caught  Clara's  atten 
and  with  an  exclamation  of  delight 
sprang  upon  her  feet  and  hastened  to  i 
him. 

^^  How  is  it  that  you  play  laggard 
morning?"  asked  she,  holding  out  a  1 
and  greeting  him  warmly. 

"  You  would  not  accuse  me  of  that,  < 
Clara,"  replied  Leonard,  "  if  you  knew  ^ 
what  pleasure  I  came  the  moment  I  o 
get  away  from  my  tormentor." 

"  Does  the  doctor  still  continue  to  be 
ogre  that  he  was?"  inquired  she  archly. 

"And  increasing  in  size  daily,"  rej 
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Lecmard,  smiling,  "  as  he  does  in  hideous- 

"Well,  weU !  "  rejoined  Clara,  yielding  an 
vm  which  he  drew  tiirough  his  own,  and 
^dly  pressed  her  to  his  side,  **  we  must 
^t  speak  of  him  now*  This  is  a  time  for 
^ppy  thoughts  and  not  for  horrors.*' 

"  He  has  seldom  been  from  my  thoughts  / 
^f  many  a  day,"  returned  the  boy,  turning 
^  melanchol]^  gaze  upon   his  companion, 
*  and,"  continued  he  with  a  deep  heart- 
^J^wn  sigh,  "  I  fear,  never  will  be." 

Clara  now  perceived  the  deeply-lined  and 

Wanched    features    which    followed    this 

^observation,  and  there  was  a  wild,  glassy 

^ression    about  his    eyes    which    quite 

startled  her. 

"Are  you  unwell,  Leonard?  "  asked  she, 
^pping  and  bending  a  look  of  mingled 


^iety  and  alarm  upon  him* 


**  No,"  he  replied,  drawings  hand  across 


d 
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his  brow,  ^^  I  think  not,  although  my 
b  somewhat  heavy  to-day,  and  I  start  a 
at  my  own  shadow/' 

They    had    now    arrived     where 
Somerset  was  sitting,  and  she  exprese 
involuntary  surprise  upon  seeing  Leo; 
strangely  altered  appearance. 

"Doctor  Starkie  has  been  very  i 
and  impatient  this  morning,"  said  he, 
the  more  he  became  so,  the  less  capabl 
I  of  understanding  what  he  said, 
threatening  two  or  three  times  to  fet< 
father,  he  at  length  did  so,  and  comph 
of  my  inattention,  as  he  called  it,  ] 
severely  scolded,  and  at  last — ''  he  hes 
to  complete  the  sentence,  but  the  quii 
lip  and  averted  face  told  the  rest. 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Somerset, 
from  the  ground  with  far  greater  e 
than  she  appeared  capable  of  exhibitinj 
placing     an     arm     affectionately     i 
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Leonard's  neck,  "  tell  me  not  that !     They 
did  not — could  not  strike  you! " 

'*  Twas  done  in  haste/'  responded  the 
%,  as  two  large  tears  rose  to  course  them- 
*lve8  down  his  cheeks ;  "  but  it  was  a  heavy, 
^»^el  blow." 

A  shrill,  piercing  cry  now  broke  from 
Clara's  lips,  uid,  falling  upon  her  mother's 
'^^>8om,  she  wept  as  if  her  young  heart 
^^ould  break. 

"  I  am  not  hurt,"  said  Leonard,  eagerly, 
*'•'  at  least  but  very  little.     Do  not  pain  me 
ttua,  dear  Clara,  by  giving  way  to  ground- 
leas  grief." 

''Come,    come,"   added   Mrs.   Somerset, 

j       soothmgly,  "  you  hear  what  Leonard  says." 

''To  strike  him  I"  sobbed  the  girl  with 

choking  voice.      **  How  could  a  hand  be 

i^^sed  against  one  so  gentle  and  so  good !" 

"You  must  not  praise  me,  Clara,"  re- 
turned he,  dividing  the  curls  upon  her  brow, 
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and  pressing  his  Ups  to  it  imprinted  a  I 
and  loving  kiss.  "  Remember,"  contini 
he,  ^^  that  my  mother  cautioned  you  agai] 
doing  so,  as  she  said  it  made  me  vain.'" 

"And   where  is    Alice? ••    asked   M 
Somerset.     "I  hoped  that  she  would 
with  you.** 

"  I  fear,"  responded  Leonard,  dejected 
"  that  she  ^vill  not  join  us  to-day.'* 

"  Was  she  a  witness  to  the  dc 
of  violence?"  inquired  Mrs.  Somen 
anxiously. 

*'  She  heard  all  that  passed,  I  thin! 
replied  he,  ''  although  I  uttered  no  cry  i 


even  murmur.'' 


"  May  Heaven  have  mercy  on  a  n 
ther's  heart !  '*  fervently  ejaculated  M: 
Somerset. 

As  if  by  common  consent,  the  painf 
subject  of  discussion  was  now  dropped,  ai 
the  three  stroUed  in  silence  along  the  margi 
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of  the  lake^  and  Leonard  gathered  the  wild 
flowers,  gro¥dng  in  profiision  around,  to 
present  in  bouquets  to  Clara. 

The  principal  tributary  to  the  fine  mirror- 
like sheet  of  water  was  a  narrow  and  quick- 
running  stream,  flanked  by  alders,  which 
wound  a  serpentine  course  through  a  valley 
<3f  the    greatest  beauty.      Sloping    hills 
dotted  by  clumps  of  thorns  and  capped  by 
^wes  of   the  growth  of  centuries,   swept 
tbemsdves  in    gradual  declivities  to  the 
^^Went's  edge,  where  it  broke  noisily  over 
^  bed  of  pebbles,  and  lashed  root  and  stone, 
^d  foamed  and  whirled  along,  as  if  in  anger 
^t  the  impediments  to  its  course. 

Not  &T  from  the  mouth  of  the  lake 
^liere  the  stream  bubbled  from  the  shallows 
^d  ^ded  into  deep  black  water,  CJorporal 
^Wip's  form  was  detected  as  he  stood 
^pping  an  artificial  fly  lightly  over  the 
sutGeu^.     Adroitly  the  old  soldier  handled 


266  THE  BELLE   OF  THE   VILLAGE. 

his  pliant  pole,   and  notwithstanding 
low  and  thick  branches  drooping  around, 
sent  the  line  flying  between  them  with 
touching  a  twig. 

So  occupied  was  the  corporal  with 
essay    at    the    gentle    craft,    that,     u: 
addressed  by  Leonard  Woodbee,  he  remaii 
unconscious  of  any  one  s  approach. 

"Have  you  been  successful  with  y 
sport?  "  inquired  he. 

"  Oh !  "  exclaimed  Corporal  Crump,  di 
ping  his  hazel  rod  and  making  an  ordinc 
soldier-like  salute,  "  taken  by  surprise  in 
rear,  eh,  Sir?  " 

"  A  march  is  not  often  stolen  upon  yo 
observed  Mrs.  Somerset,  smiling. 

"  Why,  no,  my  Lady ! "  replied  the  vete 
reflectively.     '*  I've  seen  a  little  too  mi 
service,"  continued  he,  "  to  be  firequei 
taken  a-back  or  be  caught  dozing  at 
post" 
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^^How  many  fish  have  you  caught  to- 
V  asked  Clara. 

^  Three  brace  and  a  half  of  as  nice  trout 

«8  you  could  wish  to  see,"  returned  the 

corporal,  opening  the  creel,  and  exposing 

'^  view  the  fish  spread  on  a  layer  of  fi'esh- 

P'^^  rushes.     ^^  But  to  take  trout  hand- 

^'liely/'  continued  he,  ",we  should  borrow 

*  ^eaf  from  the  devil's  book,  and  do  as  he 

^s  with  us  poor  miserable  sinners." 

*^  The  devil's  book!"  repeated  Leonard. 

*  Why  so,  Corporal?" 

''^  He  has  the  most  tempting  lures  for  all 
^^^  and  seasons,  tastes  and  stomachs,  Sir," 
^p^ed  the  old  soldier,  "  and  there's  no  fish- 
^g  superior  to  this.     There  are  few  of  us 
^  wary  but  can  be  caught  with  some  par- 
ocular  favourite  sin,  and  it's  the  strength 
^  a  regiment  to  a  wooden  leg,  that  this  is 
^^  biut  which  covers  his  hook." 
"  Temptation —  " 
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^^  Is  like  this  May  fly,  my  Lady,"  added 
the  corporal,  exhibiting  the  rough  represen- 
tation of  the  gay-winged  insect  fabricated 
upon  a  hook.  ^^  It  looks  real,  and,  for  its 
kind,  substantial  enough;  but  let  but  a 
trout  snap  at  the  hackles  and  feathers, 
and  hell  find,  like  us  poor  miserable  sin- 
ners when  bobbing  at  a  bit  of  gold  or 
gammon,  what  it  is  to  be  caught  by  appear^ 
ances/' 

*'  That  it's  too  late  to  profit  by  the  lesson," 
replied  Mrs.  Somerset. 

"  There  is  the  tun  in  which  our  bolts  of 
sorrow  and  disappointment  are  shot,  my 
Lady!"  rejoined  the  veteran,  shaking  his 
head.  ^'  Too  late ;  our  lessons  are  all  learned 
too  late !  We  know  that  we're  wrong  when 
the  hook  is  in." 

"  I  begin  to  think  with  Mr.  Giles,"  sud 
Clara  with  a  smile,  "  that  Corporal  Crump 
would  be   as^  successful  in  the  hood  and 
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cassock  as  he  has  proved  himself  to  be. in 
a  uniform  of  a  different  character/' 

'^  If  I  were  a  teacher  o'  the  truth,  Miss 

Clara,"  replied  the  old  soldier,  putting  the 

May  fly    into    shape,   and   preparing  for 

Mother  throw,  ^^  I'd  make  it  a  point  to  set 

iDexample,  and  prove  by  my  living  as  well 

^  my  preaching  that  I  supported  the  argu- 

^nt    It's  easy  enough  to  tell  our  neigh- 

*^Ur8  what  they  should  do,  and  what  they 

^ould  not  do,"  continued  he  with  emphasis, 

^tit  leading  the  way,  and  showing  that 

y^ViVe    in    earnest,    is    paint    of   another 

^IfDur." 

-As  the  sentence  was  concluded  he  whipped 
"^^  fly  with  an  expert  cast  over  the  water, 
®^  that  it  seemed  to  flutter  as  it  fell  where 
*  ^w  air  bubbles  had  just  risen,  and  imme- 
"^^tely  afterwards  the  whish-sh  of  the  reel,  as 
*^^line  flew  from  it,  announced  that  it  had 
'^^^en  a  successful  one. 
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'^  It's  a  fish  worth  having;  this  time,"  nid 
Leonard,  interested  in  the  sport. 

"  Ay,  Sir,"  responded  the  corporal^  "  by 
the  pull  he  gives  he'll  sink  the  scale  with  a 
three  pound  weight." 

For  some  minutes  he  played  the  fish  with 
both  skill  and  patience  till,  at  length, 
exhausted  with  its  efforts,  up  came  the  cap* 
tive  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  exhibiting 
a  speckled  and  silver  side  of  great  attraction 
for  an  epicurean  eye.  Again,  however,  he 
sought  the  depths  where  the  green  rush 
springs,  and  it  still  seemed  doubtful  whether 
an  escape  would  not  be  effected,  when 
Leonard,  instructed  by  the  corporal,  took 
the  landing  net,  which  rested  against  the 
trunk  of  an  adjoining  alder,  and.  as  the 
trout  made  a  second  appearance,  held  the 
mesh  so  that  it  was  drawn  gradually 
into  it. 
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^^  There,"  said  Corporal  Cminp  exultingly, 

*^  weVe  got  him  safe  at  last.** 

.  ^  And  111  have  you  safe,  yon  poaching 

rascal! "  hallooed  a  voice  from  the  opposite 

side  of  the  stream,  and,  upon  looking  up,  the 

^ole  party  found  themselves  confronted 

hy  the  angry  and  threatening  visage  of 

Squire  Woodbee. 

"I beg  your  pardon,  Sir,"  said  the  old 
soldier,  raising  a  hand  to  his  brow,  "  but—  " 
"I  gave  him  leave  to  fish.  Papa,"  inter- 
rupted Leonard  quickly,  "  but  I  would  not 
We  done  so,  had  I  known  you  would  have 
objected," 

'*You  gave  him  leave.  Sir?*'   rqoined 
Squire  Woodbee,  with  a  brow  like  a  thunder 
cloud.     "  And  by  what  right  do  you  pre- 
sume to  exercise  such  an  authority?  " 

^^  I  thought,**  pleaded  the  abashed  boy, 
**  that  there  was  no  harm  in  my  doing  so. 
The  corporal,"  continued  he,  by  way  of  a 
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palliative,  ^^  is  always  very  generous  with 
what  he  catches/' 

^^  Generous  with  what  he  catches ! " 
repeated  his  irate  father.  ^^  Really  Fm 
infinitely  obliged  to  your  firiend,  Sir,  as  I 
suppose  I  must  regard  him,  for  being  liberal 
with  what  does  not  belong  to  him.  And 
pray  may  I  ask  if  those,  too,''  said  he, 
pointing  to  Mrs.  Somerset  and  Clara,  ^^  are 
trespassers  on  my  property  by  your  leave 
and  license?" 

Mrs.  Somerset,  whose  features  were 
hidden  by  a  thick  veil  of  black  crape,  made 
a  low  and  graceful  courtesy  at  the  comple- 
tion of  the  sentence,  and  taking  Clara  by 
the  hand  led  her  away. 

"  They  are  a  lady  and  her  daughter, 
friends  of  my  mother,"  replied  Leonard, 
"  living  in  the  village,  and  occasionally  walk 
here  with  her  and  me." 

"  Oh  indeed !  "  rejoined  the  Squire,  by  no 
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means  appeased  with  the  information.     ^^  I 
was  not  aware  of  your  possessing  clandes* 
tine  acquaintances.      Thank  you  for  the 
information." 

"  You'll  not  be  angry  with  either  him  or 
QSi  Sir,  I  hope,"  said  Corporal  Crump,  baring 
lu»  venerable  cauliflower  head.  "  If  we've 
done  wrong,  why  the  best  of  Christians  are 
not  always  in  the  right,  and  take  the  word 
of  an  old  soldier,  no  offence  was  meant." 

"iVe    nothing    to    do   Mrith  what  was 
meant,"   returned   Squire    Woodbee.      "  I 
found  you  fishing  in  my  trout  stream,  thats 
poaching.  I  found  those  persons,"  continued 
he,  pointing  to  Mrs.  Somerset  and  Clara 
retreating    from    the   vicinity,    "walking 
where  there  is  no  path,  upon  my  property ; 
tha£s  trespassing.     The   law  defines   these 
offences  by  these  titles,  and  provides  ade- 
quate punishment  for  the  perpetrating  of 
tbcm.     Had  it  not  been  for  my  sol's  uii- 

VOL.  I.  T 
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warrantable  interference  I  would  have  put 
it  in  force  against  all  with  the  utmost 
rigour ;  as  it  is,  begone  and  never  let  me 
see  ye  here  again." 

Corporal  Crump  made  no  reply;  but 
keeping  a  steady  eye  fixed  on  Squire  Wood- 
bee,  who  seemed  to  quail  beneath  the  keen, 
penetrating  glance,  slowly  replaced  his  hat, 
shouldered  his  rod,  and  strode  away. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


EvERTBODT  knew  Miss  Baxter;  Miss 
Elizabeth  Christina  Baxter.  Not  to  know 
that  small,  spare,  and,  indeed,  lean  Samari- 
tan who,  with  a  roll  of  music,  book,  or 
basket  in  hand,  trotted  with  a  kind  of 
pigeon's  run  from  house  to  house,  wherein 
young  ideas  had  to  be  duly  trained  and 
cultured,  would  be  proof  complete  of  a 
most  limited  acquaintance  with  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Grundy's  Green  and  its  vicinity. 
It  mattered  not  what  the  weather  was,    or 

what  the  season,   Miss  Elizabeth    Christina 

t2 
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Baxter  might  be  seen  trudging  tl 

heat  and  cold,  dust  and  mire,  snow 

and  rain  in  perfect  defiance  of  the  elei 

And  such  was  the  good  humour  and  1 

ness  of  spirit  sparkling  within  that 

bosom  like  rock  cr}'Stal  in  the  sun 

albeit  bereft  of  every  youthful  charm 

let  the  summer's  scorching  rays  bring 

globes  of  perspiration  upon  her  brc 

trickle  down  her  wan  and  toil-worn  fea 

or  the  keen  and  nipping  winter's  wi 

turn  tlie  tip  of  that  pointed  nose  in 

hue  of  a  ripe  mulberry,  there  was  al^ 

Miiilo  upon  Mijss  Baxter's  countcnan 

smile  of  contentment,  peace  and  chari 

All  loved  the  old  governess.     Eve: 

dullest   of  comprehension,  struggling 

the  gigantic  difficulties  of  the  multiplii 

table,    flattened    their    noses    agains 

windows  and  peeped  for  her  coming  wi 

the  smallest  dread.     If  a  lesson  was 
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learned,  Miss  Baxter  prabed  the  accomplisb- 

^eot  of  the  task  in  the  most  liberal  manner 

that  can  possibly  be  conceived,  and  if  a 

^ure  took  place,  however  decided,   there 

^  a  method  in  her  chiding  which  seemed 

9^te  pleasant  to  receive.     A  hope,  a  strong 

•^d  powerful  hope,  that  a  second  and  more 

^^rgetic  attempt  would  prove  triumphant, 

''^Variably  accompanied  the  correction,  and 

^^^^mples  were  selected  of  the  exalted  posi- 

^•'^^ns  those  held  in  her  affections,  who  did 

^■~^^ir  duty  with  satisfaction  in  common  to 

^*^^  teacher  and  the  taught. 

A  model  of  a  governess  was  Miss  Baxter. 

t^  atient  and  reconciled  to  her  lot,  she  per- 

fcormed  her  daily  work  for  her  daily  bread, 

^nd   notwithstanding  the  dire  difficulties 

^^hich  often  vexed  and  sorely  troubled  her 

*^^-to  use  a  conventional  phrase — "  making 

^^ds   meet,"    she    was    never    known    to 

^^rinur,      although     poverty      was      no 
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stranger  to  the  little  decayed  gentlewoman's 
home. 

For  Miss  Elizabeth  Christina  Baxter  was 
well  born,  well  educated,  and  once  possessed 
both  the  comforts  and  luxuries  of  life ;  but 
the  storm  came  when  least  expected,  and 
the  merchant's  daughter,  flattered  and 
caressed  by  the  rich  and  titled,  was  for- 
gotten, as  if  she  had  never  been,  when  one 
hapless  day  men  shrugged  their  shoulders 
on  the  Exchange  and  whispered  "bank- 
rupt." 

She  was  young  then,  full  of  hope  and 
dreams  of  future  happiness,  a  light-hearted, 
merry  girl.  The  scene  was  changed,  and 
the  merchant's  heiress,  the  child  of  him 
whose  wealth  commanded  the  adulation 
of  fawning  thousands,  became  dependent 
upon  her  own  labours  to  avoid  the  more 
fearful  alternative  of  a  pauper's  refuge. 

Such  is  life. 
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lie  Striking  features  both  of  Miss  Baxter 

^d  her  establishment  were  their  limitations. 

^ot  only,    as  before  has  been   remarked, 

^   her    own     person     upon    a    small 

^e;  but  everything  around,  about,   and 

^  her  possession  corresponded  as  by  exact 

^d  proportionate  admeasurement.      Her 

ioufie  consisted  of  two  rooms,  as  the  land- 

^Td  fiicetiously  called  them,  although  cup- 

'^oardfl  would  have  been  far  more  appropriate 

appellations  for  the   apartments,  and  the 

ffaxden,  abutting  on  the  highway,  comprised 

'^J^  six  square  feet  of  ground,  irrespectively 

^^  the  path,  occupying  quite  four  in  addi- 

^^^n.    It  was,  however,  with  considerable 

^^terest    that    Miss    Baxter    watched   the 

^^Hual  reappearance  of  a  solitary  bachelor 

^^^us,  which  reared  its  saffron  head  from 

^^  patch  of  black  mould,  in  front  of  her 

f^^al,  to  tell  her  that  spring  was  coming, 

^^  she  cherished  a  fondness  for  the  stumpy 


\^A  >'ltl«      IV  I  A  I  \  '  K.A.  A\JL  y^\J  JLA  A  t  7  A.   A<jy.J\.».  A.XA  I.  A  A  V,  <  ^/A^ 

ici'ciice    (>i     tliirty-six    liljcral    inclies. 
never  looked  in  a  thriving   state,  but 
sionally  threw  forth  a  few   sickly 
leaves  to  wither,  £Etde,  and  &11,   and 
wavering  alternately  between   antid 
death  and  unlooked-for  resuscitation, 
Miss  Baxter's  floricultural  afiections  i 
opposite  condition  to  that  of  a  somnoli 
one. 

Within,  as  without,  everything  perti 
to  the  household  was  small,  very  smal 
West  Indian  planter's  hat  would  hav 
tinguished  the  table  on  which  Miss '. 
beth  Christina  took  her  diurnal  meals 
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be  enjojcd  apon  their  comfortless  propor- 
tions. 

Eveiything  pertaining  to  the  household 
was  small,  very  smalL 

A  little  kettle  hissed  and  spluttered,  like 
^  ill-conditioned  critic,  upon  a  stove  hold- 
ing but  a  pinch  of  coals  when  piled  to  the 
topmost  bar,  and  the  poker  was  not  bigger 
titan  the  skewer  one  sometimes   sees  in  a 
'^und  of  boiled  beef.     In  a  closet  which,  it 
^  aaperfluous  to  say,  was  close  at  hand,  a 
ftw  culinary  articles   were  arranged,    and 
Speared  to  have  been  originally  constructed 
ibr  some  popular  pigmy.     A  mutton  chop 
'^ould  have  more  than  covered  the  gridiron, 
^d  a  muffin  must  have  been  squeezed  into 
the  frying*pan.       Even     the    teapot   was 
small,  very  small;  and  that  is  saying  some- 
thing for  the  self-denial  of  an  old  maid  of 
sixty-one  who,  if  she  felt  an  approximation 
to  the  pleasure  which  may  be  derived  from 
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the  Stimulating  influence  of  the  cup,  it  waa 
in  the  temperate  one  of  a  cup  of  tea,  fiu 
from  strong  and  under  sugared. 

It  was  not  a  habit  of  Miss  Elizabeth 
Christina  Baxter  to  let  the  gloom  of  anti< 
cipated  evils  cast  their  shadows  around  her; 
but  as  she  sat  one  evening  by  her  own  fire- 
side  watching  the  &ces,  figures,  and  quaint 
shapes  of  things,  neither  celestial  nor  terret 
trial,  which  ever  and  anon  became  visible  a 
the  burning  coals,  a  fear  of  something  aboi 
to  happen,  an  undefined  dread  stole  throu/ 
her  system  with  the  chilling  efiect  of  cc 
water  trickling  down  the   centre   of  I 
back. 

And  who  has  not  felt  the^  same  forel 
ing,  the  same  mysterious,  inexplicable  < 
rauning  of  the  future  with   the  pre? 
Linking  the  unreal  with  the  real,  how 
are  phantoms  the  harbingers  of  the  € 

It  was  strange,  very  strange,  at  lei 


I  .< 
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thought  Hi8s  Baxter,  as  with  an  inyoluntary 
shudder  she  seized  the  skewer,  and  poked 
the  fire  into  a  blaze,  which  throwing  forth 
ft  dear  cheerftd  light,  brought  her  coun- 
tenance upon  the  canvass,  as  it  were,  like  a 
pctore  just  scrubbed. 

Time  works  great  changes  in  beauty's 
poicillings,  and  frequently  not  a  trace 
i^^mains  of  what  has  been.  This  was  not, 
Wever,  the  case  with  Miss  Elizabeth 
Christina  Baxter.  If  her  cheek  no  longer 
^ore  the  bloom  of  youfh,  and  furrows  lined 
^1^  there  was  still  that  left  which  told 
^t  her  glass  might  once  have  been  con- 
^ted  with  more  thanusualsatisfaction.  Her 
^tures,  delicately  moulded,  appeared  never 
^0  have  been  ruffled  by  contending  passions, 
^  those  fierce  feelings  which  put  indelible 
^Is  upon  them,  and  they  still  wore  the 
^fld  expression  of  a  happy,  gentle  child. 

The  neatness  of  Miss  Baxter's  costume, 


i 
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both  generally  and  particularly,  was  pro- 
verbial. ^^  As  neat  as  Miss  Baxter/*  became 
a  local  simile  of  long  standing,  and  difficult 
indeed  would  it  have  been  for  any  one  tc 
have  surpassed  her.  Her  hair,  frosted  bji 
chinchilla  tints,  was  worn  in  two  straigfa 
bands,  and  a  bowless  cap,  fringed  with  th<« 
paragon  -  of  lace  borders,  worked  by  h^ 
own  hands,  formed  a  perfect  antithesis  b« 
Mistress  Twigg's.  There  was  nothing  jaimt^ 
about  Miss  Baxter's  cap.  It  sat  upon  h^ 
head  as  close  as  wax,  and  looked  as  mu&l 
a  part  and  parcel  of  it  as  its  natural  skirs 
Prim  it  might  have  been,  and  with  tl» 
supporting  evidence  probably  a  waste  C3 
time  to  struggle  against  the  objection ;  bu- 
what  could  be  smoother,  and  in  mor' 
l^erfect  order,  than  the  network  and  ruffle 
which  encompassed  her  neck  and  throat ' 
And  then  the  high-cut,  long-waisted  dress- 
always  of  a  sombre  cx>lour,  had  no  rival 
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Pattern    in,     near,     or    about    Grundy's 

^^u.    Its  oii^ality  was  undisputed,  and 

^  Baxterian   style    remained    by   itself, 

UnUke  old  maids,  who  are  somewhat  irre- 
^*^i?>eritly  spoken  of  by  theribald  tongueof  "the 
P^>at  horse  rumour,"  Miss  Elizabeth  Chris- 
^■^a  Baxter  kept  no  cat,  neither  did  she 
^^light  in  scandal,  gossip,  cordials,  or  other 
^inds  of  stimulants.  In  speaking  of  her 
^^ighbours,  she  appeared  to  have  an  excel* 
'^^Ht  memory  for  theirllKrtues  but  none  for 
^lieir  failings,  and  thus  it  was  that  the  even 
^nor  of  her  life  passed  and  glided  on. 

There  were  some  frightful  faces  in  the 
coals,  and  all  seemed  to  be  grinning  at  Miss 
B&xter,  as  she  endeavoured  in  vain  to  dispel 
the  cloud  which  hung  gloomily  upon  her 
spirits.  At  other  times,  solitary  as  her 
^ndition  might  be  cotisidered,  she  would 
^^t  have  sprung  like  a  shuttle-cock   from 
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the  Stroke  of  the  battledore,  as  a  slight  rap 
gave  notice  of  some  one  being  just  on  the 
outside  of  the  threshold  of  her  door;  but 
as  the  knock  for  admission  was  delivered, 
her  person  gave  a  convulsive  bound  from 
the  cane-bottomed  chair  of  which  it  seemed 
scarcely  capable. 

^^Who  is  there?"  said  Miss  Baxter, 
placing  her  right  hand  on  her  left  side  and 
panting  as  if  a  severe  race  had  been  brought 
to  a  finish  with  no  time  for  the  recovery  of 
breath.  ^'  Who  is  there,  I  say  ? "  and  she 
placed  an  ear  to  the  key-hole  of  the  door 
with  evident  trepidation. 

"  Let  me  in,"  replied  a  soft,  plaintive 
voice,  and,  as  soon  as  the  words  were  spoken, 
bolt  and  lock  flew  back  to  the  touch  of  Miss 
Baxter's  nimble  fingers,  and  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
(mtering  the  cottage,  tottered  forward  and 
bank  in  an  exhausted  condition  upon  the 
nearest  seat. 
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"  MTiat— teM  me  what  has  happened  ?  " 
9^ted  Miss  Baxter,  clasping  Mrs.  Wood- 
bee's  liands  between  her  own,  and  bending 
OFer  her  with  the  deepest  solicitude. 

"A  moment,"  replied  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
Aintly,  "  and  I  will  tell  you  all,  and  were 
it  not  for  one,"  continued  she,  raising  her 
eyes,  "  one  whom  I  could  not  leave  willingly 
OD  earth  even  for  heaven  itself,  would  that 
when  told  my  last  words  were  spoken !" 

"Speak  not  so,"  rejoined  Miss  Baxter, 
drawing  a  chair  by  th#8ide  of  her  friend. 
"Your words  wring  my  very  heart." 

"Ah!"    sighed   Mrs.    Woodbee,   deeply. 

*  Thousands  of  hearts  are  daily  wrung,  and 

^tj  to  its  possessor,  seems  more  tortured 

^  the  rest.     But  mine — a  mother's  heart 

"^J^ked    through   witnessing  the   broken 

*^^th  and  wasting  energies  of  her  child ;  to 

^  him  tremble  at  his  own  thoughts,  and 

^'^k  the  anxious  dread  blanching  his  once 
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ruddy  cheek  and  happy  face,  is  woe  which 
a  mother  can  only  feel.  If  it  pleased  Hm,*' 
continued  she,  ^^  who  directs  all  things  £3r 
all-wise  purposes,  to  have  smitten  my  boy 
with  fell  disease,  and  taken  him  from  me, 
to  have  murmured  would  have  been  bat 
mortal ;  but  to  see  his  young  heart  dying 
within  him,  to  kill  him  before  my  eyes  by 
a  death  so  cruel,  is" — and  bursting  into 
tears  she  could  say  no  more. 

Sympathising  with  her  friend  to  the 
fullest  extent,  Miss  Baxter  exercised  the 
most  persuasive  language  at  her  command, 
to  assuage  the  grief  which  overwhelmed 
Mrs.  Woodbee;  but  all  she  could  say  ap- 
peared to  produce  but  little  effect. 

"In  the  forms  of  men,"  resumed  the 
sorrowing  mother,  "  devils  are  sometimes 
to  be  mot  with,  and  if  ever  one  existed  in 
the  shape  of  man,  more  cruel,  treacherous, 
and   remorseless  than  another,    it  is  that 
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demoiiy      Dr.     Starkie,    poor      Leonard's 
tutor.** 

''  Xhe  wretch ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Baxter. 
^  But  he  will  get  his  deserts,  dear  Madam, 
Tes  yes;  we  shall  yet  see  him  with  a  pro- 
pc^onate  reward  for  his  iniquities." 

^*  Poor  consolation  that  to  me,*'  returned 

■**f  companion,  dejectedly.    "  What  I  would 

^^)  is  to  check  or  stop  them,  and  this  is  the 

^^ject  of  my  seeking  you  to-night.     You 

^^ays  loved  your  little  pupil?" 

"  Fondly,"  rejoined  Miss  Baxter  with 
^^thusiasm,  *'  and  am  prepared,  if  necessary 
^  walk  ov€r  red-hot  ploughshares  to  serve 

'^  The  ordeal  I  am  about  asking  you  to 

^dergo,**    said    Mrs.    Woodbee,    rallying 

^ghtly  from  her  depression,  "is  not  so  severe 

^  that ;  but  still  one  which  will  sorely  test 

^^Ur  nerves,  I  fear." 

*•  No  matter,"  replied  Miss  Baxter,  with 
Vol.  I.  u 
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a    courageous    demeanour    amounting   to 
recklessness,  ^^  Vm  prepared  for  anything." 

^^For  some  time  past,**  continued  her 
companion,   ^^I   have  felt  convinced  that 
Doctor  Starkie  has  some  object  to  serve  in 
the  treatment  to  which  he  subjects  my  toon ; 
but  what  that  is,  remains  beyond  my  powefs 
of  penetration  to  discover.    To  me  he  is  aB 
profession  of  kindness  and  considerati<»i^ 
and  regrets  the  discipline  necessary — as  he 
says  —  for  the  development  of  his  mental   . 
powers.     This,  however,  is  but  a  mask  to^ 
conceal  a  design  of  which  I  am  ignoranU^ 
He  knows,  as  well  as  myself,  that  so 
from  acquiring  knowledge,  his  mind, 
his   poor    attenuated    frame,  is  becomin, 
hourly  impaired,  and  unless  a  change,  a  totaV 
and  speedy  change,  takes  place  in  the  harsfatf 
conduct  which  is  so   constantly  observed^ 
towards  him,  instead  of  the  scholar  loade^E 
with  honors  we  shall  have — an  idiot/' 
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'^Heiven  have  mercy  on  us!''  exclaimed 

^  Baxter.     '^  What  can  be  done  to  avert 

«cfc  misery?" 

'^ J  Mj,**  resumed  Mrs.  Woodbee,  without 
kediog  the  remark,  ^^  that  Doctor  Starkie 
imoB  this  as  well  as  I  do,  and  yet  he  con* 
iboesi  from  day  to  day,  to  pursue  the 
>iiie  unrelenting  course.  My  husband, 
Uiiii  to  the  consequences,  and  his  thoughts 
wrapped  in  the  vision  of  seeing  his  son  a 
peat  and  distinguished  man,  perceives 
Mhiog  but  the  effects  of  mental  labour, 
vid  sternly  forbids  my  slightest  interference ; 
W  with  you,  perhaps,  he  may  be  more 
prtient    He  wiU  Usten"— 

^^He  shaU  listen,"  interrupted  Miss  Baxter. 
^m  tell  him  to  his  face  that  he's  a  brute." 

"Nay,  nay,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Woodbee^ 
■miliiig  ^^  such  a  beginning,  I  fear,  would 
^  lead  to  a  desirable  end.  You  must 
^ntrol  your  feelings,  and  lead  him  rather 

u2 
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by  persuasive  reasoning,  than  that  of  i 
opposite  character.  Tell  hhn— as  he  ca; 
not  but  believe — ^that,  seeing  so  great  ai 
sad  an  alteration  in  your  late  pupil,  yc 
are  led,  from  the  most  dLdnterested  of  m* 
tives,  to  represent  thegreat  injury  whichmu 
be  the  result  of  the  present  system  of  "- 
^^  Barbarous  cruelty,  becoming  only  m 
vage  cannibals,"  added  Miss  Baxter.  ^'  Thai 
the  truth,  and  it  does  me  good  to  speak  it 

^^I  begin  to  fear  that  your  advocacy 
returned  Mrs.  Woodbee,  ^^  would  not  furdii 
the  cause." 

^^  Don't  be  afraid  of  my  want  of  diacr 
tion,''  said  Miss  Baxter.  ''  In  the  present 
of  Bluebeard ;  pardon  me,"  continued  sh 
taking  one  of  her  companion's  hands  betwei 
her  own,  ^^but,  save  in  your  presenoe, 
always  call  Mr.  Woodbee  Bluebeard — I 
say  not  a  word  which  might  offend  hiz 
Whatever  my  inclination  may  be  to  spes 
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exceedingly  plain  and  to  the  purpose,  I 
must  think  of  the  object  only,  and  the  most 
^pediait  method  of  attaining  it'' 

^^Tou  will  undertake,  then,  to  see  my 
httalMuid?"  inquired  Mrs.  Woodbee. 

^^  Afraid  as  one  naturally  must  be  of 

•^y  one,  or  anjrthing  exceedingly  fierce," 

^plied  Miss  Baxter,  ^^  I  will  most  assuredly 

^nfront  Mr.  Bluebeard  at  an  early  hour  in 

^  morning.     He  may  feel  inclined  to  cut 

^y  head  off,"  continued  she,  closing  her 

^^  with  resignation,  "but  he  will  confine 

'^  feelings  to  these  limits,  I've  no  doubt." 

thiring  this  conference,  the  only  light  in 

^^  apartment  was  that  rendered  by  the  fire, 

^^*^ch,  being  neglected,  threw  but  a  dull, 

^^den  one  around,  making  "  darkness  visi- 

^^*'    The  moon  now  broke  from  between 

Heavy  bank  of  douds,  and  shining  brightly 

^*th,  brought  bright  shadows  from  without, 

streaked  them  in  fantastic  shapes  upon 
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the  walls.  Among  them,  dbtinct  and  pal- 
pable, was  that  of  a  man  in  a  stoopiiig 
attitude,  with  a  hand  raised  as  if  to  catch 
the  slightest  sound,  or  as  an  indication  of 
his  riveted  attention. 

^^  Look  I "    exclaimed    Mrs.     Woodbee, 
pointing  to  the  reflection.    ^^  What  is  that?' 

^<  What  is  that?"  repeated  Miss  Baxter^ 
in  a  tone  of  indignation,  as  she  seized  the 
skewer  of  a  poker,  and  flourished  it  above 
her  head.  '^  7%af/'  continued  she,  loudlji 
so  as  to  convey  due  notice  of  her  ad^^ent, 
^^  is  the  shadow  of  some  paltry,  mean,  and 
contemptible  eaves-dropper  listening  at  the 
keyhole  of  my  door.  If  not  off  before  I 
open  it,  I  wiU  try  what  stout  iron  will  do 
upon  the  substance.'* 

As  these  words  were  delivered  during 
Miss  Baxter's  approach  towards  the  door, 
the  shadow  gradually  glided  from  the  wall, 
and  before  it  was  thrown  back  upon  ita^ 
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lunges,  it  had  vanished,  and  left  no  trace 
behind. 

**  Stand  forth !"  cried  Miss  Baxter,  "  who- 
ever you  are,**  and  she  pitched  her  voice  in 
a  shrill  key.  "  Let  me,  at  least,  know  thii 
hiieBt  of  mankind;"  but  if  truth  must  be 
told,  there  was  little  desire  for  an  immediate 
introduction  to  the  basest  of  mankind. 
Like  many  a  bolder  heart,  Miss  Baxter's 
^  a  steadier  pulse  when  danger  appeared 
^^  Ae  perspective. 

'*  I  may  be  wrong,**  remarked  Mrs.  Wood- 
"^  tiervously ;  "  but  I  think — I  think  that 
^  Conversation  has  been  overheard  by — " 

^The  basest  of  mankind,*'  added  Miss 

^*t€r  JEtt  the  top  of  her  voice  ;  "of  that  I 

*  quite  certain,  let  the  individual  be  whp 

^*  !No  matter,"  returned  Mrs.  Woodbee, 

^^  suspicions  are,  perhaps,  ill-founded; 

^  the  shadow  bore  so  close  a  resemblance 
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to  Doctor  Starkie,  that  I  cannot  but  thi 
it  was  he  who  was  playing  eaves-droppe: 

^^  Then  he  must  have  watohed  you  on  t 
road,  and  dogged  your  footsteps  here,"  i 
joined  Miss  Baxter. 

^^  I'm  sure  it  was  him/'  said  Mrs.  Woe 
bee,  musingly. 

^^  But  what  could  be  his  object?"  inquir 
Miss  Baxter. 

^^  It  is  impossible  to  divine/'  replied  I 
companion.  ^^  There  is  so  much  mystc 
in  all  he  says  and  does,  that  I  almost  dre 
to  think  of  him." 

"  Well,  well,''  ejaculated  Miss  Baxt 
"  If  it  was  him,  he  heard  no  compliments 
remarks  concerning  himself,  and  that's  higl 
consoling  to  me.  However,"  continu 
she,  "to-morrow  morning  I  wiU  call  up 
Mr.  Bluebeard,  and  expostulate  with  hi 
even  if  he  should  threaten  to  call  in  t 
headsman.      In  the  meantime  you    mi 
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not  give  way  to  fear  or  despondency ;  but 
lioping  for  the  best,  resist  anticipations  of 
evil.  I  will  accompany  you  on  your  road 
homewards,  and  rely  implicitly  upon  your 
bodyguard  for  that  protection  which  the 
weak  have  a  right  to  demand  at  the  hands 
of  the  strong  and  doughty." 

And  having  said  that  which  she  believed 
to  be  most  likely  to  cheer  the  spirits  of  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  Miss  Baxter  seized  her  shawl  and 
bonnet,  and,  with  a  shake  and  a  pull,  com- 
pleted her  toilet,  and  announced  that  "  she 
was  ready." 


END   OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


Alone,  with  his  stedfast  looks  fixed  on 
vacancy,  sat  Dr.  Starkie  within  the  gloomy 
confines  of  Leonard's  study.     The  paren- 
thesis was  strongly  marked,  and  his  inward 
thoughts  appeared  to  be  working  to  a  satis- 
&ctory  conclusion,  for  a  smile  played  upon 
liis  tbin-lined  lips,    and  an  expression   of 
pleasurable  slyness  darted  from  his  eye  like 
ft  monkey  in  a  devilish  mood. 
*'  Love ! "  said  he  with  a  sneer,  "  there's  no 
VOL.  n.  B 


2  THE  BELLE  OF  THE  YILLAOE. 

such  thing  !  The  young  think  that  there 
is,  but  the  old,  and  those  of  the  world, 
know  that  there  is  not.  It  is  another 
word  for  passion,  which  when  satiated 
consumes  itself.     The  poet  was  right. 

**  *  Women  are  angels,  wooing ; 

Things  won  are  done ;  the  sonl^s  joy  lies  in  doing/ 

**  But  what  joy  !  "  exclaimed  the  Oxford 
double-first  prize-man,  starting  from  hi 
chair  with  a  flushed  face,  and  bringing  hisas 
hands  together  he  wrung  them  as  if  th 
blood  would  fly  from  the  veins.  "  As  if  ou 
subtle  natures,"  continued  he,  rising  an 
pacing  with  a  hasty,  noiseless  tread  abou 
the  room,  "  were  formed  to  illustrate 
anomalism,  we  most  desire  that  which  appears:' 
beyond  our  reach,  and  the  greater  the  labour  ^ 
in  attaining  the  object,  the  more  appreciable- 
its  gratification.  Risk,  opposition,  imped 
ments,  and  danger,  are  the  fanning  causes 
man's  unwearied  energy.     Without  them  hr^  - 


■*; 
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'^nci  would  be  like  the  fire  in  the  flint 
^^o.nting  the  agency  of  steel." 

iTlie  doctor  paused  here,  and  stood  mutely 
t^itirig  his  lips  with  a  knitted  and  contracted 

**  If  we  are  free  agents/'   resumed  he, 

b.ow  is  it  that  circumstances,  not  of  our 

^"^^^Ti  creation,   give  rise  to  events  which, 

^^^tuingly  the  work  of  chance,  control  our 

^^tiny  ?      Like  causes  produce  like  eflfects. 

pricked,    we    bleed;    if   tickled,  laugh. 

"^eet  sounds  please  the  ear,  and  beauty 

^^^flames  the  blood.     Ay,"  repeated  he  be- 

^"^een  his  clenched  teeth,  "  beauty  inflames 
^^e  blood  I  "  and  he  again  clasped  his  hands 

^^d  pressed  them  with  the  force  of  one 
"^l^ouring  under  intensity  of  feeling. 

**  What  if  she  be  another's  wife?  "   conti- 

^^^  he,  and  a  sneer  curled  his  upper  lip. 

Xt  was  not  by  my  consent  that  she  became 

^^.     I  had  no  hand  in  the  arrangement, 

b2 
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neither    was  it    by  my  seeking  that  we 
met. 

^^  Inanimate  things  are  attracted  by  inscru- 
table influences,  as  the  needle  by  the  mag- 
net    Matter  holds  together  by  the  cohesion 
of  atoms.     If  then  the  laws  of  nature  thus 
govern  the  materia^  why  should  not  the  im- 
material be  under  the  same  dictation  ?    The 
physical  is  but  a  machine;  our  pulse  beats, 
our  blood  circulates ;  respiring  lungs  perfornu 
their  offices,  and  all  belonging  to  the  frames 
act  without  our  will  or  instrumentality.     Isi 
it,  therefore,  unreasonable  to  conjecture  that 
our  ideas,  passions,  and  sensibilities  of  every" 
kind,  frequently  under  the  direct  influencesE 
of  the  transient  state  and  condition  of  thes 
body,  should  be  also  governed  by  the  sames 
secret  and  impenetrable  power  ?     Who  cam 
check  the  impression  creating  the  thought?^ 
Who  control  the  thought  leading  to  the  voli- 
tion ?    What,  then,  are  the  actions  of  mew 
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^^t  the  effects  of  causes  neither  of  their  own 
^^"Gation,  choice,  nor  command? 
**  Free  Agents! 

^^  A  feather  blown  in  the  hurricane  can 

its  course  as  easily  as  we  can  ours. 

^^^•^atures  of  apparent  self-control,  and  yet 

^^thout  any,  we  take  our  allotted  course, 

^^It  ether  for  seeming  good  or  evil,  and  con- 

^^tute  to  the  completion  of  the  vast  design. 

**  Mystery  of  mysteries!  '* 

Doctor  Starkie  took  a  long-drawn  breath, 

*^^t   appeared  still  in  the   mood  to  soli- 

1 


uise. 

**  We  love,"  continued  he,  " — to  use  the 

Conventional  term — frequently  as  we  hate, 

"^^thout  knowing  why.     Within  ourselves 

^xistthe  hidden  influences  dictating  those 

iinpulses  which  sway  the  destinies  of  all. 

I^heking  and  the  peasant  may   aljike  be 

governed  by  love  and  hatred,   and  yet  both 

^  unaccountable  for  their  origin.     So  is  it 


Thi-      ruticlllMoli     ;il.pc;irc.l       tO      -ivc 

Oxford  double-first  prize-man  tlie  gre 
satisfaction ;  for  be  dropped  himself  qa 
into  his  chair,  and  began  playing  the  d( 
tattoo  upon  one  of  its  arms  while  he  1 
med  an  accompaniment  in  the  most  che 
manner. 

"  Man  18  an  irresponsible  being,"  repe 
Doctor  Starkie,  and  the  tune  became  i 
lively,  and  he  nodded  his  head  to  and  fi 
if  keeping  the  exact  measure  of  the  tin 

*'  There  are  many  roads  to  the  same  c 
continued  he,  "  and  the  direct  course  c 
appears  the  most  crooked.    To  gun  i 
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from  his  lips  was  scarcely  audible.      ^^  I  am 

Hot  a  lady  killer/'  said  he,  ^^  not  one  of  those 

'Whispering,  smiling^  sneaking  knaves  who 

^e  like  truth,  cajole  with  flattery,  and  catch 

'^^oman's  rakish  heart  like  boys  net  butter- 

^ies.     For  such  as  these  the  highway  is 

^xt^ad  and  straight,  and  few  miss  their  game 

'e  by  accident;  but  for  mine,  craft  must 

exercised." 

Footsteps  were  now  heard  approaching, 

^^d    Doctor    Starkie,    opening  a    volume, 

*^^^came  so  absorbed  in  the  page  before  him 

^l^at  no  one  would  have  suspected  that  he 

"^^as  cognizant  of  the  presence  of  Leonard 

^nd  his  mother  as  they   entered  the  room 

tH>gether  with  one  of  his  hands   clasped  in 

l^ers. 

*^  Doctor  Starkie,"  pleaded  a  faint  voice, 
**  can  I — may  I  speak  with  you?  " 

"  May  you  speak  with  me  ?  "    echoed  the 
doctor,  starting  with  feigned  surprise,  and 
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dosing  his  book  with  a  jerk.  *^  My  deal 
Madam,  pray  be  seated,"  and  he  placed  \ 
chair  dose  by  the  side  of  his  own,  and  bowe 
and  smiled,  and  rubbed  the  backs  of  hi 
hands,  while  the  parenthesis  becam 
most  powerfully  devdoped. 

Leonard  stared  with  blinkless  eydid 
at  his  tormentor's  fece,  and  his  finger 
involuntarily  pressed  those  of  his  mother* 
dosely,  as  the  tutor  with  an  air  of  fondlin 
kindness,  divided  the  luxuriant  curls  upo: 
his  brow,  and  smoothed  them  with  a  sol 
and  silky  touch,  as  if  the  last  man  on  eart 
to  ruffle  the  brain  they  covered  with 
single  thought,  dread,  or  care,  was  Doctc 
Starkie. 

"  A  nice  boy,"  said  the  doctor,  droppin 
himself  gently  into  his  seat,  ^'  a  mother 
pet  if  not — if,  ah!  hem!  But  we  sha 
improve,  yes,  yes,"  and  he  gave  a  successio 
of  mild  double  knocks  between   his   pupil' 
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Moulders.  "Diligence  and  perseverance, 
^J  dear  Madam,**  continued  he,  drawing 
*^^  the  margins  of  his  mouth,  "  overcome, 
Undermine,  top,  conquer,  and  render  as  no- 
thing difficulties  of  Alpine  structure,  and  as 
^A  rocks  of  coral,  fabricated  by  some  of  the 
^Kxiost  pigmy  of  nature's  architects,  we  see 
^lie  end  to  what  small  beginnings  may  ^ve 


» 


Krs.  Woodbee  sighed. 
^'Hah!*'  responded  Doctor  Starkie,  shaking 
*^  head,  and  then  he  sighed  again ;  but  by 
*^^  bright  twinkle  in  his  eyes  there  was 
^ttle  of  sorrow  in  his  breast. 

Inhere  was  a  pause,  a  long  and  awkward 

^^tcrval    which  appeard  irksome  to  bear. 

^'^^^x^s.  Woodbee  sat  with  an  arm  encircling 

tl^^  waist  of  her  son,  as  he  stood  leaning 

^^ghtly  against  her  shoulder,  as  if  to  avoid 

^     nearer    approach  to    the    doctor,  while 

^^   remained  caressing  the  backs    of  his 
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hands,  glancing  like  a  snake  ready  with  i 
sting. 

*'*  It  cannot  have  failed  your  observatioi 
at  length  said  Mrs.  Woodbee,  drawing  a  hai 
across  her  brow  as  it  throbbed  with  anguit 
^*  you  must  have  seen  almost  day  by  day 
late/*  continued  she,  ^*  that  Leonard's  heal 
ay/'  and  the  tear^  rose  as  she  spoke,  '^  mo 
much  more  than  health,  is  giving  way  to  1 
drudgery  of  his  books.  I  hoped,  indc 
thought  from  what  you  said  to  me  on  a  p 
vious  occasion  when  I  made  a  similar  j 
peal,  that  the  severity  of  the  system  would 
relaxed,  and  that  the  happiness  of  a  moti 
would  find  as  much  consideration  w 
Doctor  Starkie  as  the  mistaken,  ill-judg 
pride  of  a  father." 

"  You  must  not  rebuke  me,"  replied  i 
doctor,  "  pray  do  not  rebuke  me,  dear 
Madam,''  said  he,  raising  his  white  hands  a 
placing  thcui  gently   together  in  a  besee* 


! 
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ingfcrm.    "  If  it  rested  with  me,  our  dear 

jomg  friend  here  should  roam  the  fields 

and-" 

"It  does  rest  with  you,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Woodbee.  "Tell  my  husband  that  it  is 
necessary,  and  tiiere  will  be  no  opposition 
toaUthatlwish." 

^  I  told  him  what  you  desired  on  the  last 
occasion,"  rejoined  tiie  doctor  in  a  sleek, 
iniooth  tone  ;  "  but  he  would  not  consent 
to  tJie  smallest  diminution  in  our  labours — 
I  Bay  our  labours,*'  said  he  with  emphasis, 
**  for  the  teacher's  work  is  little  less  arduous 
than  the  taught." 

"  It  can  be  no  secret  that  my  desires  have 
little  weight  with  Mr.  Woodbee,"  returned 
she,  sorrowftilly,  "  more  particularly  as  re- 
gards our  child.  What  I  ask,  nay,  pray  and 
*^^8eech  you.  Sir,  is,  to  advocate  my  views 
^  your  own,  and  then,  as  you  know,  all 
^'^d  be  weU.     My  boy's  cheek  would  be 
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ruddy  again,  and  we  should  hear  his  mer 
laugh  ring  like  a  wild  bird^s  song.  C 
how  happy  it  would  make  me ! " 

Doctor  Starkie  rubbed  his  hands  mc 
quickly,  and  two  hectic  spots  almost 
bright  and  scarlet  as  drops  of  blood  prick 
freshly  from  a  vein,  presented  themselv 
suddenly  in  the  centre  of  his  cheeks,  ac 
spreading  as  quickly  as  they  came,  his  ft 
became  like  one  inflamed  with  wine,  and  1 
eyes  glistened  beneath  his  shaggy  bro' 
with  the  fierce  devil-like  fire  of  uncheck 
passion. 

In  a  moment — so  soon  that  she  ev 
doubted  whether  it  had  been  done — ^t 
hand  encircling  her  son  was  clutched,  anc 
hot,  burning  kiss  imprinted  upon  it,  a  k 
which  a  demon's  lips  might  have  pressed. 

Silent — mute  with  indignation — ^the  i 
censed  wife's  looks  flashed  upon  him  w 
had   thus  insulted  her;  but  he  met  the 
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^^1  quailed,  and  there  was  the  parenthesis 
*^  of  old,  and  a  set  of  teeth  as  white  and 
^  Ven  as  a  shark's. 

"  Not  a  moment,"  said  Doctor  Starkie, 
'liming  abruptly  to  Leonard,  "  lose  not  a 
*>Xoinent.  Get  your  bat,  ball,  and  kite,  to- 
^  ay  ni  be  your  playfellow." 

The  boy  was  bewildered,  The  ogre  to  be 
l^is  playfellow ! 

"  Let  Blackthorn  come,"    continued  the 

doctor,  springing  upon  his  feet ;  "  oh !    but 

"ell  be  a  right  merry  company !     There, 

't  you  gone,'*  and  he  pushed  his  gaping 

I^^pil  from  the  room,  "  and  meet  me  within 

^^H  minutes  in  the  park." 

They  were  alone. 

**  You  see  how  ready  I  am  to  make  you 

^^Ppy>"  whispered   Doctor  Starkie,  moving 

^^'Wards  Mrs.  Woodbee,  who  had  now  risen 

'^m  her  chair,  and  remained  looking  at  him 

^^th  an  expression   of  mingled   fear   and 


14  THE  BELLE  OF  THE  VILLAGB. 

contemptuous  anger.  ^^  Hencefortb, 
sumed  he,  gliding  noiselessly  forward  ! 
shadow  upon  the  wall  until  he  stood 
beside  her,  ^^  it  shall  be  my  sole  study 
so.  I'll  turn  boy  again,  and  instead  of  I 
we'll  laugh  and  play,  and  make  life  on< 
broken  holiday.  Your  son  shall  no  h 
be  the  dull-eyed,  lifeless,  pale-faced 
dent.  Trust  to  me,  dearest — -^Alicey 
again  he  seized  her  hand,  and  held  it  1 
breast. 

Had  an  adder  clung  to  her  she  coulc 
have  flung  it  off  with  greater  loathing, 
curled  lip,  speechless  and  quivering, 
head  thrown  back,  and  bosom  heaving 
drew  her  figure  to  its  height,  and  fixe 
eyes  upon  him  as  if  they  would  pierce 
dead ! 

The  truth  stood  revealed.  All  fit 
through  her  brain  with-  the  swiftnefi 
light,  and  the  devilish   scheme  becan 
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Clearly  defined   as  if  written  in  letters  of 
'^lood  on  driven  snow. 

He  blanched  beneath  the  haughty,  angry 
glance;  but  yet  felt  no  wavering  of  purpose. 
His  object  was  fixed,  and  neither  the  hopes 
of  heaven  nor  terrors  of  hell  would  have 
turned  him  from  it. 

"  Miscreant !  *'  saluted  his  ears,  **  let  me 
pass." 

And  she  passed,  still  bending  upon  him 
tliat  look  which  more  effectually  silenced  him 
tlxan  the  most  bitter  reproaches  which  words 

Mddp^/.y. 

"  She  at  least  knows  my  terms,"  observed 

and  he  took  a  long-drawn  breath  as  if 
"€r  departure  had  afforded  him  consideraljle 


16 


CHAPTER    II. 

There  is  scarcely  sufficient  intere 
perhaps,  in  relating  the  details  of  the  p 
gressive  rise  of  Corporal  Crump  to  i 
dignity  of  President  of  the  Rollicki 
Club.  From  associate  to  member,  a 
from  member  to  the  supreme  head,  w( 
steps  which  the  old  soldier  took  with  gn 
confidence,  ease,  and  success. 

With  regard  to  the  express  objects 
views  of  the   association,  nothing  appea 
clearly  defined,  neither  are  the  particul 
duties  of  the  president  subjects  of  recoi 


.\ 
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^U  that  may  be  said  to  be  indisputable,  is 
^^'^  to  be  as  comfortable  as  possible  was  a 
standard  rule  of  the  Rollickmg  Club,  and 
^  any  one  chose  to  persist  in  violating  it 
Y7  declining  to  be  merry  when  he  should, 
^^  preventing  his  fellow  members  from  en- 
Joying  themselves  by  act  or  deed,  gesture, 
look,  hint,  word,  or  whisper,  be  the  offence 
One  of  either  commission  or  omission,  he 
Subjected  himself  to  instant  expulsion  by  a 
^ell-known  and  most  summary  process  of 
ejectment. 

The  president,  too,  possessed  the  absolute 
power  of  an  autocrat,  in  being  listened  to 
without  interruption  whenever  he  thought 
Px^oper  to  call  the  attention  of  his  compa- 
nions to  what  he  was  about  to  enlighten 
^liem  upon,  and  he  had  but  to  give  the 
^^^smanic  number  of  three  knocks,  and 
^^11 "  order,"  to  subdue  the  wildest  commo- 
^•ion,  and  most  uproarious  mirth. 
VOL.  n.  c 
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It  was  a  great,  a  grand  sight,  a  sigh 
worth  beholding,  to  see  Corporal  Cram; 
performing  the  office  of  president  to  th 
Rollicking  Club.  Blending  the  firmness  c 
one  sensible  of  the  responsibilities  of  offioi 
with  that,  suavity  of  manner  so  winnini 
to  the  flattered  sensibilities,  the  old  soldie 
hdd  a  sway  and  dominion  which  might  b 
copied  with  advantage  by  many  occupyin 
loftier  chairs  of  authority.  Without  a  tail 
of  haughtiness  in  his  demeanour,  he  mail 
taincd  a  bearing  which  forbade  all  descrii 
tion  of  liberties,  and  the  smallest  encroacl 
ment  in  this  particular  met  with  a  check  *• 
the  most  decided  nature. 

The  incident  is  trifling,  but  it  may  I 
mentioned  as  one  of  the  simplest  kind,  tL  j 
upon  the  installation  of  Corporal  Crunt 
to  his  honorary  office,  he  noticed  that  tl 
official  seat  was  without  a  cushion,  ajO 
peremptorily  required  that  one  should  1 
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*^^^ished  with    as    little    delay   as    pos- 

.And  there  sat  the  corporal,  at  the  head 
^^^  that  goodly  company,  in  the  club  room 
*t  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  faced  by  the 
^ioe-president,  James  Burly,  knight  of  the 
^xiuscles,  and  flanked  on  each  side  by  long 
^^>ws  of  passed  and  expectant  presidents, 
^ce-presidents,  members,  and  associates. 
The  mahogany  table  before  them  shone 
like  burnished  silver,  and  requited  the  care 
'^liicb  Mistress  Twigg  bestowed  upon  that 
^t^icle  of  furniture;   and  the   glasses   and 

m 

Vessels  containing  different  kinds  of  beve* 
^*ages,  from  the  ciystal  fluid  pumped  from 
"•iie  depths  of  a  neighbouring  well,  to  the 
fi^ry  decoctions  from  home-growa  berry 
^tid  foreign  grape,  did  equal  justice  to  that 
^3icellent  housewife's  skill  and  attention. 

To  an  unaccustomed  tread  the  sensation 
anight  not  be  so  pleasant  on  that  sanded 

c2 
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floor  as  upon  the    velvet  texture    of 
Persian  carpet;    but    the    glow  of   ligh*'. 
thrown  from   the  crackling  ashen  fiiggo' 
biasing  upon  the  hearth,  at  the  corporal' 
back,  together  with  the  liberal  display 
candles  in  a  wide  hoop,  suspended  abor 
the  heads  of  the  assembly,  gave  so  imde 
niable   an    effect  of  perfect  cheerfuln 
that  that  taste  must  have  been  more 
ordinarily  fastidious,   to   have  heeded 
objection  more  than  as  a  fleeting  one  of 
most  fleeting  kind. 

The  evening  was  advancing,  and  with 
a  perceptible  increase  of  that  good  humo 
and  conviviality,  to  which  the  old  soldie 
tact  and  unexceptionable  managemi 
mainly  contributed.  Toasts  of  the  m 
loyal  description  had  been  drunk  with 
demonstration    of     enthusiasm 


within  the  limits   of   description.     Sent> 
ments  had  been  given  of  a.  truly  erudi 
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^luuracter.  Songs  had  been  sung,  jokes 
^^acked,  stories  told,  and  etill  there  were 
^^^o  signs  of  exhaustion  in  either  the  de- 
^^^land  or  the  supply  of  each  and  all. 

\^  Gentlemen,"    said     Corporal    Crump, 
l^riiigixig  his  clenched  knuckles  with  consi- 
derable force  upon  the  table. 
Or-cfer/^  cried  Mr.  Burly. 
Chair,  chair  I  "  responded  several  voices, 
^naoi^g  which  Jacob  Giles's  sounded  above 
**^e  rest,  for  the .  little  general  shopkeeper 
^^pported    the  president    staunchly,    and 
^^ould  not  patiently  endure  that  a  word 
^Kould  be  lost  when  spoken  by  the  oracle 
^^f  his  existence,  Corporal  Crump. 

^^  Gentlemen,"    repeated    the     corporal, 
^^i^ng,  and  drawing  the  end  of  his  pipe 
'om  his  lips,  he  placed  it  upon  the  table 
a  sign  that  he  was  about  occupying  the 
^t^tention    of  his  hearers  with  something 
^^ore  than  a  mere  common-place  remark ; 
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*^our    thoughts  often  lead  us   to  stran^  -^S^ 

speculations,    and   I  was  a-thinking  ju.^^  st 

now,  as  I  took  the  last  whiff  of  my 

how  cool  we  stand  by  and  witness  the 

pains,  and  troubles  of  our  neighbours,      ^ 

comparison  with  the  way  in  which  we  vi^^v 

those  that  befal  ourselves." 

"  Good,"  observed  Jacob,  "  very  good  I 
"  It  puts  one  in  mind  of  a  dentist  dra'*^" 
ing  teeth,"  resumed  Corporal  Crump ;  **  1^® 
smiles,  and  tugs  away  as  if  there  was  ^^^ 
such  thing  as  feeling ;  but,  let  the  pinc5^^^ 
be  put  into  his  jaws,  and  mark  how  h«^-^ 
writhe." 

"  If  he*d  been  a  parson  bom,"  said  JaxX^^^ 
Burly,  in  a  whisper  to  a  companion  on  t^-^ 
left  hand,  "  he  couldn't  speak  more  to  t^^^ 
pint.  Feel  o'  that,"  continued  he  in  ^"*^® 
same  tone,  as  he  stretched  a  leg  under 
table  for  a  due  examination  of  the  hardn.^^^^ 
of  the  calf,  "there's  muscle!  " 
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Corporal  Crump,  perceiving  the  inatten- 
'tion.on  the  part  of  the  vice-president,  fixed 
lua  eyes  upon  him  with  a  reproachful  ex- 
pression^ when  that  individual  withdrew 
the  member,  and,  placing  it  under  his  chair, 
looked  particularly  ashamed  of  himsel£ 

"This  reflection  on  my  part,'*  recom^ 
fenced  Corporal  Crump,  "  was  the  origin, 
^  to  speak,  of  the  sentiment  I'm  about 
Proposing  to  you,  and  which,  I'm  bold 
^liough  to  believe,  will  be  received  by 
Everybody  present  with  approval  and  cor^ 
diaUty." 

**  Hear,  hear,"  shouted  Jacob  Giles. 
^  Let's  have  it,  Colonel,"  continued  he, 
fkyt  when  the  little  general  shopkeeper  had 
partaken  of  his  third  glass  of  brandy  and 
"Water,  he  was  sure  to  promote  the  corporal 
to  this  elevated  rank,  and  he  has  been 
loiown,  after  a  fourth,  to  elevate  him  to  a 
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<^May  we  then,"  said  Corporal  Crump, 
glancing  around  him«  ^^  regard  the  sorrowf 
of  others  as  our  own,  and,  with  heart  and 
hand,  try  to  soothe  all  we  cannot  heaL" 

^^  Nothing  could  be  better/'  returned 
Jacob,  ^'and  the  bulk's  as  good  as  th< 
sample." 

Scarcely  had  the  reception  of  the  aenti 
ment  been  concluded  in  a  maimer  mos 
gratifying  to  the  propounder,  when  thi 
twentieth  part  of  Mistress  Twigg's  portl] 
figure  became  visible  to  Burly  James,  a 
she  stood  holding  the  door  partly  open 
and  making  a  succession  of  telegraphic 
communications,  which  were  either  nol 
seen  or  understood  by  the  person  signs* 
Used.  In  vain  she  dodged  to  and  fro,  and 
beckoned  rapidly  with  a  raised  fore-finger 
but  at  length,  catching  the  eye  of  thi 
knight  of  the  muscles,  she  made  known  hei 
meaning  by  significantly  pointing  to  the 
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px^esident,  and  yanishing  like  a  spectre  at 


^^  I  say/'  cried  Mr.  Burly,  in  the  attempt 

catch  the  corporal's  attention,  '^  you're 
^wranted." 

Corporal  Crump,  however,  gave  no  heed. 

^^  President  of  the  Right  Honourable 
Xiollickers,"  hallooed  Burly  James,  at  the 
pitch  of  his  voice,  "  you're  wanted." 

"  Where,  and  who  by.  Mister  Vice  ?  "  in- 
quired his  superior. 

"  Fee-male  outside,"  rgoined  Mr.  Burly, 

» 

<'^i*king  his  dexter  thumb  backwards;  and 

^^en,  after  making  a  calm  survey  of  the 

^^^^spective  countenances  of  the  company,  he 

^^^^ared  his  throat  from  some  imaginary 

>webs,  and  gave  a  slow,  deliberate  wink. 

"A  female  outside,"  repeated  the  pre- 

^^ent. 

"  Widder  wants  ye,"  said  the  knight  of 
^^lie  muscles.      ^^  There,  is   that    enough? 


VILLAGI. 


SO  fRucA   explanato 
«Ued  ke,  and  tlm  thinking  that  he  b>^ 
miA  aumethuig  moare  than  oidinarily  goo^ 
he  bnke  into  a  Ykdent    fit  of  hn^t^i 
whichu  to  his  extrone    sarpiiaey  he  w^ 
pennitted  to  indulge  in  withoat  an  aocotf^' 


Gxponl  Cmmp  was  too  gaOant  an  a^ 
miicr  of  the  fiur  sex  in  general,  aud  tl^^ 
hosted  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfoi^  in  pa.^^ 
ticular,  to  require  further  intimation  c^ 
his  presence  bang  in  demand,  and  b^ 
Tacated  his  chair  to  seek  her  who  had 
sought  him,  without  apology  for  his  gcUng* 

••  Be  quick,"  ejaculated  Mistress  Twigg> 
catching  hold  of  the  corporal's  hand  ne^ 
vouslv,  as  he  sained  the  outside  of  the  club- 
room;  "Miss  Clara's  in  the  bar-parlour, 
and  looks  pale  and  frightened ;  but  I  dorft 
know  what's  the  matter." 

Hastening  forward  with  a  pulse  quickened 
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I  by  these  words,  the  corporal  met  Clara  in 
the  passage  leading  to  the  bar-parlour,  who 
IB  an  agitated  tone  and  manner  said, 
"  Come  with  me,  there's  not  a  moment  to 
lose.'' 

"What  has  happened?"  inquired  he. 
"Is  my  mistress  worse?  *' 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Clara, "  thank  Heaven ! 
Sut  ask  me  nothing ;  aU  will  be  explained. 
Hark,  are  those  the  wheels  of  the  coach?  " 

"  Yes,"  rgoined  he,  turning  his  head  to 
"^6  quarter  from  whence  the  approaching 
^imds  were  heard,  "that's  the  mail 
coming  up." 

"  Run  then,"  returned  Clara,  "  pray  run, 
or  we  shall  be  too  late ; "  and  she  hurried 
Iiim  along  the  road  amid  a  labyrinth  of 
perplexities,  mingled  with  fears  of  coming 
eviL 


28 


CHAPTER  m. 

The  stars  peeped  from  their  azare  curtail 
and  looked  like  pitying  spirits  upon  th€ 
•  struggling  things  of  earth — ^undying,   un- 
fading witnesses  of  man's  guilt  and  shame, 
immutable,  all- watchful,  and  ever  there. 

^^  A  fine  night/'  hallooed  Jonathan,  mak- 
ing the  whip  crack  loudly  over  the  heads  of 
his  horses,  and  the  high-mettled  animals 
sprang  forward  as  they  reached  the  gentle 
hill  up  which  they  now  galloped  at  a  merry 
pace. 

**  That's  your  sort,  my  Jerry-go-nimble ! " 
responded  his  solitary  companion  the  Guard. 
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Oive  'em  their  heads;  keep  'em  moving. 

Vre  all  in  the  light  and  corky  line.    Light 

light  night,  light  hearts.     Nothing 

e  light  hearts,  Jonathan,   if  you  want  to 

the  pace."  v 

"  Do  you  ever  feel  yours  heavy  ?  "  asked 

'^^Iftc  Coachman,  turning  his  head  as  well  as 

lu^  layer  of  shawls  and  capes  would  permit. 

"Now  and    then,"    replied    the  Guard 

hoarsely,  after  whistling  two  or  three  bars  of 

^  particularly  cheerful  air.     "  Indigestion  I 

^^Spect.       But  hold  hard,"  continued  he, 

^*  ^hat  have  we  here?  " 

The  horses  were  checked,  and  as  soon  as 

possible  the  rapid  revolving  wheels  were 

V>x*ought  to  a  standstill,  but  not  before  the 

^^oach  had  passed  by  many  yards  the  spot 

^kere  it  had  been  hailed  to  stop. 

" Is  there  room?''  inquired  a  voice. 

^^  Outside  and  in,  box  and  boot,"  replied 

the  Guard,  preparing  to  make  a  descent  from 
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a  aeat  purposely  designed  as  the  un 
of  resting  places.     "How  many?"  as 
he  upon  gaining  the  ground. 

^'Two  insides  and  one  out,"   was 
reply. 

"  Why  blue  eyes  and  buckskin  breeches  S 
exclaimed  the  Guard,  with  a  shout  of  merxr: 
ment,   "  if  here  isn't  the  chap  what 
to  the  King,  Jonathan,  with  no  heel-ta£> 
Ha,  ha,  ha  r 

"  Well,  that  is  a  good-un ! "  returned  t"fc^*® 
Coachman.  "  What,  are  ye  going  up  wi't^^^" 
us?  "  continued  he. 

"Yes,"    replied  Corporal  Crump,    mo^^*^ 
imperfectly  covered  in  one  of  Jacob  Gile^ 
over  coats,  "  I'm  an  outside  passenger 
night." 

"  Then  come  alongside  o'  me,"  rejoin 
Jonathan. 

"  Stay  one  minute,"  added  the  old  soldiefj 
"  let's  see  that  we  are  all  right  here  first," 


's 


I 
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here,    Marm,**    croaked   the    Guard, 
/s  the  step.     Lamps  dazzle  ye  I  see 
moth  in  the  candle.     Take  my  arm ; 
it,  now  young  genTm'n  if  you  please 
ler  suit.     His  Majesty's  mail,  the  tide, 
uarter  day  recollect,  wait  for  no  man, 
^ver  they  may  do  for  the  feminines. 
;  as  a  feather,*'  concluded  he,  lifting  in 
ird  by  the  side  of  his  mother,  and 
ig  the  door  with  a  sharp  jerk. 
Lll  right,  mate?"  said  Jonathan,  in- 
yatively,  throwing    the  apron   across 
Dral  Crump's  knees. 
8  Shrewsbury  clock,"  replied  the  Guard, 
ning  his  seat  with  an  agility  of  limb 
1  his  bulky  figure  appeared  incapable 
Jiibiting.     "  Send  her  rolling." 
trough  the  clear  frosty  air,  and  over  the 
unyielding  road,  the  team  flew  to  the 
late,  and,  as  if  impatient  at  the  delay 
king  up  the  passengers,  seemed  resolved 
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to  have  a  match  with  Time,  and  to 
him  in  the  race. 

'^  Wlio  are  the  insides?  "  asked  the  Cowdt^^ 
man,  after  steadying  the  impatient  hors^ss 
and  getting  them  a  little  more  under  contrcsl 
of  the  reins. 

"  Friends  of  mine,"  shortly  answered  tfc^e 
old  soldier.     "  Nobodys  in  particular/' 

"  Going  the  whole  way  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Corporal. 

"  Glad  of  it,"  rejoined  the  CoachmO''*^' 
"  Fond  of  company," 

*'  *  With  spirits  gay  I  mount  the  box, 
My  tits  up  to  the  traces. 
With  wrists  turned  out  and  elbows  squared, 
Dash  off  for  Epsom  races.' 

Got  no  voice,"  added  the  Guard  abruptt=J> 
breaking  off  in  his  song;  "but  I  can  \A<^^^ 
a  bit,"  and  taking  his  horn  from  the  shea""^" 
he  gave  a  twang  which  might  have  he^^^ 
heard  a  mile  distant. 

"  Famous    company    he    is,"    remark^^ 
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^nathan,  nodding  his  head  in  the  direction 

the  occupier  of  the  extreme  rear  of  the 

a3.     *^  Dark  or  light,  winter  or  summer, 

et  or  dry,  cold  or  hot,  it's  all  the  same 

ith  him.     Never  out  o*  sorts,  never  out  of 

imour.     He's  the  temper  of  a  sucking 

ve!" 

The  corporal,  however,  made  no  observa- 

^n  upon  this  eulogy,  and  appeared  to  be 

tirely  engrossed  with  his  own  thoughts. 

Passed  the   roadside  inn  with  its  sign, 

^e-wom  and  weather  beatefi,  creaking  to 

d  fro,  in  the  wind,  and  splashing  through 

i  shallow  stream,  crossing  the  road,  where 

iTsty  drovers'  dogs  stop  to  lap  the  cooling 

iught,  and  by  the  tall  sign  post  stretch- 

S  out  its  gaunt  white  arms  like  a  grim 

ost  in  the  moonlight,  and  down  the  slope 

d  over  the  flat  ground,  now  between  high 

nks,  throwing  dark  shades  around,  and 

en  away  through  the   unbroken  flood  of 
TOL.  n.  •  D 
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silvery  light,  the  mail  coach  continued  to 
lessen  mile  after  mile  of  its  journey. 

^^  Tou  are  silent^  mate ;  down  upon  your 
luck ;  **  remarked  the  Coachman^  who  consi- 
dered  that  the  occupier  of  the  box  seat  with 
him,  was  in  duty  bound  to  impart  a  share 
of  amusement,  or  information,  towards 
making  the  night  pass  agreeably. 

"  Am  I  ?  "  replied  Corporal  Crump,  with 
a  shake  as  if  the  effort  to  rouse  himself  was 
forced  in  the  extreme. 

It  was  evident  that  the  old  soldier's 
spirits  were  below  zero,  and  present  appear* 
ances  were  no  way  in  favour  of  an  immediate 
rise. 

'*  I've  heard  tell,"  continued  Jonathan, 
"  that  you're  a  man  of  words ;  but  I  must  say, 
just  now,  a  man  of  as  few  as  any  Christian, 
amazingly  partial  to  silence,  could  desire." 

"Hah !"  ejaculated  the  Corporal,  gloomily. 
'^  He  who  si>eaks  the  least  often  thinks  the^ 
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most,  and  just  now,  comrade,  I've  quite 
enough  to  do  with  the  latter  part  of  the 
business/* 

"Well,  well!"  rejoined  the  Coachman. 
"  Pve  felt  myself  in  the  same  line  before 
iiow,  and  to  be  disturbed  isn't  pleasant.  So 
go  along,  my  flowers  of  May,  another  mile 
wd  your  work's  done." 

It  is  needless  to  add  the  concluding  por- 
tion of  Jonathan's  address  was  made  to  his 
Worses,  and  whether  the  distance  mentioned 
^eD  short  of  a  fair  eight  furlongs,  or  the 
time  occupied  in  accomplishing  it  was 
^usually  short,  is  not  a  matter  of  the 
slightest  importance  in  the  scale  of  events; 
*>ut  in  the  crack  of  a  whip,  so  to  speak,  there 
tkey  were  at  the  end  of  the  stage  and  before 
^<s  entrance  of  the  well-known  hostelrie  the 
Spit  and  Chicken. 

'*  Change  here,"  said  Jonathan,  unbuckling 

^"G  reins   and   throwing     them   over    the 

D  2 
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wheelers'   backs^  "and  if  you'll  take  mf 
advice,"  continued  he^  speaking  to  C!orporal 
Crump  in  the  most  earnest  manner,  ^  tbi 
advice  of  a  man  who's  been  up  an'  dam  : 
this  very  identical  road  nightly  for  seven*  i 
teen  year  an'  up'ards,  you'll   try  what  hal»  \ 
a  pint  of  purl  will  do.     It's  made  insidi  ' 
here  accordin*  to  my  mate's  notions  of  what 
purl  should  be,  and  he's  not  a  likely  bird  to 
mistake  chaff  for  com,  I  assure  ye.    It  makei 
me  dream  of  heaven ;  that's  all." 

"  Thank  ye  kindly,  comrade,"  replied  the 
Corporal.     "  The  advice  is  well  meant,  I 
know.     But  first  of  all  tell  me  do  you  hear  I 
— hear  anything  coming  after  us? '' 

"Anything  coming  after  us?"  repeated 
the  Coachman,  as  if  weighing  each  syllable. 

*'  Ay,"  rejoined  Corporal  Crump  in  a 
confused  tone  and  manner,  "wheels,  horse, 
anything  ?  " 

"  Wind  sets  this  way,'*  returned  Jonathan 


*         ^L. 


THE   BELLE    OF   THE   VILLAGE.  37 

^s  if  communing  with  himself,  "  road's  hard 
*8  nails,  air's  frosty.  No,"  continued  he, 
listening  attentively,  **  nothing  that  goes 
OB  iron  is  within  two  good  miles,  Til  be 
avom." 

This  information  seemed  to  afford  con- 
siderable relief  to  the  corporal,  for  he 
assumed,  on  the  instant,  a  manner  of 
greater  cheerfulness,  and  descending  from 
^  elevated  position,  opened  the  coach 
door,  and,  thrusting  in  his  head,  commu- 
nicated it  in  the  coachman's  own  words. 

"  There  was  nothing  that  went  on  iron 
''^thin  two  good  miles,  that  he'd  be  sworn." 
**  Thank  Heaven !  "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
'^oodbee,  but  her  words  were  almost 
choked  with  sobs,  and  she  drew  her  sleep- 
^g  boy  in  silence  closer  to  her  breast,  and 
^^tled  him  fondly  in  her  arms. 

Corporal  Crump  whispered  a  few  words 
^f  comfort    to    the   forlorn    and    sorrow- 
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stricken  creature ;  hurrying,  she  knew  nor 
where,  and  cared  not  whither,  but  any- 
where so  long  as  increasing  distance  wiu 
placed  between  her  and  the  roof  she  hsm 
left  in  the  madness  of  despair. 

He  said  but  little,  for  the  old  soldie 
knew  full  well  that  her  grief  was  beyon.- 
his  reach,  and,  closing  the  door  gentl5 
he  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  met  the  attec 
tive  Jonathan,  bearing  in  his  hand  a  cup  c 
that  lauded  cordial  which  caused  hie: 
visions  of  celestial  happiness. 

"To  give  it  a  fair  chance,"  said  tbi 
Coachman,  critically,  "purl  should  t 
sipped,  not  swallered  in  a  hurry ;  but  '^ 
haven't  much  time  to  spare,  so  down  wit^ 
it,  and  if  ye  don't  feel  a  glow  in  the  fro] 
of  your  feet  before  the  fiercest  fire  cou 
scorch  a  feather,  say  I'm  a  nightmare,  i 
something  quite  as  heavy,  and  not  nearly  J 
pleasant.'* 
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^^  Lor'  love  ye^'^  chimed  in  the  Guard, 
^^Yoall  feel  so  springy  presently ,  that  I 
dumUn't  be  surprised  but  you'll  try  to 
inake  a  fly  of  it,  like  one  o'  them  little 
dimybimis  we  sometimes  see  on  church 
winders,  all  heads  and  wings,  and  nothin'  to 
At  upon.  But  come,  Jonathan^  we  musn't 
lumg  fire  any  longer.  Up  wi*  ye»  lad,  and 
fiet  'em  going." 

**  Look  alive  and  let  'em  go,"  cried  the 
Coachman,  and  before  Corporal  Crump  had 
settled  himself  firmly  in  his  seat,  the  coach 
^as  again  in  rapid  motion. 

It  might  be,  as  was  anticipated,  the 
effect  of  the  purl,  but  whatever  the  cause, 
^e  corporal's  spirits  rose  quickly,  and  he  be- 
<^cune  almost  as  voluble  as  he  had  been 
^«wtum. 

"  I  thought  how  it  would  be,"  remarked 
Jonathan.     "  You  feel  better,  don't  ye  ?  " 
Corporal  Crump  admitted  that  there  was 
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it  in  his  iien»tioDi| 
and  e^pRBBed  a  bdief  that  if  the  dose 
icpeatad  at  the  first  convenient  opportih 
nity,  he  shoold  be  himself  again. 

The  cnachman  tamed  these  words  over 
two  or  three  times  to  himself,  and  hcgui 
to  so^ect  that  there  was  something  of  *'  the 
old  soldier^  in  them 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Squirb  Woodbeb  stood  with  his  back  to 
the  fire,  with  one  hand  separating  the  skirts 
of  his  coat,  and  the    other    occupied    in 
Bwingmg  a  heavy  bunch  of  gold  seals,  at- 
tached to  a  corresponding  massive  gold 
chain.    Dressed  with  scrupulous  care,  he 
looked,  as  usual,    most  respectable  ;  but 
from  the  black  lowering  of  his  brow,  and 
tbe  compressed  condition  of  his  lips,  some- 
^^  had  evidently  put  in  agitation  thos^ 
^^itive  meshes   of  nerves,  the  effect  of 
^hich  is  generally  comprised  in  the  words 
**  bad  temper." 
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Squire  Woodbee  might  be   pronoun 
to  be  in  an  exceedingly  bad  temper. 

And  well  he  might  be,  too.    In  the 
ing,  scarcely  had  his  chin  settled  itself 
the  folds  of  his  cravat  for  the  day,  wb^^^'^ 
Miss  Baxter  pioneered   her  way  into  h»— ^* 
presence,  in  spite  of  the  powdered- head^^^^ 
lacquey's  assuring  her,    with  a  dismay^^" 
countenance,  "  that  it  was  more  than  b-  -^^ 
sitivation  was  worth  to  let  her  in."     In  sfc^^^ 
would  come,  she  said  so,  and  she  meant  i — "^ 
and  had  not  that  powdered-headed  lacqo 
backed  before  her,  with  more  than  conv^ 
nient  expedition,  the  historian  might  ha'^^^ 
had  to  record  a  pugilistic  feat  of  no  comm 
order. 

Having  made  her  way  into  the  breakfisi^ 
room,  and  ruffled,  perhaps,  by  the  oppa 
tion  offered  in    her  passage  thither,   Mi^ 
Baxter    announced,    somewhat    abruptl,^^-^' 
that  "  she  had  not  come  for  nothing.*' 
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The  proprietor  of  the  Oaks,  and  lord  of 
tbe  manors  thereunto  belonging,  was  as 
astonished  and  astounded  as  any  gentleman 
of  such  centralization,  in  his  own  household 
ifid  nei^bourhood,  can  possibly  be  con- 
ceived. In  the  act — for  it  is  well  to  be 
[urticalar — of  sipping  a  cup  of  chocolate 
dfloe,  he  stared  in  mute  surprise  behind 
Ihe  curling  vapour  saluting  his  olfactory 
)]^Ds,  at  what  he  almost  suspected  to  be 
^  deception  of  his  senses ;  a  myth. 
Miss  Baxter,  unannounced,  uncalled  for, 
iiututhorised,  and  yet  to  be  there  in  open 
lefiance  of  his  imperious  mandate  not  to 
pproach  either  him  or  his  establishment, 
f  hold  communication  with  anybody  com- 
Hsed  under  that  general  head,  as  a  being 
^  volatile  and  frivolous,  and  whose  in- 
Uence  might  possibly  be  prejudicial  to  the 
dl  developement  of  those  plans  now  being 
^ed  out  with  so  much  active  rigour  for 
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Leonard's  mental  culture.      And  yet  to 
there,  with  the  avowed  declaration  of  n-  ^ 
coming  for  nothing. 

Tobias    Woodbee    took    a    long-diai^K 
breath,  and  fixed  such  a  look  upon  Mfi^ 
Christina  Baxter,  that  he  expected  to  a«e 
her  at  once  sink,  and  shut  up  like  a  tele- 
scope.  So  far,  however,  from  that  being  tbe 
case,  she  appeared  to  draw  out  a  little,  and 
returned  look  for  look,  without  so  macb 
as  the  blink  of  an  eyelid. 

"I  came  Mister — "  she  almost  said 
Bluebeard,  but  correcting  herself  in  tim^ 
added,  **  Woodbee,  with  no  intention  of 
giving  you  offence,  but  the  rudeness  of 
your  servant  has  caused  my  entrance,  per- 
haps, to  be  less  ceremonious  than  it  other- 
wise should  have  been.  I  am  here,  how- 
ever, for  the  purpose  of  serving  you,  and  if 
an  intrusion,  believe  me,  the  end  to  be  at' 
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^i^ed  fiilly  justifies  the  slight  infiringeinent 
^pon  your  privacy." 

Tobias  Woodbee  listened,  or  appeared  to 
^^  80,  but  said  not  a  word. 

Miss  Christina  Baxter  began  to  entertain 
*  few  slight  flickerings  of  hope  that  her  elo- 
^tionary  powers  were  producing  a  desir- 
able effect,  and  had  Bluebeard  forthwith  in- 
^ted  her  to  occupy  a  chair,  she   would  not 
"ftve  felt  overpowered  with  astonishment, 
^e  did  not,  however,  go  to  this  extent,  and 
^^^  little,  lean  Samaritan  remained  on  her 
^^gs,  like   Brutus  addressing  the  conscript 
Others. 

*'  Mister  Woodbee,"  resumed  Miss  Chris- 
^^a,  placing  her  hands  together  in  a  plead- 
^^g  form,  "  a  mother,  Sir,  possesses  an  ideal 
^orld  in  the  love  for  her  child.  Nothing 
^Xtmguishes  her  devotion  for  it,  not  even 
*^nie,  while  living,  nor  the  grave  when 
^ead.     When  lost  to  her.  memory  still  re- 
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calls  its  lisping  prattle,  and  the  smile,  tb 

first,  perhaps,  which  greeted  her,  as  wit 

upturned  face  it  slumhered  peacefully  upo 

her  bosom,  remains  for  ever  in  her  hear 

Oh,  Sir,  a  mother's  love  is  the  holiest 

human  affections,    and  to   wound  it  tl 

cruelest  of  tortures." 

The    Squire    maintained  a  fixed,    qo! 

stare ;  but  a  slight  flushed  line    across  h 

forehead    announced    that    Miss    Baxter 

words   were  not  without  point,    and   ha 

pricked  more  deeply,  withal,  than  he  woul 

have  had  her  suppose,  for  a  good  roun 
sum. 

*'  In  this  life,"  resumed  Miss  Christin 
Baxter,  "how  few  of  our  joys  cast  brigl 
rays  upon  the  future,  or  bear  reflectio 
upon  the  past.  Our  fallen  state  forbid 
that  we  should  be  otherwise  than  sorrowfii 
and  yet  if  we  did  but  turn  to  those  sul: 
staiitial  sources  of  happiness  which  Heavei 
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^  its  mercy  has  vouchsafed  unto  us,  how 
^nj  grieft  would  heal,  how  many  hearts 
Would  cease  to  suffer.    We  live,"  continued 
she,  "  with  that  selfishness  of  purpose  and 
design  as  if  we  were  to  live  for  ever,  for- 
getful that  as  we  came  into  the  world,  so 
^e  depart  from  it,   bringing  nothing  in, 
taking  nothing    out,   and    turning    again 
into  that  dust   from    which  we    sprang. 
£ven  the  longest  life,  what  is  it  ?  even  the 
most  successful  of  human  efforts  for  human 
objects,  what  the  cause  for  envy  ?    As  the 
flowing   tide  washes  from   the   sand    the 
traces  of  children's  pigmy  feet,  tso  in  a  little 
^lule  all  trace  is  lost  on  the  shores  of  time, 
l>oth  of  him  who  built,  and  of  the  works  he 
» 
The  pink    streak  across   Tobias   Wood- 
's brow  became  brighter,  and  his  eyes 
KWed  angrily  upon  the  speaker,  but  still 
^^swd  nothing. 
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"These    few    observations,"    continw 
Miss  Christina,  meekly,  '^  particularly  ref 
to  you,  Sir,  your  wife,   and  child,  and 
would  urge — " 

"  Not  another  word,"  shouted  the  Squii 
hoarse  with  passion ;  and  clutching  the  bei 
rope,  he  pulled  it  until  the  wire  snappe 
"  m  not  listen  to  another  word.  Whit 
livered  fool !  "  cried  he,  as  the  powdere 
headed  lacquey,  pale  and  trembling,  enten 
the  room,  breathless  with  haste,  "  see  thi 
mad  woman  instantly  from  the  door,  and 
you  set  the  value  of  a  farthing  upon  yoi 
place  or  character,  never  let  her  enter 
again." 

*'  Sir,"  returned  Miss  Christina  Baxte 
drawing  herself  up  with  as  much  dignity  f 
she  was  capable  of  exhibiting,  "  I  requir 
no  witness  for  my  departure,  and  I  take  m; 
leave  with  the  prayer  that  what  I  woul 
have  said  may  yet  be  instilled  into  you 
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xart  by  Him  who  knows  its  secrets ;  "  and 
then^  with  a  low  and  graceful  courtesy,  she 
i)mtted  the  apartment,  and  left  Tobias 
Woodbee  in  an  overflowing  state  of  anger 
ttd  resentment. 

For  him,  indeed,  to  be  taken  to  task  by 
*  penniless,  obscure  drudge !  The  presump- 
tion of  human  nature  was  monstrous ! 

The  day  thus  begim,  did  not  progress 
Under  more  fieivourable  auspices.  Within 
^  hour,  and  at  the  usual  time  of  Leonard's 
liumal  grinding  at  the  classics,  he  saw  the 
Oxford  double-first  prize-man  doing  his 
^t  to  make  a  kite  rise  in  the  wind,  while 
'is  pupil  stood  by  watching  the  attempt 
^h  gratified  interest.  Suspicions  of  a 
xd  conspiracy  to  thwart  him  flashed  across 
«« brain,  and  he  began  to  fear  that  Doctor 
'tarkie  was  one- of  the  chief  movers  in  it, 
^til  he  learned  from  that  learned  man's 

VOL.  II.  K 
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own  lips,  that  ^^  it  was  a  practical  leaf 
the  generating  of  power  by  resistance 

This,  it  is  superfluous  to  say,  af 
tlie  anxious  parent  some  relief;  b 
temperament  was  of  that  not  unco 
kind,  that  when  once  ruffled,  it  took 
time  to  regain  anything  like  pla 
Like  many  others  who  may  be 
without  any  great  diligence  of  sear 
played  a  kind  of  battledore  and  shutt 
game  with  his  troubles,  and  kept  th< 

If  displeased  with  his  dog,  it  was 
one  that  Tobias  Woodbee  visited  a 
portion  of  the  real  or  imaginary  ofTe 
that  animal  upon  his  wife.  If  the  cl 
smoked,  woe  betide  that  luckless  ^ 
for  the  remainder  of  the  day!  D 
cook  forget  to  count  the  minutes  f 
flew,  and  delay  the  dinner  but  a 
five  beyond  the  usual  time,  sti 
better  half   came    in  for   a   full    sh 
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the  delinquency.  If  the  tax-gatherer  called^ 

^t  was  ber  fault.     If  the  horses  fell  lame  or 

^  by  some  inexplicable  ingenuity  he  fixed 

^principal  part  of  the  blame  upon  her. 

^  attack   of  the   gout    was  sure  to  be 

^fBoed  to  the  same  origin,  and,  in  short, 

^haterer  source  of  vexation  or  annoyance 

^oire  Woodbee  suffered,   either  socially, 

politically,  or  generally,  he  managed  to  keep 

"vindly  alive  through  the  involuntary  assist- 

^iKJe  of  his  wife. 

Justice,  however,  bids  it  to  be  spoken 
that  there  existed  a  suppositious  case  of  Mrs* 
Woodbee  being  the  proximate  cause  of  his 
pi^esent  uneasiness.  It  was  not  probable — as 
^  shrewdly  conjectured — that  Miss  Baxter 
^oold  have  bearded  the  lion  in  his  den,  so  to 
^peak,  had  she  not  been  incited  to  the  des- 
perate act  by  such  decided  instrumentality, 
^d  as   regarded  the   practical  lesson   of 

generating  power  by  resistance,  the   Squire 

E  2 
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upon  second  thoughts,  shook  his  head,  a 
felt  some  misgiving  as  to  that  theory ! 

However,  after  a  certain  number  of  c 
secutive  hours  passed  in  a  continued  c 
unbroken  recapitulation  of  his  wife's  si 
which  were  listened  to  with  the  patience 
martyrdom,  Tobias  Woodbee  felt  himi 
slightly  relieved,  although  far  from  re 
vered. 

The  night  set  in.  The  Squire  had  mi 
both  a  good  and  a  large  dinner,*and  di^ 
tion,  apparently,  had  waited  upon  appeti 
but  still  his  wrongs,  like  Macbeth's  dagg 
were  before  him. 

Once  let  the  pendulum  of  Tobias  Wo 
bee's  injuries  be  set  going,  and  nothing  si 
of  perpetual  motion  would  bear  the  slighi 
comparison  to  it. 

With  the  exception  of  the  deep  and  aln: 
unearthly  stroke  of  the  French  clock,  sta 
ing  on  the  mantel-shelf  at  the  back  of 
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Quire's  head,  and  which,  now  and  then, 
*^'t)ught  forcibly  to  mind  that  time  might  be 
'Pleasured  in  another  world  by  a  correspond- 
^g  tone,  nothing  disturbed  the  silence  of  the 
®cene.    The  heavy  drapery  was  drawn  before 
^e  windows,  and  the  candles  on  the  table, 
throwing  a  dull  and  insufficient  light  to  the 
fiirther  ends  of  the  wide  and  lofty  apart- 
ment, gave  a  cold,  duU,  and  dreary  appear- 
ance.    Two  large  bronze  figures,  on   the 
^deboard  in  the  distance,  holding  lamps  in 
the  shape  of  globes,  loomed  through   the 
iiiurky  light,  designed  upon  festive  occasions 
— 'if  indeed  there  ever  were  such — to  exhibit 
•    portrait  of  Tobias  himself,  drawn  from 
'l^c  life,  and  suspended  on  the  wall  between 

Nothing  scarcely  could  exceed  the  dull, 
^^^^Id,  and  dreary  eflfect  of  that  room ;  but  still 
^^  looked  grand,  and  that  was  something — 

^y,  everything  to  Squire  Woodbee. 
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For  8ome  hours  he  had  been  alonei  m 
like  many,  whoae  mental  resources  ftr  « 
ceeded  his,  he  began  to  feel  fidgettj  wi 
solitude,  and  hoped  momentarily  to  see  soqi 
one  to  exchange  a  wocd  with ;  but  still 
one  came. 

The  French  clock  told  off  another  ho 
in  its*  mournful  tone,  and  it  was  now  ma 
past  the  time  for  Leonard  to  pay  the  ci 
ternary  and  respectful  good  night  to  1 
&ther;  but  the  boy  did  not  appear,  neith 
was  there  a  footfall  of  his  coming. 

It  was  very  strange.  Would  they  dare 
but  DO,  no,  that  thought  vanished  like 
broken  bubble.  No  one  would  dare  to  d 
obey  his  orders,  or  break  his  rules,  nnd 
that  roof.  It  was  more,  much  more,  tin 
any  one  would  think  of,  and  Leonard  wau 
come  presently. 

Still  as  a  church  vault,  not  a  sound  brol 
upon  the  ear,  and  the  house  might  ba' 
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"^n  inhabited  by  the  dead  alone,  for  any 

^pearance  to  the  contrary,  when  a  tap  at 

'be  door — a  very  slight  tap,  such  a  tap  as  a 

^08t  might  have  given — ^preceded  the  kit- 

^t  measure  of  Dr.  Starkie's  figure,  as  he 

^tered  the  room  by  so  much  of  his  person. 

^  Oh !  '^  exclaimed  he,  with  his  old  stereo- 

*^T)€d  smile,  "I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear 

Sir,"  and  he  bowed  lowly  as  he  spoke;  "but 

I    thought   our  pupil  might  be   here,  and 

there's  a  little  imposition  of  three  hundred 

lixies  from   Horace,    I  wished  him  to  get 

Daore  perfectly  before  retiring  to  rest.'* 

"  He  is  not  with  me,**  replied  the  Squire, 
^^  Bor  has  he  been  to-night;  but  come  in, 
^^octor,**  continued  he,  '*  and  I  will  have  the 
^>oy  sought  for.*' 

The  Oxford  double-first  prize-man   re- 

^^Ured  no  second  invitation   to  bring  the 

*^tigth  and  depth  of  his  body  forward ;  but 

^  he  came,  with  the  parenthesis  forming 
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two  even  and  strong  lines  in  his  cheeks,  M 
keen  observer  would  have  perceived  that  hie 
eyes  were  restless,  and  that  he  glanced 
anxiously  under  his  brows,  as  if  ill  at  ease. 

Whatever  the  feeling,  however,  it  was  but 
momentary ;  for  as  soon  as  the  Squire  re? 
quested  him  to  be  seated,  in  his  usual  con- 
descending manner,  the  shade  passed  off  the 
doctor's  visage,  and  there  he  was  as  usual. 
soft,  bland,  and  smooth  as  silk  velvet. 

'*I  have  been  worried — pestered  to-dajF 
Doctor,"  observed  Tobias  Woodbee,  fret: 
liiUy. 

Doctor  Starkie  lamented,  exceedingly 
lamented,  that  any  one,  or  anything,  should 
have  caused  the  minimum  of  annoyance. 

*^  Interference  is  hateful  to  me,'*  continued 
the  Squire,  '^  and  the  best  of  intentions  inex- 
cusable when  meddling  with  me.  Indeed, 
how  any  one  can  have  the  presumption  ta 
force  their  advice  and  opinions  upon  we,  my 
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conduct,  or  designs,  is  really  beyond,  far 

l^ood,  a  reasonable  comprehension." 
Doctor  Starkie  coincided ;  entirely  so. 
"In  the  morning  I  had  that  wretched 
^bedle,  Miss  Baxter,  here  — *' 

The  Oxford  double-first  prize-man  looked 
foickly  up,  and  an  ashy  pallor  spread  itself 
pdckly  over  his  face  from  brow  to  chin. 

"I  need  not  add,"  continued  Squire 
^oodbee,  placing  his  right  hand  majesti- 
tfly  on  the  left  of  his  breast,  and  burying 

between  his  waistcoat  and  shirt  front, 
I  need  not  add,**  repeated  he,  "that  to  listen 
*  her  was  impossible." 

Doctor  Starkie  breathed  more  freely. 

"  I  dismissed  her  without  heeding  a  word, 
k  became  her  impertinence,"  said  the  Squire, 
although  her  speech  was  cut  and  dried, 
ve  no  doubt.  Then  Mrs.  Woodbee,  the 
^rttom  of  everything  annoying  to  m^,  ven- 
<)red  to  reiterate  her  complaints  of  your 


i 


58     THB  BBLLE  OF  THE  VIUiAaS. 

harshness,  coupled  with  the  falsehood 

The  doctor's  &ce  became  deeply  linea 
and  he  looked  like  a  man  about  hearing  k. 
doom — 

"  Coupled  with  the  falsehood,  for  I  ca 
call  it  nothing  else,  that  Leonard  was  fiu 
sinking  into  his  grave,  or,  I  believe,  she  siu 
something  worse/' 

Again  the  doctor  felt  relieved,  and  no 
he  was  assured,  within  himself  that  no  me 
tion  had  been  made  of  his  conduct  of  t^ 
morning. 

"  I  hope,  however,"  resumed  the  Squis 
bearing  an  unusually  dose  resemblance 
a  pouter  pigeon,  that  Mrs.  Woodbee  is  m 
impressed  with  the  conviction  that  I  a 
not  to  be  trifled  with  any  longer,  and  tiii 
for  the  future,  she  will  maintain  a  becai 
ing  silence  upon  all  subjects;  for  I  am 
opinion.  Doctor,  that  women  were  made  £ 
neither   thinking  nor  speaking.      In  M 
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^^^  they  exhibit  themaelveB  to  the 
gi^atest  disadvantage,  and  the  satire  of 
^wing  the  wise  woman  without  a  head, 
formed  a  perfect  illustration  of  the  defects 
tf  the  sex." 

"A  letter,  Sir,'*  said  the  powdered-headed 
Woquey,  making  a  nervous  entrance,  and 
presenting  the  document  spoken  of  on  a 
large  silver  salver. 

•      

*'  From  whom?  "  inquired  his  master. 

"  I  don't  know,  Sir,"  rejoined  the  servant 
^^  I  found  it  on  the  table  in  the  hall.^' 

It  was  quick  work  to  break  the  seal,  and 
as  quick  to  glance  at  the  contents,  or,  at 
1^  at  a  portion  of  them. 

'^Gonel"  ejaculated  Tobias  Woodbee, 
*tftrtmg  as  if  a  shock  of  electricity  had 
•drilled  through  his  nerves.  "  Gone — ^my 
wife  and  child  gone  r' 

"What?''    exclaimed  Dr.   Starkie,  and 
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the  monosyUable  sounded  like  the  snap  of 
a  spiteful  cur. 

Slowly,  and  as  if  making  sure  that  each 
word  was  correctly  read,  the  letter  was 
perused  to  the  end,  and  then  with  the 
frenzy  of  a  maniac,  he  crushed  it  in  his 
hand,  and  throwing  it  under  his  feet,  jumpec 
upon  it,  as — Heaven  forgive  him  I — ^he  woul« 
have  upon  the  writer,  had  she  been  withic 
his  reach. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  dawn  of  morning  had  just  tinged 
the  east  with  a  pale  streak  of  light  when 
the  mail  jerked  on  the  first  line  of  stones 
Wding  through  one  of  the  greatest  tho- 
roughfares in  the  modern  Babylon. 

"  Come,  lad/'  said  Jonathan,  digging  his 
^t  elbow  into  the  corporal's  ribs,  "  a  man 
^y  break  hi»  neck  uncommonly  easy  off  a 
^^h-box." 

Oh !"  ejaculated  Corporal  Crump,  waking 
*th  great  suddenness,  "  I  was  asleep,  was 
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"  You  certaiiily  ware^^  rejoined  the  coed 
man,  ^^  nnlessi  being  tired  o'  this  lifep  70 
wanted  to  end  it  ¥dth  a  firactnred  akiiDi  i 
8ome  such  sudden  measure.'' 

^  In  that  respect,"  returned  the  corpon 
^^my  Mends  need  feel  no  particular  anziet; 
But  where  are  we  now?**  contained  he. 

He  had  asked  the  samo  qoesiion  at  almo 
every  succeeding  stage,  and  Jonaiha 
therefore,  put  strong  emphasis  on  the  stat 
raent,  '^  that  now  they  were  within  a  aha 
quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  Bull  Inn,  Aldgate 

^^  Why,  that's  where  we  are  to  get  down 
observed  the  corporal. 

^^So  you  said,"  added  the  coachmaa 
drily,  "  fifty  mile  away." 

The  streets  of  London  are  never  desertei 
Be  the  hour  what  it  may,  early  or  lafe 
there  are  always  signs  of  life  in  them.  A 
if,  however,  to  give  the  flat  denial  to  tfa 
alleged  axiom,  that  rising  betimes  is  coc 
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^<t€f?e  to  health  and  wealth,  the  break-of- 
^7  denizens  of  London  are  anything  but 
<U«tiDgQished  for  a  blooming  exterior  or 
extraordinary  possesnons.     The  poor  little 
slip^od  sweep,  shivering  along  the  pave- 
menty  the  itinerant  vendor  of  fish  on  her 
road  to  Billingsgate,  the  Iridi  hod-man,  the 
milhnaid  clattering  along  with  her  pails, 
ttiid  followers  of  similar  occupations,  begin- 
ning with  the  small  hours,  are,  it  must  be 
<^<Hrfe88ed,  "  great  facts"  in  support  of  the 
^^tation. 

The  lamps  were  just  being  extinguished 
V  an  over  zealous  and  sanguine  man,  who 
^Ust  have  possessed  a  highly  imaginative 
"'^in  in  fancying  that,  as  yet,  they  were 
^^lUiecessary,  when  the  mail  stopped  at 
^e  narrow  entrance  of  the  Bull  Inn.  A 
*^R  professional  chink- wink  of  the  guard's 
^orn  hastened  the  advent  of  the  night- 
P^ter,  and  the  luggage  being  confined  to 
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narrow  limits,   both  it  and   the   passeng 
were  quickly  cleared,  to  apply  a  nautl 
phrase,  and  conducted  into  a  room,  where 
dull  fire  was  soon  made,  by  an  effort  of  t 
night-porter,   to   put  on  a  truly   cheerfk-JK^  1 
countenance. 

"  We  shall  meet  again,  I  suppose;  as  tlm  — 
scbsors    said    when    they    divided,"   crii 
Jonathan  to  the  corporal,  as  he  chirrupt 
the  reeking  team  again  into  motion. 

•*If  I  didn't   think  so,"   responded  tb" 
guard,  "  rd  ask  for  a  lock  of  his  hair." 

Corporal  Crump  waved  a  hand  in  silence' 
to  his  jovial  companions  of  the  nighty  ar&< 
hurried  in  the  wake  of  Leonard  and  h.i 
mother. 

The  night  porter,   who,  it  is  suppose^^^^' 
never   admitted  a   passenger  by  the  m»-*^ 
without   there   being  a  requisition    of  h. 
services  in    some   shape   or    other,     sto( 
drowsily  by,  waitin<r  in  silenrc  lor  orders. 
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''  Well ! "  said  the  corporal,  who  did  not 
^^  to  appreciate  the  attention,  and  was 
Mrnggling  to  divest  himself  of  Jacob's  over- 
coat, "  what  do  you  want?" 

"Nothing,"    replied    the    night-porter, 
rtoically. 

"  Then  you're  luckier  than  a  few  of 
ny  acquaintance,"  rejoined  the  old  sol- 
lier,  flinging  the  garment  over  the  back 
f  a  chair ;  "  but  as  we  require  no  greater 
aeasure  of  services  from  you  just  now, 
Perhaps  you'll" —  and  the  corporal  motioned 

he  night-porter  to  withdraw  without  further 
loss  of  time. 

But  the  night-porter  had  not  fulfilled  his 
i^on. 

**  Beds  b  aired,"  cried  he. 

*'  We  don't  want  beds,"  mildly  interposed 
^rs.  Woodbee. 

"  Boot-jack,  slippers,  or  anything  in  iluit 
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Inie,  Kr?"  perked  tb»  ni^tfMti^  ai| 
dresring  tht  cotporaL  ^ 

**  Not  at  present,*'  tras  tiie  n^^  - 

He  stood  for  a  fttr  aeeCBidi  holdrng^ 
door  ili^y  1^,  as  if  hentetiai;  ito  d 
it 

"Three ble»ed  Cbtik6aaBhy  die 
at  length  said  the  night-porlier,  pm 
as  he  spoke,  "and  not  to  want  notiui^ 
When,  I  shonld  like  to  know,"  and  k 
looked  np  as  if  anticipa^g  a  heavenlf 
ngn  of  some  sort,  "  will  there  be  aooAtf 
such  a  mirade?" 

"  Now,"  commenced  Corporal  Cnu^ 
briskly,  "  we  must  hold  a  council  of  mt, 
and  be  prompt  in  both  what  we  say  lod 
do,"  and  in  snuffing  a  solitary  and  flaring 
candle,  he  seemed  to  open  the  reacdatioD 
illustratively. 

"  We  shf^  be  guided  implicitly  by  yiW 
-advice,"  observed  Mrs.  Woodbee,  diawiof 
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^deathick  veil  which  hitherto  had  covered 
^  features. 
MerdM   Heaven!  what   a  change  was 

The  old  soldier  could  scarcely  suppress 
^  gaculation  of  horror  as  he  gazed  upon 
^t  altered  face*  Furrows,  as  if  cairved  by 
the  mthless  hand  of  age,  and  yet  but  the 
^ork  of  a  few  hours,  lined  her  pallid  cheeks, 
wliile  her  eyes,  glassy  with  weeping,  were 
sunk  and  encircled  in  two  wide  scarlet  rims, 
walded  by  her  tears. 

It  might  be  that  Leonard  did  not  per- 
ceive the  traces  of  such  deep,  overwhelming 
aonow;   for  although  he  gazed  upon  his 

mother,  it  was  with  a  cold  and  vacant 

stare. 

"  You   are   tired,'*  said  the  corporal, 

commiseratingly,   ^^  and    must  have    rest 

before—" 

"  No,  no, "    interrupted  Mrs.  Woodbee, 

f2 
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with  more  energy  than  her  attenuated  ai 
exhausted  frame  appeared  capable  of  pa 
sessing,  ^^  I  want  no  rest— ^on  have  no 
here.  We  may  be  pursued,  overtaken— 
know  not  what !  ^'  and  she  buried  her  fia 
between  her  hands,  and  seemed  prostrat 
with  grief. 

Mechanically,  and  as  if  scarcely  conscio 
of  what  he  did,  Leonard  now  placed  a  hft: 
in  one  of  his  mother's,  but  dropping* 
immediately,  a  joyous  smile  played  upon  1 
features,  and  his  thoughts  were  eviden'i 
not  of  her. 

The  corporal  felt  a  strong  inclination 
be  severe  at  what  appeared  to  him  extrein 
heartlessness  on  the  part  of  the  boy,  and 
was  preparing  to  launch  forth  his   bla 
opinion  upon  the  subject,   when   his   e; 
caught  that  of  the  mother's. 

The  reproach  died  upon  his  lips.    In  thi 
look  he  saw  the  truth — the  terrible  trut* 
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^^r  fears  were  realized.     The  tender  chord 
"^snapped. 

Then — but  he  brushed  it  quickly 
from  his  cheek — a  tear  rose  and  trickled 
<loim  the  veteran's  &ce,  and  taking  Leonard 
^^uderly  in  his  arms  he  drew  his  head  upon 
^^^  breast,  and,  with  a  woman's  gentleness, 
^^d  it  there. 

"  He^U  be  better  soon, "  said  the  corporal, 
a  low  unsteady  voice,  ^^  he'll  be  better 


n." 


"  May  Heaven  grant  so ! "  fervently  ejacu- 

the  mother. 
"  I  think,"  remarked  Corporal  Crump, 
r  a  brief  pause  for  the  recovery  of 
self-possession,  ^that  the  sooner  we 
^«ave  here  the  better ;  but  before  doing  so 
11  just  tell  you  what  my  plan  is.  Tve 
'•Aought  of  it  more  or  less  all  night.  There's 
^  comrade  of  mine,  an  old  campaigner, 
^^g  near  Hampstead,  and  although  we 
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haven't  met  for  manj  a  long  year,  al 
we've  kept  up  a  numing-fiie  kmd  cf.i 
quaintance  through  a  letter  once  ina  irU 
Every  Christmas^  as  regular  aa  CSiriata 
oomesy  he  sends  an  invitation  fixr  me 
come  and  see  him,  and  aa  it  is  barely  thi 
weeks  smce  that  I  had  one^  thero'a  lit 
doubt  of  finding  him  well  and  hearty.  B 
a  queer  subject  is  Bill  Stumpit !  ^  said  t 
corporal,  reflectively.  ^^  He  lost  his  right  1 
at  Salamanca,  and  yet  makes  more  fiouri 
of  the  wooden  one  than  he  did  of  the  natui 
member,  the  place  of  which  it  usurped, 
to  speak.  I  can't  answer,  firom  my  oi 
knowledge,  what  his  quarters  are  as  rcgai 
size  or  convenience ;  but  Til  be  answeral 
they  are  as  clean  as  a  firesh-scour 
steel  scabbard,  and  as  for  a  welcome !  b 
leave  that  alone.  Poor  Bill !  his  timber  t 
will  melt  at  the  sight  of  me!  Now,  o 
i-dea/^  continued  Corporal  Crump,  ^^  is 
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^aithstmight  to  Bill  Stumpit's,  where  if  we 

^^'t  exactly  obtain  all  the  accommodation 

^^  want,  still  he's  the  very  man  to  tell  us 

m 

^^v^here  we  can  get  it,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
*ii  opportunity  will  be  given  for  him  to 
show  us  the  quality  of  his  rations,  of  which 
Wb  apt  to  boast  in  his  correspondenc  e/ 

'^  I  depend  upon    your  arrangements,  '* 
^'bsenred  Mrs.   Woodbee,   ^^and  am  quite 
*^i*>e  they  will  be  for  the  best  of  which  cir- 
^^^'^^stances  will  permit." 
^^Then  again,"    resumed  the  corporal, 
^^X^ting  the  compliment  as  became  his  rank, 
there  should  be  anything  like  a  hunt 


5<^ 


'^As  there  is  sure  to  be,"  added  Mrs. 
^)odbee,  anxiously.   ^^  I  even  tremble  while 

remain  here." 
**  And  if  they  are  closer  upon  us, "  re- 
t^^B-^med  he,    '^than   we've    any  reason  to 
^f  pose,   we    shall  be    away  long    before 
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their  wmnij  and,  as  I  mm  going  to 
where  ean  we  be  aifer  than  in  a  re 
where  weVe  never  been  beforei  and  06 
qnentfy  unknown  ezoqit^  peihapsi  thrc 
tibe  trampets  o£  fiBune  as  blown  by 
Stmu]^?  At  this  pointy  the  Boll  Inn, . 
gate,  aD  dne  and  trace  must  be  lost  of 
points  of  oar  coarse,  and  when  I  lookio 
the  compass,  north,  soath,  east,  or  west 
line  appears  to  me  so  straight  as  the 
chalked  out. " 

"  Then  let  us  proceed, "  said  Mrs.  W< 
bee.  "  When  on  our  way  I  shall  lose 
dread  each  smallest  sound  creates. '' 

"  Decision,  Ma'am, "  rejoined  the  corp 
"when  once  arrived  at  should  be  acted  i 
without  delay.  We'll  go,  but  as  manceu 
are  often  necessary  to  insure  a  victo 
continued  he,  with  a  full-blown  displa 
egotism,  "  leave  the  manner  of  our  goin 


me." 
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The  night-porter  was  now  summoned, 
^d  he  returned  to  the  room  armed  with  a 
lM)o^ack  and  two  pairs  of  slippers. 

"Which  is  our  way/'  said  Corporal 
Cbmp,  eyeing  the  man  as  if  he  would  gim* 
Uet  a  hole  through  him,  and  nail  him  to 
lie  wall,  "  that  is  to  say, "  continued  he, 
"can  you  direct  us  on  our  road  to  Turn- 
ham  Green?" 

The  night-porter  entertained  a  sudden 
and  powerful  inclination  to  be  witty  at  the 
expense  of  the  corporal's  question;  but 
^pon  making  a  short  survey  of  the  stem- 
featured,  upright,  and  wiry  figure  before 
'^  he  deemed  it  a  much  safer  proceeding 
^  practise  a  little  self-denial. 

'*Tum-em-green?"  repeated  the  night- 
^^*t6r,  looking  at  the  floor  as  if  inspecting  a 
*^^  correctly  mapped  and  scaled. 

^  Well,   no  matter!"    rejoined    the   old 
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soldier,   irritably,  or  profisssing  to  be  80, 
^^  any  hackneyman  knows  it,  I  suppose?  " 

'^  Blindfolded, "  returned  the  night  por- 
ter ;  and  with  this  reply  Corporal  Gmmp 
led  the  way  from  the  Bull  Inn,  Aldgate. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


It  has  been  observed  by  an  authority  in 
whom  some  confidence  may  be  placed,  both 
ajs  regards  the  verity  and  discrimination  of 
his  opinions,  that  Bill  Stumpit  was  ^^  a  queer 
subject; "  and  if  eccentricity  of  style,  with 
originality  of  character,  are  combined  in  that 
description,  then  a  more  faithful  one  could 
scarcely  be  presented  in  a  briefer  sentence. 

In  referring  to  the  past  services  which  he 
had  rendered,  doubtless,  to  a  grateful 
nation,  Bill  Stumpit  was  in  the  habit  of 
calling  himself  ^^  an  old  Peninsoolar,"  and 
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from  the  "  lopping  *'  he  had  received  in  i0 
loss  of  a  leg,  a  hand,  and  an  eye,  his  ad^ 
dltion  to  the  announcement  ^^  that  he  \aat 
seen  a  little  service,"  might  hypercritically 
be  regarded  as  superfluous. 

With  his  brows  crowned  with  imaginary 
wreaths,  a  discharge,  in  which  ^^  honorable 
mention  "  was  made  by  his  colonel,  and  the 
munificent  pension  of  sevenpence  per  dim 
granted,  it  is  needless  to  say,  by  an  appre- 
ciating country,  Bill  Stumpit,  or,  properly 
speaking,  all  that  was  left  of  him,  retired 
from  the  army,  and  again  sought  the  sub 
urban  scenes  of  his  home  and  childhood. 

In  the  maimed,  halt,  and  blind  old  Pe 
ninsular,  few  would  have  recognised  tht 
handsome  recruit  who,  fired  by  "  the  spirit 
stirring  drum  and  the  ear-piercing  fife,*'  re 
solved  to  seek  glory  in  the  cannon's  mouth 
or  death,  as  became  a  soldier.  The  pri« 
which   the  lottery  of   fate    awarded    hinoj 
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^^^^  the  glory  he  coveted,  and  hence,  it  is 
^iT  to  suppose,  he  had  no  just  reason  to 
^^omplain  of  the  blind  jade  who  turned  the 

Upon  his  retirement  from  public  service — 

^e  would  never  admit  that  he  was  dismissed 

— Bill  Stumpit  became  the    master  of  a 

limited  establishment  in  Hampstead  Vale, 

'which,  by  dint  of  economy  and  thrift,  and 

^mbining  the  professional  occupation    of 

^ting  carpets,   netting  birds,  and   culti- 

^atbg  a  small  but  productive  garden,  he 

'Danaged  to  support,   with  equal  comfort 

^  himself  and  credit  as  a  worthy  member 

^  the  community  at  large. 

'Tradition  is  silent  as  to  the  cause — pro- 
^^ed  there  was  any — of  the  old  Peninsular 
^C)pting  a  costume  of  striking  singularity ; 
"^t  at  all  times  and  seasons  he  might  be 
*^B  in  a  three-cornered  black  felt  hat,  not 
^^like  that  represented  in  the  portraits  and 
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Statuettes  of  his  great  enemy  Napolwn,  i 
shell  jacket  of  coarse  hlue  cloth,  buttoned 
closely  to  the  throat,  a  pair  of  lerfst 
breeches,  which,  from  constaDt  wear 
friction,  shone  in  certain  parts  lite  pdtdiO 
mahogany,  and  a  short  black  gaiter, 
covering  the  solitary  leg  yet  sensitive 
touch,  with  a  heavy  and  buckled  shoe 
massive  construction,  designed,  apparentlyi 
to  last  an  ordinary  lifetime. 

Such  was  the  garb  Bill  Stumpit  wow, 
and  which  he  would  not  have  changed  fw 
a  court-suit,  bag-wig,  and  steel-hilfed  swaii 
included. 

A  black  patch  screened  the  perished  orbt 
and  an  iron  hook  supplied  the  place,  how- 
ever imperfectly,  of  the  lost  hand ;  while  the 
wooden  member,  being  muffled  at  the  foot 
by  an  effective  roll  of  drugget,  had  a  quie* 
and  subdued   tone    about    it    which  w« 
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ideannt  to  hear,  in  comparison  to  the 
^eral  harahness  of  snch  substitutes. 

It  has  been  intimated  that  the  old  Pe^ 
Attular,  as  a  recruit,  was  comely  of  feature; 
■C  if  truth  must  be  spoken,  there  remained 

0  vestige  of  the  past  in  Bill  Stumpit's 
kjBiognomy.  SaUow  and  furrowed,  his 
ce  bore  strong  evidence  of  the  ravages  of 
me,  rough  treatment,  and  a  dose  assoda^ 
on  with  more  of  the  ^^  downs ''  of  life  than 

1  '^ups; ''  while  the  tip  of  his  nose,  from 
le  total  want  of  a  barrier  of  teeth,  almost 
med  a  junction  with  his  chin.  A  clear, 
ttk  eye,  however,  as  hard  and  sparkling  as 
diamond,  shone  with  the  brightness  of  a 
nmk,  kindly  nature,  and  could  not  have 
donged  to  any  one  whose  heart— to  use  a 
omdy  phrase — was  not  set  in  the  right 
hoe. 

Not  a  prettier  cottage — albeit  humble  in 
te  extreme — ^was  to  be  seen  in  Hampstead 
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Vale  than  the  old  Peninsular's.  With  . 
garden  before  and  a  garden  behind,  it  ma; 
be  described  as  placed  about  midway  in  i 
own  grounds ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  th( 
water-butt  at  the  back,  which  certainly 
cupied  a  large  proportionate  space,  as  man 
radbhes,  early  cabbages,  lettuces,  peas, 
beans,  and  a  seasonable  course  of  other 
vegetables,  might  have  been  raised  in  cor- 
responding profusion  on  the  north-west  side 
of  the  building  as  on  the  south-east.  At 
the  same  time,  it  must  not  be  erroneously 
supposed  that  Bill  Stumpit's  taste  was  so 
cramped  with  utilitarian  objects,  that  no 
flowers  were  to  be  seen  within  his  domain. 
On  the  contrary,  spring  announced  that  she 
was  coming  in  his  knots  of  snowdrops  and 
crocuses,  summer  in  the  display  of  blush 
roses,  autumn  in  the  marigolds,  and  winter 
by  the  red  berries  which  speckled  his  holly 


THE  BELLE   OF  THE  VILLAGE. 


81 


bush.    The  old  Peninsular's  garden  was  a 
P^ect  mdex  of  the  seasons. 

A  narrow  gravel  path,  flanked  by  a  dwarf 
wreefrbriar  hedge,  led  from  the  merest  sham 
^  a  gate  that  ever  was  seen — for  it  would 
flot  have  stopped  a  lame  goose  from  throw- 
^  a    somerset  over    it — straight  to  the 
^reshold  of  the  bright-green  door,  where  a 
^%ht  of  the  most  dazzling  kind  met  the  view 
^^  the  form  of  a  brass  knocker.     Nothing 
^^  the  shape  of  brass  was  ever  brighter  than 
^tiis  knocker ;  and  no  wonder,  for  it  was  as 
^^^rtain   to    meet   with    a    vigorous    daily 
I^^lishing   at  the  hands  of  Bill  Stumpit  as 
''^be  day  came.     He  liked,  it  was  said,  to 
^^xamine  his  features  as  they  were  reflected 
^n  its  surface,  notwithstanding  the  resem- 
blance waa  far  from  a  flattering  one,  and  it 
^  circulated  by  the  busybody  report,  that 
^hen  got  up  for  particular  occasions,  it  was 
Vol.  u.  g 
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Ilia   invariable  rule   to  study   the   general 
effect  in  this  the  peculiar  object  of  his  care. 

In  conspicuous  letters,  painted  on  one  of 
the  comers  of  the  cottage,  were  the  words 
*'  Paradise  Lodge ;  '^  and  if  the  exterior  pos- 
sessed any  claim  to  so  hope-inspiring  a  title, 
the  interior,  at  least,  bore  a  corresponding 
one.  Like  the  brass  knocker,  everything 
was  furbished  to  the  fullest  extent  that 
friction  could  produce.  Nothing  exceeded 
the  difficulty  of  sitting  still  on  the  wooden- 
bottom  chairs;  and  it  was  far  from  an 
unusual  sight  to  beliold  an  acquaintance  of 
Bill  Stumpit's  gradually  sliding  to  the 
g:  ound,  with  a  face  on  which  considerable 
dismay  might  be  traced. 

To  a  nervous  temperament,  perhaps. 
Paradise  Lodge  might  have  been  fraught 
with  greater  bliss  had  the  commonwealth  of 
birds,  chirping,  twittering,  and  rubbing  their 
beaks  fretfully  against  the  narrow  confines 
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dr  caages,  suspended  m  rows  upon  rows 

Bt  the  walls,  been  emancipated.  Parlour, 

ge,  kitchen,  staircase — ^birds  here,  birds 

birds  everywhere.     Forming  a  part, 

rer,  of  the  ways  and  means  by  which 

lise  Lodge  was  maintained,  they  musfr 

warded  as  essential  to  the  well-being  of 

stablishment,  rather  than  as  objects  of 

whim,  OP  luxury. 

fp  with  the  lark  and  to-bed  with  the 

was  the  standing  rule  of  the  old  Pe- 

lar ;  and  as  the  rising  of  the  former  is 

ned,   according  to  ornithologists,  by 

ifidng  of  the  latter,  it  may  be  said 

the  division  of   his  hours  was  still 

•  the  direct  regulation  of  the  earth's 

lary. 

.     sou'-west     wind,'*     whistled     Bill 

pit — ^for  he  could  only  speak  through 

oaosical  modulation  of  the  breath,  from> 

Ha  of  his  teeth — and  opening  the  lattice 

g2 
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cf  his  dormitoryy  he  leant  with  folded  anoft 
npon  the  .windoir-flill,  and  gave  his  emto*, 
mary  moining   lookKmt*     *^A   sonf- 
irind^"  repeated  he,  '^and  alikdyooai 
linnets.    They  fly  low  on  a  morning 
asthisy  and  are  on  the  feed;  so  weUtiy^i] 
presently  what  can  be  done  with  linnets.' 

The  old  Peninsular,  at  this  janctnre^  iW 
dad  in  thst  light  and  scanty  attire  whidiil 
commonly  adopted  for  sleeping  in,  and  k 
would  have  been  permitted  both  to  b^ 
and  complete  his  toilet  withoat.  prying  into 
its  mysteries,  were  it  not  for  the  temptuV 
opportunity  of  showing  how  a  wooden  k( 
and  iron  hook  are  managed  in  secret. 

Without  the  assistance  of  either  crutdi  or 
stick,  Bill  Stumpit  hopped  nimbly  to  his  kgi 
which  stood  by  the  side  of  a  cotton  um- 
brella in  a  comer  of  the  room.     Taking  it 
^  his  hand  and  hook — ^for  the  latter  mif^t 
he  deemed  a  fixture,  and  was  never  removed 
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except  for  repairs — he  ran  his  eye  critically 

down  it^    as    a   gun*barrel   is   sometimes 

examined,  to  see  if  it  continued  straight  and 

trust-worthy.     Being  apparently    satisfied 

with  the  inspection,  he  proceeded  to  adjust 

it  to  the  stump,  and  having  fixed  it  in  about 

the  same  time  that  is  occupied  in  drawing 

on  a  tight  boot,  the  old  Peninsular  took  a 

stride  forward,  and  turning  short  round,  as 

if  upon  a  pivot,  continued  to  pace  to  and  fro 

by  the  side  of  his  bed. 

^  Ha  ! ''  whistled  he,  looking  down  at  the 
mechanical  arrangement,  ^^  what  a  blessing  it 
18  to  have  a  bit  of  British  oak  under  one ! " 
and  lifting  his  leg  he  gave  it  a  slap  ex- 
pressive of  unqualified  admiration.  ^^  Some," 
continued  the  old  Peninsular,  making  a 
sonorous  stamp  upoli  the  floor,  ^^  complain 
if  gout,  corns,  bunions,  chilblains,  and 
uch  like  inconveniences ;  but  when  do  ye 
ind  'em  in  a  bit  of  British  oak?"  and  again 
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lie  brought  down  the  bit  of  British  oak  with 
a  violence  which  made  every  window  in 
Paradise  Lodlge  chatter  again. 

Having  satis&ctorily  concluded  'the  ar- 
rangement with  his  leg,  Bill  Stumpit  drew 
on  his  leather  breeches,  and  proceeded  to 
shave  himself  without  the  usual  assistance 
of  hot  water,  soap,  or  looking-glass. 

The  ordeal,  however,  seemed  to  be  one 
little  short  of  martyrdom ;  for  upon  holding 
the  moveable  part  of  his  nose  well  up  with 
his  hook,  and  drawing  the  razor  sharply 
across  his  upper  lip,  tears  started  from  the 
old  Peninsular's  eye  as  if  he  had  ruthlessly 
applied  an  onion  to  it. 

^^  I  begin  to  think, "  said  he,  looking  at 
the  edge  of  the  instrument  which  bore 
strong  afinity  to  a  handsaw,  ^^  I  begin  to 
think,"  repeated  he,  "  that — "  but  here  an 
interruption  took  place* 

There  was  somebody  knocking  at  the 
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door,  and  jthat,  too,  with   a  force  of  no 
gentle  natore. 

With  the  razor  in  hand,  and  his  nose  in 
the  hook,  Bill  Stumpit  betook  himself  to 
tile  caeement,  when  to  his  surprise  he  saw 
thr^e  strangers — or  what  appeared  to  him 
^  he  such — standing  at  the  threshold  of 
the  bright-green,  brass-knockered  door  of 
Paradise  Lodge. 

Kot  immediately,  for  the  old  Peninsular 
^'^as  both  cautious  and  reflective  ;  but  after 
Saving  time  for  his  bright,  sparkling  eye  to 
t^ke  in  each  and  all,  respectively  and  col- 
lectively, he  ventured  to  put  the  well-known 
Question  of  "  who  was  there  ?  '* 

"  Who*s  here  ?"  replied  Corporal  Crump, 
Slancing  up  with  a  good-humoured  laugh. 
*  Supposing  I  was  to  say  your  grandfather, 
"^^uld  ye  believe  me?  " 

^Orandfiither !"  repeated  Bill  Stumpit,  who 

^an  to  entertain  the  notion  that  an  undue 
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liberty  was  being  taken  with 
grandfather,  Mister  Whoeveryoumaybt 
a  respectable  man^  and  didn't  go  t 
a-giving  chafiy  answers  to  civil  questio 

"  Come,  come,"  rejoined  the  other  rej 
ingly  ;      "  I've  known  before  now  a 
private  getting  a  precious  dusting  for 
ing  in  that  style  to  a  full  corporal.** 

Quick  must  have  been  the  thought- 
lightning  of  the  mind — which,  vibn 
through  the  old  Peninsular's  brain,  si 
the  chords  of  memory. 

"  It's  him,"  cried  he,  flying  round  oi 
bit  of  British  oak,  "  I  know  it*s  him !  S 
thing  in  ards  t4*lls  me  so.  Say,  speak, 
is  to  say  hold  your  tongue,"  shrilly  whi 
Bill  Stumpit,  craning  his  neck  out  o1 
window,  and  making  a  wild,  conw 
movement  with  the  hook.  *'  Don't  te! 
all  at  once.  I'm  an  old  Peninsoolar,  D 
— for  I  know  you're  Dicky — and   I've 
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a  little  service,  and  I  can't  a*bear  shocks  as 

'  ^  to  were.     Be  gentle  with  the  old 

Penii^lar,  Dicky.     To    doable-shot  him 

^•D-n-now/'  continued  the  veteran,  with  a 

^^g  gOTgBj  as  he  hooked  an  unshed  tear 

•'^imining  in    his  eye,    "  you'd    bust  his 

"Be  lively,  Billy,"  rejoined  Corporal 
^:rainp,  "  and  you  shall  find  me  a  light, 
^^sy-going  cartridge." 

Lively    kittens  racing    after  their  tails; 

^^a^mbs  frisking  in  a  May-day  sunshine ;  chil- 

^^ren  set  free  "  in  all  their  gushing  joy  "  from 

^•^hool ;  an  Irishman  at  Donny brook  Fair  or 

^  wake ;  the  devil  in  a  gale  of  wind ;  a  bull 

^11  a  china-shop :  in  short,  nothing  on  the 

^nh  or  under  it,  could  be  pourtrayed  to 

^^  imagination  in  a  more  lively  condition 

♦nan  Bill  Stumpit  became  upon  the  receipt 

^'  this  suggestion. 

^ith   a  hop,  skip,  and  a  jump,  and  a 
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jon^  ddpp  and  a  hop,  the  oftd  Fni 
tiras  «t  the  door ;  bolt,  iwr,  mA  iaftdh 
Jus  touch,  and  Gorpoial  Orump^ 
twiokHiigof  an  eye,  fooad  YAmmM 
tdatdh  of  an  arm  and  hook  of  no  oi 
power* 

''0  Dicky!''  gacolated  the  ▼ 
tiiitii  almoBt  amatory fondnesB,  "if 
but  a-known  you'd  been  a-coming, 
killed  my  pig ! " 

^^  Perhaps  be  isn^t  fit  for  slaying 
siderately  put  in  the  corporal,  as  he  re 
the  hearty  greeting. 

"  Not  quite,"  rejoined  Bill  Stumf 
holding  his  friend  in  a  warm  embrac 
few  more  bushels,  and  he'll  be  prett 
But  who  have  we  here?"  continv 
releasing  the  corporal ;  and  turning 
Woodbee  and  Leonard,  he  present 
hand  to  one,  and  the  hook  to  the  otii 
led  them  triumphantly  into  Paradise 
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^th  as  much  military  preciBion,  perhaps, 
*>  politeness,  he  begged  that  his  guests  might 

iw  Rated,  and  then  fiacing  Corporal  Crump, 
tteasored  him  inch  by  inch  slowly  upwards, 
tnd  fixing  his  hard,  bright,  diamond  eye 
npoQ  him,  asked,  in  a  tone  almost  sepul- 
chral, ^^  whether  he'd  been  and  done  it?  "* 

"Done    what?**    replied    the    corporal, 
Iftoghing. 

"  Done  what ! "  repeated  the  old  Penin- 
•olar,  with  a  sneer.     "HAvn't  we  a-gone 
together    over    mountain    and    over    sea, 
Arched,  counter-marched,  fought  in  line, 
^lumn,  and  square ;  been  picketted  at  out- 
puts; bivouacked,   volunteered  in  forlorn 
^pes,  stood  side  by  side,  back  to  back,  when 
^^  chances  appeared  likely  we  should  be  spit- 
^  together — I  say,  haven't  we  done  all  this  ?" 
"  And  more,'*  replied  the  corporal. 
"  You  confess  that,  do  ye,  Dicky? "  re- 
plied the  other.     "  Then,  perhaps,  you'll 
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take  a  step  further,  and  confess — for  its  i 
great  relief,  Vm  told,  to  a  heavy  conscienoi 
— ^thau  with  a  firiend  who's  shared  so  manj 
dangers,  ye  might  not  have  been  quite  si 
dumb  about  the  greatest  of  your  Ufe.** 

^  \Muit  does  the  old  figure-head  mean? 
said  the  corporal,  evidently  puzzled. 

""Mean?"  repeated  Billy  Stumpit,  fold 
ing  his  hook  and  arm.  ^'  PU  be  plain- 
plain  enough  to  be  understood.  Haven* 
I  the  honour/'  continued  he,  tuminf 
to  Mrs.  Woodbee,  and  bringing  his  ham 
methodically  to  his  brow,  '^  to  saloot  Missi) 
Corporal  Crump?" 

"Oh,  no!"  interposed  the  corporal  has 
tily,  "  certainly  not.  A  mistake — an  extra 
ordinary  mistake  !*' 

"Then  I  ask  your  pardon,  Dicky,"  re- 
joined the  old  Peninsular,  giving  him  a 
patronising  tap  on  the  back  with  the  iron 
hook.     "I   ask   your  pardon,  Dicky,"  re- 
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P^ed  he.     '^  I  thought^  from  present  ap- 

pcanmoes,''  and  he  waved  the  instrum^t  so 

•8  to  take  in  or  encircle  the  forms  of  Leo- 

'^  and  his  mother,  "  there'd  a-been  a  con- 

^erable  addition  to  the  Cramps,  and  which 

^^rcumstance  were  kept  particularly  dark 

from  one  human's  bosom/'  and  he  pointed 

stgnificantly  to  his  own. 

"No,  no,"  added  the  corporal,  who  ap- 
peared disposed  to  be  angry  with  his  fiiend 
ior  committing  so  egregious  a  blunder.  ^^  Im 
not  married,  nor  going  to  be,  as  £Eur  as  I 
know.  This  is  a  lady — a  lady  bom,  Billy, 
"^-and  her  son,  who  I  wish  to  speak  to  you 
»bout  by  an'  by." 

"I  ask  your  pardon,  Dicky,"  for  the 
^rd  time  said  the  old  Peninsular,  keeping 
^p  a  vigorous  knocking  between  the  corpo- 
^'s  shoulders,  ^'  no  offence  was  meant^  and 
aone  given." 
The  ceremony  of  shaking  hands  all  round 
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was  now  commenced,  an^  being  ended^ 
seemed  to  put  matters  all  on  the  most  desi- 
rable footing. 

As  a  sight,  of  its  kind,  nothing  could  be- 
more  refreshing  than  the  efforts  of  tile  old 
Peninsular  to  render  his  travel-worn  friendi^ 
as  comfortable  as  the  means  and  appliances 
at  his  command,  and  the  capacity  of  Para- 
^se  Lodge,  would  admit. 

A  thousand  interesting  questions  were 
asked,  and  a  corresponding  number  of 
answers  given,  while  he  bustled  about  col- 
lecting comforts  and  restoratives  into  a 
focus.  A  brisk,  cheerful  little  fire  entered 
an  appearance  with  the  speed  of  magic,  a 
little  copper  kettle,  as  bright  as  the  brass 
knocker,  began  to  sing  and  vomit  forth 
clouds  of  steam;  delicate  red-streaked 
rashers  of  bacon  cracked  and  fizzed  upon  a 
little  gridiron ;  layers  of  toast  were  raised 


Tfift  BMJLE  09  THE  VILLAClE*  U^ 

into  a  miniature  {^^mid ;  egg»,  firesh  ladd 
as  morning  dew,  grumbled  loudly  at  theiir 
£tte  in  a  saucepan,  and  with  a  few  collateral 
odds  and  ends,  in  tBe  shape  of  a  bouquet  of 
%he  greenest  watercresses  that  ever  grew  in 
xill  or  rivulet,  a  roll  of  butter,^  on  which  the 
fioet  glistened  like  so  many  fairy  lampa^ 
cmd  a  substantial  loaf,  which  looked  heavy 
l3ut  felt  light — completed  BiUy  Stumpit's 
hasty  arrangements. 

^^  I  should  a-been  told  that  company  was 
a-ooming,"  remarked  he,  shaking  his  head 
with  the  smallest  visible  taste  of  reproach  at 
the  corporal.  ^  Things,  Mum,  then,"  conr 
tinned  he,  directing  bis  discourse  to  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  **  might  a*been  more  in  order,  so 
to  speak ;  but  if  three  angels  from  heaven 
had  dropped  through  the  roof,  they  wouldn't 
be  more  welcome  to  my  eggs  and  bacon 
than  you  are ;  so  fall  to." 

"  We  are  greatly  indebted  for  your  hospi- 
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lality/*  replied  Mrs.  Woodbee,  '^  and  I  hope 
that  the  abruptness  of  our  arrival  will  not 
inconvenience  you." 

^^  Spoken  like  a  lady !  *'  responded  the  old 
Peninsular.  ^^  It*s  easy  to  learn  when  gen- 
tility speaks,"  continued  he,  ^^  there's  an  oili- 
ness  about  it  which  the  low-bred  'uns  can't 
give  tongue  to,"  and  then  he  stumped  round 
the  table  with  a  flitting  movement^  proffer- 
ing everything  to  everybody,  until  he 
gasped  for  breath  from  over-exertion. 

There  was  a  circumstance,  however,  which 
bothered  the  brains  of  Billy  Stumpit  more 
than  he  would  have  felt  disposed  to  confess 
at  that  early  period  of  the  meeting,  and 
that  was  the  tender  and  striking  attention 
paid  by  Corporal  Crump  to  the  young 
stranger.  Standing  respectfully  by  his  side, 
he  appeared  to  watch,  with  a  careful,  anxious 
eye,  every  look  and  gesture,  and  endea- 
voured  to  anticipate  all  his  slightest  want«. 


b3  .'' 
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l^^ot  a  word  passed  bis  lips,  but  every  now 
4tnd  then  he  bent  an  inquiring  look  upon  the 
<^orporal's  &ce,  and  smiled  like  an  infant  in 
<«  pleasing  dream.  Then  starting,  as  if  he 
inissed  some  one,  he  turned  to  his  mother, 
and,  stretching  forth  a  hand,  clasped  one  of 
hers,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  she  was 
there. 

"  Come,  young  Sir,"  said  the  old  Penin- 
sular, feeling  the  mystery  somewhat  oppres- 
sive, "  you  don't  seem  to  be  a-getting  on," 
but  at  this  moment  he  caught  an  unmis- 
takeable  look  from  the  corporal  to  turn  bis 
attention  to  another  quarter. 

^^  My  son  is  both  fatigued  and  ill,''  said 
Mrs.  Woodbee,  "  and  appears —  poor  fellow ! 
— ^to  little  advantage.  It  is  our  hope,  how- 
ever, that  change  of  scene  and  air — " 

"  There's  none  better,  Mum,"  interrupted 
Bill  Sturapit,  "  than  that  which  he's  now 
a-breathing  on.     I'll  back  it  against  all  the 

VOL.  II.  li 
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atmospheres  in  the  known  universal 
world.  So  where  you're  well,  there  let  well 
be." 

'*•  Can  you  find  room  then/'  said  the  cor- 
poral,  "  for — " 

^'  A  parish,"  again  broke  in  the  old  Pe- 
ninsular, '^  I  can  find  room  for  a  parish 
when  I  think  fit,  Dicky,  and  as  to  a-letting 
one  of  you  go,  /  wont,  and  there's  an  end 
on  t. 

"  In  a  day  or  two,  I — " 

"Years,  Dicky,  years  you  mean,"  said 
the  veteran,  "don't  talk  of  days.  We'll 
club  pensions,  beat  carpets,  net  birds,  smoke 
pipes,  and  live  in  paradise!  I  see  it  all 
now,''  continued  he,  wildly  flourishing  his 
bit  of  British  oak,  "7%ts  is  Zetrtenont 
Somerset's  widder,  thaes  a  sprig  from  the 
original  block — although  I  e-roneously  be- 
lieved that  same  sprig  to  be  a  gurl — we're 
here  altogether  at  last,   where  we  should 
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a-been  at  first,  and  so  we'll  remain,  world 
without  end.    Amen." 

"  You're  out  in  the  particulars,"  replied 
the  corporal;  ^^but  you  shall  have  them 
corrected  presently,  Billy.  I'll  enlighten 
ye  concerning  who  we  are,  why  we  came, 
and  all  about  us,  if  you'll  only  have  patience. 
It's  no  use  guessing,  take  my  word  for  it." 

"  I  must  leave  our  mutual  jfriend,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Woodbee,  "  to  enter  into  the 
fullest  explanation  which  I  feel  the  strange- 
ness of  our  coming  demands,  and  to  convey 
what  our  easily  satisfied  desires  are.  In  the 
meantime,"  continued  she,  "  I  think  a  few 
hours'  repose  would  refresh  my  son  if—" 

"  Don't  say  another  word,  Mum,"  inter- 
rupted the  old  Peninsular,  who  appeared 
invariably  ready  to  prevent  the  necessity  of 
concluding  a  sentence.  ^^  TU  have  as  nice  a 
crib  ready,  in  less  than  five  minutes,  as  man, 
woman,  or  child  could  wish  a  shake-down 

h2 
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in/'  and  away  he  went  with  the  agility  of 
a  man  in  the  possession  of  two  superior 
limbs,  albeit  one  was  a  bit  of  British  oak. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

'here  were  no  suspicions  in  the  mind  of 
little  general  shopkeeper,  upon  return- 
home,  and  finding  from  Bridget  that  his 
nd  the  corporal  had  taken  a  sudden 
•arture  with  his  second  best  top  coat, 
t  it  was  a  case  of  petty  larceny  for 
gisterial  interference ;  but  to  say  that  he 
J  surprised  would  feebly  convey  anything 
'  an  expression  of  his  feelings  upon  the 
SJect.  Jacob  paced  up  and  down  the 
'k  settlement  of  the  shop  parlour,  or,  to 
^ere  more  strictly  to  the  gait  which  the 
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confined  limits  of  the  back  settlement 
obliged  bim  to  adopt,  continued  to  turn 
himself  round  and  round  like  a  lark  roast- 
ing at  the  end  of  a  string,  and  endeavoured 
by  the  most  strenuous  efforts  to  disentangle 
the  thread  of  the  mystery.  The  more,  how- 
ever, he  tried,  the  greater  and  more  nume- 
rous the  obstacles  appeared,  and  he  began 
to  feel  the  necessity  of  abandoning  the 
puzzle  in  despair,  until  further  elucidation 
was  thrown  upon  it,  when,  to  his  astonish- 
ment— ^for  he  both  thought  and  hoped  that 
she  had  long  since  been  a  sojourner  in  the 
land  of  dreams-Clara  stood  by  his  side. 

She  was  pale,  very  pale,  and  her  eyes 
proclaimed  that  they  were  not  long  free 
from  tears. 

"  I  am  truly  glad  that  you  have  returned, 
Mr.  Giles,"  she  said,  taking  one  of  his  hands, 
and,  clasping  it  between  her  own,  she  looked 
upwards  into  his  fiicc  with  an  expression 
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which  threatened  to  torn,  at  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  Jacob's  heart  into  liquid. 

^^  Has  anything  happened?"  inquired  he, 
as  an  icy  chill  crept  through  the  conduits  of 
his  blood,  and  each  particular  hair  upon  his 
head,  few  as  the  number  was,  began  to  rise 
and  stand  on  end,  "like  quills  upon  the 
fretful  porcupine.'' 

"  Nothing  to  cause  alarm,"  replied  Clara, 
quickly ;  "but  come  with  me;  mamma  wishes 
to  speak  with  you,  and,  to  do  so,  has  been 
counting  the  minutes  for  hours  past. " 

"  While  IVe  been  imbibing  at  the  Rol- 
licking Club ! "  sfidd  Jacob  to  himself ;  "  my 
resignation  goes  in  to-morrow  morning — 
that's  all;"  and  with  this  threat  of  self-to- 
be-visited  punishment,  he  followed  Clara's 
light  tread  to  the  door  of  the  snuggery. 

Upon  entering,  Mrs.  Somerset  was  dis- 
covered lying  on  the  sofa,  supporting  a 
brow  which,  from  the  heavy,  leaden  appear- 
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ancc  of  her  eyelids,  seemed  to  be  throbbing 
with  no  gentle  pain. 

"  My  good,  kind  firiend,"  she  said,  extend- 
ing a  hand  to  the  little  general  shopkeeper^ 
and  the  smile  with  which  he  was  greeted^ 
would  alone  have  been  deemed  payment  ixmz 
full  for  a  heavy  account  of  loDg  standing.^ 
*'  I  have  a  few  words  to  speak  with  yo 
before  retiring  to  rest ;  but  I  began  to  fear,' 
continued  she,  "  that  my  poor  head  woul( 
have  compelled  me  to  go  long  before  you 
return.  Be  seated,  for  I  may  occupy,  witli^ 
a  woman's  garrulity,  some  time." 

"  Rollickers,  farewell ! "  soliloquised  Jacob^ 
albeit  the  tone  was  inaudible,  as  he  dropped^ 
into  a  chair. 

"  You  are  aware,  perhaps,"  resumed  Mrs. 
Somerset,  rising  on  one  arm  and  leaning 
forwards,  "  that  the  corporal  has  left  us." 

"  Yes,  Mem,"  replied  he,  "  I  certainly 
tcere  aware  of  that  circumstance." 
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**  And  marvel  at  the  cause  ?  " 

Jacob  Giles,  with  a  slight  tinge  of  the 
tomata  m  his  cheeks,  admitted  that  he  could 
liot  resist  a  strong  feeling  of  most  potent 
astonishment  anent  the  reason  of  so  unex- 
pected, unforeseen,  and  extraordinary  an 
incident  in  the  long  list  of  the  world's 
wonders. 

"It  is  but  natural  that  you  should  do  so," 
continued  Mrs.  Somerset,  *'and  not  to  ren- 
der an  explanation  of  the  fullest  description 
'^ould  appear  as  unwarrantable  on  our  part 
^  It  Would  be  ungrateful." 

The  little  general  shopkeeper  perceived — 
^f  thought  that  he  did — a  hesitation  in 
'^^e  words,  as  if  they  were  delivered  with 
^^  reluctance  which  duty  impelled,  rather 
^  by  the  force  of  inclination. 
''  If  so  be,  Mem,"  returned  he,  with  the 
'pe,  notwithstanding,  that  his  generosity 
>iild  meet  with  instant  rejection,  "if so 
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be,  Mem,"  repeated  he,   "  that  it  isn't  plea- 
sant to  all  parties  that  I  should  be  madL^ 
acquainted  with  the  cause  of  the  field 
shales — "  Jacob,  it  will  be  remembered, 
had  his  fourth  glass  of  brandy  and  water 
^^  taking  himself  off ;   if  so  be  anything 
the  family  way^  which  delicacy  forbids 
vulgar  ears,  then  Mem,  I  live  in  the  Ckr 
tian  hope  that  I  can  put  my  hand  upon 
heart  and  say,  let  it  bide,  I  would  ray-tfav-^' 
not  be  informed  than  communicated 

"  And  yet,''  observed  Clara,  who  was 
ting  on  the  so&  and  chafing  the  cold, 
icy  cold  hands  of  her  mother,  ^^  you  cann 
I  am  sure,  but  feel  a  deep  interest  in  yo 
friend  the  corporal,  and  all  affecting  him.  ^ 

"  I  do,  Miss,"  added  Jacob,  in  a  way  whi^^^ 
could  leave  little  doubt  of  the  sincerity  ^' 
the  expression,  "  I  take  a  parent's  intere^* 
in  the  brigadier-general,  and  in  every  ov^ 
and  everything,  from  his  mother  to  a  mouse- 
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trap,  which  belongs  to  him.    I  do,"  said  he 
emphatically,    "as  I'm   a  belieyer  in  Ge- 
nesis!" 
"Hark!" 

♦♦What  was  that?" 

It  was  a  sound  which  made  Jacob  Giles 
p  from  his  chair^  and  seizing  the  poker, 
*^^  brandished  it  above  his  head  with  a 
^^^mness  of  demeanour  approaching  to  the 
^^"Vage. 

''  That's  somebody  knocking  at  my  shop 

^oor/*  remarked   he,    in   a  melo-dramatic 

"^lusper,  "  and  not  in  the  precise  manner 

^hich  a  friend  would  be  supposed  to  apply 

either  foot  or  knuckles." 

"  Hush ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Somerset,  with 
her  eyes  glassy  with  excitement.  "  It  may 
be  inquiries  for  them — for  us." 

^^  What  can  be  done?"  ejaculated  Clara, 
terror-stricken.  "  I'm  sure  it's  that  dread- 
ful man ! " 
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'^  May  I  be  bold  enough  to  inquire,'*  said 
Jacob,  bringing  the  point  of  the  poker  to 
his  toe,  ^^what  dreadful  man,  Miss,  yoo 
seem  to  be  labouring  under  the  apprehen- 
sion of  beholding?  " 

"Stay!"    said  Mrs.    Somerset.     "Ifiti 
should  be  him — I — I — I  cannot — he  mua^ 
not  see  me." 

"  If  there's  anybody  on  the  other  side  ^^ 
my  shop  door  likely  to  be  disagreeable    '^^ 
you,  Mem,"  observed  the  little  general  shoj^ 
keeper,  with  as  bold  a  front  as  ever  tf^^ 
ofiered  to  an  enemy,  "  and  let  that  anybody 
be  who  he   may,"  continued  Jacob,  with 
a  flourish  of  his  weapon,  "  he  will  make  his 
appearance  only  across  this  defunct  and 
mortal  body." 

"I  think — I  fear  it  is  Mr.  Woodbee," 
responded  Clara.  "  That  surely  must  be 
his  voice." 

*' Oh,   if  that's  all!"    exclaimed  Jacob 


■■^^5 
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Giles,  as  valiant  as  Jack  the  Giant-Killer, 
at  least,  ^Meave  Aim  to  me.     He  has  his 
groceries  from  a  wholesale  London  house, 
Mem ;  he  doesn't  deal  at  this  shop." 
«  Do  not  tell  him  that—" 
**  Excuse  me,  Mem,"  intemipted  Jacob. 
''  If  8  fer  from  wise,  oftentimes,  to  teU  us 
"^liat  we  are  not  to  do.     By  some  ill-luck," 
^^ntinued  he,  "  we  run,  as  it  were,  right 
Against  the  very  post,  painted  white  and 
^Particularly  conspicuous,  which  great  can- 
non warned  us  to  avoid  a  long  distance  off. 
Kow,  leave  the  handling  of  the  matter  to 
me  without  instructions,  and  whatever  may 
be  that  unruly  disturber  of  our  nocturnal 
peace  on  the  other  side  of  my  shop  door,  TU 
soon  quiet  him,  as  sure  as  apple  dumplings 
are  made  with  apples! " 

"  Give  him  no  information  concerning 
us,"  said  Mrs.  Somerset,  timidly.  "  I  would 
not  have  him  learn — " 


riniitort  yon  require. 

•'  We'll  ntir*',  tlicn,  to  our  Wdi 
rejoined  Mrs.  Somerset,  *'  until  thi 
clasion  of  this  business.  Give  me 
arm,  Claxa." 

"  Allow  me,  Mem,"  said  Jacob,  pro 
a  ready  assistance. 

*' Thank  you,"  was  the  Teply; 
daughter's  arm  is  suffident.  I  am 
very  light" 

She  was  light,  very  light;  and  at 
assisted  her  from  the  sofa  to  dte  adj 
room,  the  words  struck  coldly  to  her 


Ill 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

^*  Who's  there?"  asked  Jacob,  placing  his 
dose  to  the  key-hole  of  the  door,  as  if  in 


anticipation  of  being  answered  through 
^^  medium  of  a  whisper. 

**Open  the  door  instantly,"  shouted  a 
'^ice  in  a  tone  of  the  most  peremptory 
^^^jription.  "  Am  I  to  be  kept  waiting 
^e*eaU  night?" 

^^That  in  some  measure  depends  upon 
^^xirself,"  rejoined  the  little  general  shop- 
^^^per,  "  for  I  must  first  hear  your  name 
^^ore  bolt,  bar,  and  lock,  are  touched  by 
^^ffers  of  mine." 
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"Woodbee,  then,"  returned  the  same 
voice;  "  I  am  Mr.  Woodbee,  of  the  Oaks.** 

"Very  good,"    responded  Jacob.     "^ 
that  case.  Sir,  your  request  shall  be  granted? 
and  without  further  loss  of  time  he  pi 
ceeded  to  conform  to  the  imperious  mao^ 
date. 

"I've  been  kept  here  long  enough,  I^ 
think,''  said  the  Squire,  as  the  door 
was  thrown  open.  "Why  didn't  you 
come  before?"  continued  he,  stepping 
forward,  supported  by  a  staff  composed  of 
Dr.  Starkie  and  James  Burly,  who  appeared 
dimly  in  the  rear  by  the  light  of  a  candle, 
which  Jacob  carried  and  held  above  his 
head. 

"An  Englishman,  Mr.  Woodbee,  a  free- 
bom  Briton,"  replied  Jacob,  touching  him- 
self on  the  breast,  "  is  not,  I  believe,  bound 
by  law  to  hurry  either  his  legs  or  arms 
within  the  walls  of  his  own  castle." 
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"Come,  Sir ! "  gaculated  the  Squire,  throw- 
^g  oat  the  white  waistcoat,  and  stretching 
Ws  neck  over  the  cravat ;  "  do  you  know 
who  you  are  speaking  to?" 

"  If  you  have  told  the  truth,  and  my  eyes 
4»i*t  deceive  me,  Sir,*'  quietly  replied  Jacob 
Giles. 

"The  man's  drunk,"  said  the  master  of 
the  Oaks,  turning  to  his  staff. 

"  Say  nobly  wild,  Mr.  Woodbee,"  rejoined 
Jacob.  "  The  word  drunk,  Sir,  sounds  harsh, 
^i  by  no  means  conveys  a  true  state  or 
edition  of  the  individual  who  has  the 
honor  of  appearing  before  you." 

"  Silence ! "  roared  the  Squire,  advancing 
^  a  threatening  manner ;  but,  to  his  sur- 
prise, the  little  general  shopkeeper  budged 
^^t  an  inch,  and  there  they  were,  face  to 
^,  in  the  closest  of  imaginable  quarters. 

The  position   was   truly  unpleasant   for 

VOL.   II.  I 
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Squire  Woodbee,  and  he  felt  the  awkward- 
ness of  it  to  an  extent  which  a  gentleman 
only  of  his  unlimited  importance  and  self- 
esteem  can  be  supposed  to  entertain. 

^^  Impudent  varlet!"  at  length  gasped  the 
Squire,  and  the  vent  came  opportunely, 
otherwise,  from  the  purple  hue  of  his  cheeks 
and  swelling  of  the  entire  system,  worse  con- 
sequences might  have  been  anticipated. 

"Your  pardon,  Sir,"  said  Jacob.  "If 
there  be  impudence  on  either  side,  I'm  bold 
enough  both  to  say  and  think,  that  it  does 
not  come  on  mine." 

"  Don't  you  agree  with  me,  my  dear  Sir," 
broke  in  Dr.  Starkie,  "that  not  another 
moment  should  be  lost?  The  night  is 
advancing—" 

"  True,  true,"  added  the  Squire.  "  Tell 
me,"  continued  he,  frowning  upon  the  little 
general  shopkeeper,  but  it  seemed  to  pro- 
duce so  small  an  effect  that  it  remained 
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iovisiUe  to  the  naked  eye,  ^^  are  my  wife 
ttd  son  here?*' 

m 

"Certainly  not,  Sir,"  replied  Jacob,  look- 
ing at  his  questioner  straight,  ay,  in  the 
^  pupils  of  his  eyes. 

"Have  they  not  been  in  the  habit  of 
^dog  some  person,  some  lodger  in  your 
house?" 

"A  lady,  Mr.  Woodbee,*'  was  the  re- 
joinder, ^^  a  lady  has  been  occasionally  called 
upon  by " 

"Have  they  been  here  to-night?" 

"  That  I  cannot  say," 

**Then  I  must  see  this  person,"  returned 
^  Squire,  "  and  gain  the  information  from 
W.    Let  her  be  told  so." 

"Not  to-night,"  firmly  replied  Jacob 
Giles.  "  The  lady,"  continued  he,  '*  is  an 
UTaUd,  and  cannot  be  disturbed  at  so  late 
an  hour." 

"  But  I  insist— " 

i2 
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"By  what  authority,  Sir?"  interrupted 
the  Ifttle  general  shopkeeper  in  a  manner 
which  startled  the  master  of  the  Oaks,  and 
proprietor  of  the  manors  thereunto  belong- 
ing. "  I  say,  by  what  authority,  Sir?'* 
repeated  he,  with  a  ,brow  on  which  the 
thunder  of  Jove  himself  sat  threateningly. 

It  was  strange,  perhaps  very  strange, 
but  Squire  Woodbee  began  to  assume  the 
appearance  of  a  snail  with  its  horns  pricked. 

The  effect  was  not  lost  upon  Jacob  Giles, 
and  something  Hke  encouragement,  backing, 
or  "judicious  bottle-holding,"  was  given  at 
this  moment  by  Burly  James,  who,  standing 
on  the  back  ground,  made  a  succession  x)f 
"  upper  cuts"  and  fancy  movements  with 
his  clenched  fists  m  the  air,  indicating,  as 
far  as  probable  construction  can  be  placed 
upon  typical  movements,  that  he  earnestly 
desired  a  repetition  might  be  made  of  the 
salutary  dose  without  delay.    In  short,  they 


TTg.«.C3"  ^][  t 


ladat  him  igiia  "^ 

Ihdoome  to  j^o«r  ■ih'I'tw  la  i^  suae 
■umer  Asl  jom  kive  Aaoigki  jtoptr  to 
obBerrein  ^■^■■"■g  to  ht  sbop.  bov  troaU 
joo  htre  treated  Be?* 

" XoDseiise.  msB!"^  exclaimed  Squire 
^oodbee,  ^"•^'^g  &  itraig  elE3rt  to  recover 
lusoomig  asBormoeL  ^  I'm  not  here  to  be 
V^estioned.    but    to  be    answered.      Tell 


^'Not  one  wovd  mo^  Sir/*  interrupred 
Jacob  Giles,  ^  imleaB  fiur  words  be  first  and 
^y  spoken  to  me.  I  am  not  a  quarrel- 
lome  man,  Mr.  Woodbee,  as  all  my  neigh- 
bours can  bear  witness;  bat  I  am  not  to 
be  ridden  over  roogfa-shod,  even  by  my 
•ttperiors.'' 

"  Wen  done,  old "" 

It  was  fortunate,   jierhaps,  for  the  kiiigtit 
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of  the  muscles  that  he  eiiected  a  sudden 
and  full  stop  in  his  exclamation  of  ap- 
proval. 

Squire  Woodbee  turned  quickly  round, 
but  all  that  the  movement  discovered  was 
Mr.  Burly  endeavouring  to  stifle  a  most 
apoplectic  and   violent  cough,   which  ap-    - 
peared,  if  outward   appearances  could  be    - 
trusted,    far  from   improbable  of    cutting  ", 
short  the  mortal   career  of   that  worthy  ' 
member  of  the  human  family. 

"  Peradventure,  my  dear  Sir,*'  said  Dr.  - 
Starkie — soft,  sleek,  and  silky  Dr.  Starkie —  -- 
"  you  will  permit  me  to  put  the  necessary  ^ 
questions  to  this  good  man  ? '' 

The  Squire  silently  signified  that  his  ' 
assent  was  given. 

^'  You  say,  if  I  understand  the  statement 
correctly,"  began  the  Oxford  double-first 
prize-man,  addressing  Jacob,  ^^  that  the 
lady,  whose  name  I  am  not  familiar  with,  but 
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fifing  tauia  dke  protecOoo  ot  this  hunible, 
*nd  I'tc  bo  doubt,  Im]^  tooI^  cannot  be 
^nkoi  to  at  9o  adfwiced  a  period  of  thu 

»ight?- 

''Sodi  is  mj  meaning,''  replied  Jacob. 
Dr.  Scukie  boved. 

"And  I  abo^"  continued  be,  bringing  out 

:    ^puentbess  in  gnatforce,  "may  venture 

*o  beSere  that  yon  asserted,  or  intended  to 

■ofe,  that  my  dear  pupil,  and  his  amiable 

i    PTEDt,  were  here  daring  the  evening?  " 

"■i'D,""  returned  the  little   general  shop- 

'BGper,  shaking  bis  head  as  an  endorsement 

*"  the  negative;  "I  didn't  say  that." 

-Ur.  Staikie  bowed  with  a  deportment 
*'(tiQst  amounting  to  the  lowly. 

^^  Ai  the  same  time,"  reanmed  he,  "j 
''i^dd  not  take  upon  yourself  the  ^ 
<^ty  of  leading  us  to  conclude  i 
"l^Knite  was  in  accordjHUi^with  t 
ble  &ct?  " 
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"  Gentlemen,"  said  Jacob,  *'  one, 
and  all,  to  be  plain  with  ye,  I  know  nothicrrm 
concerning  who's  been  here,  or  who's  r^M< 
been  here  toniglit.  I'm  only  just  return -^st 
from  a  serial  meeting  of  the  Rollickers,  ai 
the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork." 

" Humph t"  ejaculated  the  Doctor.  "If  «y 
I  ask  if  an  individual  of  the  name  of  Crump 
— I  think  the  name  was  Crump,"  contim*^ 
he  parenthetically — "  is  one  of  the  residents 
forming  an  unit  of  your  family  and  bosoM 
circle  ?  " 

"Corporal  Crump  of  the  King's  O'^wo 
Royals  was  one,"  proudly  rejoined  Jacob, 
"  and  a  braver  soldier,  or  better  man,  never 
honored  a  fellow  Christian's  roof." 

"  Bra-t'o,"  shouted  a  voice  in  the  retfi 
and  again  Mr.  Burly  was  discoverca 
struggling  with  the  alarming  tendency  *" 
instant  suffocation. 

"When   did   he    leave?"    inquired   t^e 
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^tor  quickly,  as  if  Jacob's  last  reply  was 
potting  him  on  the  right  scent. 

"To-night,"  answered  the  little  general 
^keeper;  but  with  a  reluctance  of  tone 
mah  did  not  escape  the  notice  of  his  in- 
?^tors. 

'^  How  ?  "  said  the  Squire,  like  the  snap  of 
«dog. 

Jacob  Giles  began  to  fear  that,  unwit- 
'^gly,  he  was  affording  more  information 
'^an  might  be  desirable,  and  resolved  to 
'^txce  a  reply. 

^^  It  cannot  have  escaped  the  notice  of  a 

K^ntleman  like  you.   Sir,"  responded  he, 

that  one  may  be  aware  of  a  fact  without 

lowing  hoto  it  was  brought  about.     The 

'^ows  and  wherefores  are  difficult  riddles  for 

brighter  heads  than  mine.     Now  as  I  have 

^d,"  continued  he,  "  the  corporal  left  here 

*^night  ;  but  Jiow  he  went  is  a  mystery 

^  me." 
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''  Caii't  you  thiuk,  surmise,  suppose,  con- 
jecture?** returned  Dr.  Starkie. 

<«  Oh  yes !  **  returned  Jacob,  snuffing  the 
candle  in  his  hand  with  a  moistened  finger 
and  thumb,  ^^  there's  nothing  easier,  Sir, 
than  to  suppose  the  might-be*s  in  this 
world.  For  example,  we  could  suppose 
that  the  field-marshal  took  his  departure  in 
a  balloon,  or  it  might  be  a  wheelbarrow." 

James  Burly  was  again  seized  with  a  fit, 
but  whether  of  coughing  or  laughing  it  is 
difficult  to  decide.  After  a  few  doubtful 
preliminary  effi)rts  to  suppress  the  effects, 
a  favourable  crisis  was  attained,  and  he 
observed  in  a  weak  voice — ^probably  for  his 
own  private  information — that  he  felt  ^^ 
better. 

"  I'm  afiraid,  my  dear  Sir,"  observed  the      ^^ 
Doctor,  turning  to   his  patron,   "  that  our        ^ 
remaining  here  is   but  a  waste   of  time. 
This  good  man  appears  indisposed  to  con* 
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firm  the  slight  information  which  we  re- 
<^Ted,  but  I  think  we  may  conclude  that 
'^hat  we  have  gathered  is  correct." 

*'Then  they  have  three  hours'  start  of 
''18,"  rejoined  the  Squire,  jerking  out  his 
^^utch,  and  if  the  sound  was  not  a  decep- 
tive one,  an  oath  hissed,  serpent-like,  between 
^ia  clenched  teeth,  which  might  have  shamed 
*  devil. 

*'  No  matter,"  returned  the  Oxford  double- 
fii^  prize-man,  "leave  their  discovery  to 
^e.  Three  hours'  start,  my  dear  Sir,"  and 
te  old  parenthesis  came  out  strongly,  "  will 
^ot  prevent  a  speedy  capture.  The  race  is 
^ot  always  to  the  swift." 

Without  thanking  Jacob — they  had  little 
perhaps  to  thank  him    for — both   turned 
^pon  their  heels  and  left ;  but  as  the  knight 
^f  the  muscles  was  about  taking  his  de- 
parture, he  made  a  clandestine  grasp  at  the 
^ttle  general  shopkeeper's  unoccupied  hand, 
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aiid  wringing  it  said,  '"  You  either  know  all 
or  nothin',  whichever  is  it,  lad?  " 

*'  Nothing/*  replied  Jacob. 

^^  So  I  suspected,*'  rejoined  Mr.  Burly  with 
a  shrewd  nod.  ^^  A  man  must  be  a  partickler 
knowing  subject  to  seem  to  know  nothin' 
when  he  knows  everjrthing ;  but  when  hi 
knows  nothin',  it's  by  no  means  difficult 
act  as  hignorant  as  you  did,  Jacob/*  an( 
with  this  far  from  complimentary  speech,  h 
was  about  following  his  master's  footstepia9*^'' 
when  a  thought  seemed  to  strike  him.  ^^  F< 
o*  that,"  continued  he,  presenting  the  mi 
cular     development    of   his  dexter 
"  Hard  as  mortared  bricks !  ^ 

As  soon  as  Jacob  Giles  was  free  from  hia^-^^ 
unwelcome  visitors,  he  hastened  back  to  thc^s^-^^ 
snuggery,  and  the  night  began  to  give  place 
to  the  grey  mists  of  morning  before  he 
quitted  it. 

A  tale  was  told. 


125 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Thebb  is  little  interest  in  fiction.  The 
stere  imageries  of  an  idle  brain,  upon  re- 
jection, seem  but  visions  of  the  day,  "  begot 
of  nothing  but  vain  &ntasy."  It  behoves 
*ke  writer,  therefore,  who  would  enchain 
Ae  reader's  interest,  not  for  a  season,  but 
for  all  time,  to  point  to  the  sterner  facts  of 
*^ory;  and  in  stating  that  Mistress  Twigg 
^^  almost  inconsolable  at  the  loss  of  Cor- 
poral Crump,  is  but  a  simple,  unvarnished 
^  which,  as  the  knight  of  the  muscles  has 
'^n  heard  to  chant  melodiously,  "  nobody 
could  deny." 
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The  bar  parlour  had  lost  its  charm.  There 
was  the  chair — ^that  easy  arm-chair — on 
which  it  was  his  wont  to  recline,  as  if  it 
had  been  purposely  assigned  for  his  especial 
use ;  but  where  was  the  corporal  ? 

Had  any  one  been  ridiculous  enough  to  ^ 
have  raised  a  voice,  and  asked  the  question,  ^ 
echo  would  have  answered  **  Where  ?  " 

Mistress  Twigg  felt  this  keenly.  The^ 
hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork  knew^ 
that  it  was  useless  to  inquire,  as  everybody, « 
high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  old  and  young,^^ 
in  and  about  Grundy's  Green,  appeared  toc: 
be  both  mentally  and  physically  occupied  in^ 
the  solution  of  this  very  question. 

Where  was  the  corporal? 

Report,     mounted     on    the    post-horse^ 
Rumour,  scattered   broadcast  a  thousand 
tales  anent  his  whereabouts  ;  but  the  widow, 
the  buxom  widow,  believed  not  one.     That 
the  military  were  fickle,  she  knew.      There 
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no  shutting  her  eyes  to  that  acknow- 
"■^^^^iged  axiom.     But  for  Corporal  Crump  to 
away  from  her  I    She  could  not  believe 
t,  and,  womanlike,  she  would  not. 
"That  he  was  gone,   it  was  true ;   but 
y  and  where  he  was  gone,  did  not  appear 
n  the  sur&ce  of  things  past  or  present, 
of  course  became  quickly  and  freely  cir- 
^-^lated  that  he  accompanied  Mrs.  Woodbee 
d  Leonard  in  their  flight,  and  no  pris- 
^tic  variety  of  light  and  shade  was  want- 
^  in  the  statements  severally  alleged  to 
the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth, 
^-^e  averred  that  Mrs.  Woodbee  ran  away 
"^th  the  corporal  greatly  in  opposition  to 
^s   inclination,  but  persuaded  against  his 
^Vrill  by  entreaties  which  no  mortal  bosom 
could  withstand.      Another  that   the   old 
soldier  had  forcibly  carried  the  lady  of  the 
Oaks  off,  bound  and  gagged,   in   a  sack. 
Some,  more  sage    than   their  neighbours, 
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winked  a  hint,  and  others  nodded  inuendos. 
In  short,  nothing  was  left  unsaid  or  undone 
to  account  for  Corporal  Crump's  vanishing 
from  Grundy's  Green ;  and,  as  in  the  ma- 
jority of  cases  wherein  the  popular  tongue 
is  greatly  agitated,  the  truth  alone,  by  some 
unaccountable  agency,  seemed  to  be  the  soli- 
tary cause  permitted  to  remain  unnoticed 
and  uncared  for. 

It  may  be  worthy  of  a  passing  remark, 
and  justice,   perhaps,   demands  it    to 
borne  in  mind,  that  Grundy's  Green  and  i1 
vicinity  ought  not  to  be  regarded  with 
much  censure  for  flying  oflF  at  a  tangentJB*^* 
from  the  truth.   On  this  subject,  or,  indeed,ie'  -^ 
on  any  other,  which  may  have  directed  i1 
attention  to  a  focus,  the  world  is  but 
Grundy's  Green  on  a  larger  scale,  and  bad, 
very  bad,  as  it  may  be,  and  is — if  Mistress^^^ 
Twigg's  judgment   ought   not  to   have  a 
caveat  entered  against  it — few  reputations 
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^Dffer  from  tittle-tattle,  scandal  and  malice, 

^thout  Bome  small  causes  for  their  ori^n. 

Slight,  it  must  be  confessed,  they  frequently 

^^^^  and  often   exaggerated  as  fer  as  the 

'^ost  fertile  imaginations  can  strain  them ; 

*^^t   when  the  exaggeration  is  blamed,  it 

^*^Oiild  not  be  forgotten  that  indiscretion  or 

^^Hy  lies  generally  as  the  occasion. 

The  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork 

^^s  never  wearied  with '  Jonathan  and  the 

^^ard's  recital  of  the  particulars  of  their 

^^Urney  on  that  eventful  night  when  her 

^^pes  and  Corporal  Crump  so  unexpectedly 

^^^tit  together.      As  if  the  words,   falling 

*^om    those    respectable    individuals'   lips, 

^ere,  like  Cicero's,  sweet  enough  to  lure  the 

Vild  bees,  she  would  seem  to  hang  upon 

t:hem,  and  often  as  the  tale  was  told,  it 

^emed  to  lose  no  particle  of  its  interest  by 

^most  nightly  repetition. 

Many  a  smooth  and  luscious  glass  of  the 

VOL.  TL  K 
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widow's  own  private  and  particular  jar  o£ 
cherry  brandy,  dedicated  to  especial  inda^-* 
yiduaby  and  to  fieur  firom  general  porpcimji  ^j 
slipped,  between  the  sentences,  down 
throats  of  Jonathan  and  the  guard, 
by  turns,  took  up  the  thread  of  the  stoi 
and  although  winks,  denoting  suspicions 
an  irreverence  for  the  subject,  passed  bet' 
them  when  Mistress  Twigg's  eyes 
riveted   upon    her  shoe    buckle,   or  soi 
such  object,  denoting  safety  from  detection 
they  felt  for  her,  perhaps ;  for  as  true  as 
needle  to  the  pole,  no  sooner  was  the 
attained,  than  they  were  ready  to  begSi-^ 
again. 

**  He's  gone,"  observed  the  Guard,  as  tl^* 
nocturnal  change  of  horses  was  taking  plac::^ 
at  the  door  of  the  Harrow  and  PitchforH^ 
and  his  voice  grated  less  harshly  upon  tb-^ 
ear,  doubtlessly  from  the  quality  and  qusD' 
tity  of  the  contents  of  the  private  jar.  "  He'^ 
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pn^"  repeated  he,  holding  his  glass  for  the 
Bzoth  time,  from  force  of  habit,  perhaps, 
ittber  than  from  inclination ;  ^^  but  like  a 
oppery  shillin',  YU  bet  ten  to  one  he  makes 
I  Tetam  of  it.** 

"  Ten  to  one !"  echoed  Jonathan,  pulling 
I  shawl  well  down  from  the  regions  of  his 
nouth,  in  order  that  he  might  be  clearly  un- 
ierstood,  and,  making  a  pause,  he  swallowed 
i  cherry.  **  Ten  to  one,  why  it's  a  camel  to 
i  nutshell  that  he  comes  back  again !" 

"Do  you  think  so.  Sir?"  said  Mistress 
Twigg,  and  the  gay  ribands  began  to  flutter 
tttof  yore,  "Do  you  think  so,  Mr.  Jonathan?" 
and  the  generous-hearted  hostess  thought  no 
DJore  of  the  tenth  gratuitous  help  of  the  con- 
tents of  the  jar,  than  if  it  had  been  the  first. 

**  In  course  I  do,"  rejoined  Jonathan,  and 
^  spoke  like  one  whose  opinion  bad  been 
^ly  weighed  in  the  scale  of  probabilities, 
%nd  PD  give  ye  a  reason.*^ 

1-    9 
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"  I'm  not  a  woman,"  added  the  Coi 
as  if  his  dignity  had  been  touched  i 
nerable  point ;  "  and  not  being  a  i 
continued  he,  shaking  himself  into  tl 
of  his  second  editions  of  coats,  "  I  d< 
as  sich." 

"Wearecertainlygiven  totalk,"o 
Mistress  Twigg,  *'  it's  a  weakness  whi 
be  denied.  But  your  reason,  Mr.  Jo 
— and  the  widow  smiled  and  coquet 
way  which  began  to  fan  a  latent  spai 
miration  in  the  coachman's  bosom- 
can  your  reason  be?  " 

Jonathan  cleared  his  voice  as  only : 
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^■ead  as  they  run,  so  to  speak,  there  wouldn't 
^  so  many  wrong  opinions  in  this  world, 
"^cause  facts  speak  for  themselves,  whereas 
*^t  those  fiicts  be  made  known  through  go- 
*^tween   measures,   and  what's  the  conse- 
quence ?     Why,  their  own  mother  wouldn't 
^^ow  'em." 

The  coachman  appeared  to  have  arrived 
^t^  a  stage,  and  marked  the  point  by  bury- 
^^g  a  cherry. 

"  Well,  so  far  so  good,  as  I  always  say 
"^hen  we  change  'osses,"  resumed  Jonathan. 
^  Now,  from  what  I've  observed  with  my 
Own  eyes,  I  put  particular  trust  in,  and  I 
advise  everybody  to  do  the  same.  Not  but 
We  may  sometimes  be  deceived  even  by  them. 
I  was  once,  with  a  inside  bit  of  muslin,  and 
it  cost  me  a  deal  of  anxiety,  besides  several 
pounds  sterling." 

Mrs.   Twigg  hemmed,   and  began  cover- 
ing up  the  jar  of  cherry  brandy. 
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^^  Trusting  to  my  eyes  then,  as  a  general 
kind  of  rule,"  continued  he,  "I've  observed, 
that  when  persons  or  things  go  up,  they're 
next  to  certain  to  come  down.  Why  it  is 
I  don't  know,  and  never  could  make  out; 
but  nothing  seems  to  keep  long  at  a  height 
Of  dust  we  came,  and  to  dust  we  return, 
and  on  this  account,  perhaps,  all  belonging 
to  us  points  doMHQwards." 

"Cut  it  short,"  remarked  the  Guard, 
irritably.  "  When  you  do  begin  preaching, 
it's  like  the  round  O ;  be  as  patient  as  you 
like,  you  can  never  find  an  end  to  it." 

"  I've  known  a  man  afore  now,"  said 
Jonathan,  "and  he  'was  guard  to  a  maili 
not  remarkable  in  the  neighbourhood  in 
which  he  lived  for  patience.  However, 
coming  to  the  point,  as  the  sagaciousest  of 
dogs  observed  upon  winding  his  game,  I 
mean  to  say,  that  my  reason  for  thinking 
Corporal  Crump  will  make  a  return  of  it  is, 
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that  having,  in  accordance  with  what 
I  saw,  gone  np  the  road,  it's  a  moral 
certainty  he'll  come  down  again.'* 

''  Is  that  all?"  asked  the  Gruard. 

^^  Quite  so/'  replied  Jonathan,  ^^and  a 
little  over." 

^^Then  Fm  cheerful  again,"  rejoined  his 
companion.  ^^  Come  along,  we've  a  minute 
and  a  half  to  make  good,"  and  bidding  the 
hostess  farewell,  he  left  the  coachman  to 
have  a  parting  word  with  her. 

"He'll  come  back,"  whispered  he,  "I 
know  he  will;  but  the  reason  I  gave 
wasn't  the  ticket — ^mind  ye,  it  wasn't  the 
ticket." 

"What  is  the  ticket  then?"  innocently 
inquired  Mistress  Twigg,  and  her  capacious 
bosom  heaved  a  sigh. 

"  Can't  you  guess?  "  said  Jonathan,  with 
a  roguish  leer. 

The  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork 
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lumpcred,  and  replied,  ^^  that  she  was  never 
a  good  hand  at  guessing/' 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  blast,  which, 
for  loudness  and  duration,  seemed  to  be 
blown  by  a  Triton's  breath. 

"  You're  the  ticket,"  returned  Jonathan, 
giving  Mrs.  Twigg  a  touch  of  tenderness 
under  her  double  chin.  "  You're  the  bait, 
Ma'am,  that  will  bring  the  chap  down  the 
road  again,  what  drinks  to  the  King  with 

no  heel-t A|>s,  and "  here  he  looked  round 

in  the  most  mysterious  manner,  and  dropping 
his  voice,  so  that  the  words  were  scarcely  audi- 
ble, even  to  the  willing  ears  to  which  they 
were  addressed,  added,    ''  I  wish  it  wom't 

so." 

A  shock — a  shock  of  no  ordinary  force — 
vibrated  through  the  widow's  system.  If 
not  as  an  aspen  leaf  sliaken  in  the  zephyr's 
breath,  still  she  shook.  The  feeling — in 
the  ordinary  course  of  feelings,  acute^  or 
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chronic — ^passed,  and  upon  raising  her  eyes, 
dove-like  as  Psyche's  may  be  fairly  conjec- 
tured to  have  been,  if  not  literally  so 
described,  she — ^truth  bids  it  to  be  written — 
hiccoughed. 

"  Hold  fast,"  cried  a  voice.  "  Let  go 
their  heads!" 

"Twang,  twang,  chink-wink,  twang," 
w^ent  a  horn,  and  Mistress  Twigg  was  alone 
with  her  meditations. 
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CHAPTER  X 

Amoho  the  multitude  greatly  puzzl 
the  late  proceedings  occupying  the  tho 
and  discursive  powers  of  the  denize 
Grundy's  Green,  and  a  wide  ring  end 
that  locality,  was  the  better  half  o: 
Grimes — better  as  regards  superiori 
power  in  doing  as  she  thought  fit  wi 
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A  Tartar  was  Mrs.  Grimes — the  very 
cream  of  a  Tartar. 

Lean,  spare,  and  stiff  of  form,  Mrs.  Grimes 
possessed  a  mouth  like  a  screwed-up  button- 
hole, and  her  small,  round  specks  of  eyes, 
fiery  as  a  ferret's,  were  alone  sufficient  to 
inform  the  most  casual  observer  of  effects 
for  causes,  that  she  could  give  any  one  a  bit 
of  her  mind  upon  the  shortest  notice,  and 
upon  any  subject. 

A  line  of  stiff,  wiry,  reddish-coloured 
curls,  which  calumny  asserted  to  be  the 
abstracts  of  a  wig,  hung  upon  a  brow, 
hearing — singular  as  the  simile  may  appear 
— strong  resemblance  to  a  knee,  and  a  poor, 
base,  flabby  imitation  of  Mistress  Twigg  a 
spiciest  of  caps,  surmounting  the  whole,  in 
no  way  improved  or — artistically  speaking 
— ^gave  colour  to  the  picture. 

In   short,  if  her  face  was  her  fortune, 
which  there  is  great  reason  to  suppose  to 
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be  the  case,  the  apothecary  could  I 
said  to  have  been  greatly  enriched  1 
acquiaitiou,  and  as  regards  the  ideal  i 
tage  distinguished  from  the  actual 
bard  cash,  money-in-hand  benefit,  it 
still  be  placed  on  that  side  the  ledger 
sublunary  happiness,  on  which  the  b 
stands  conspicuously  on  the  \vrong  sit 

To  speculate  upon  the  mysteries  of 
mony  would  be  among  the  idlest  of  I 
occupations.  One  had  better  far  be  in 
in  experiments  of  alchemy,  and  daily 
vours  to  discover  the  philosopher's  st 
the  Nor'-weat  passage,  than  run  tb' 
valuable  of  the  grains  of  Time  out  ii 
lessly  trying  to  solve  a  problem  to 
facts  avowedly  declare,  there  is  no 
tion. 

As  a  stepping-stone  to  the  hopeless; 
the  task,  we  have  but  to  remember  tb 
of  the  fundamental  laws  of  nature  ii 
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es  diametrically  opposed  to  each  other 
ot  unite;  but  for  the  flat  overthrow 
defeat  of  this  fundamental  law,  the 
er  is  respectfully  requested  to  look 
nd,  and  if  he,  or  she,  does  not  perceive 
nent  evidence  in  the  union  both  of 
ss,  and  nobodies,  pertaining  to  his  or  her 
e  of  acquaintance,  all  that  can  be  con- 
ired  is,  that  the'  circle  can  scarcely  be 
jnough  to  be  seen  through, 
lere  could  be  no  more  positive  instance 
Qomaly  than  the  joining  together  of 
:or  and  Mrs.  Grimes ;  for  these  bodies, 
)ugh  indissolubly  tied  together,  and 
id  as  one,  without  the  possible  loophole 
3cape,  presented  as  much  antipathy  to 
^le,  as  oil  and  water.  Indeed,  nothing 
t  of  a  strong  acid  could  be  supposed 
ble  of  blending  with  Mrs.  Grimes ;  and 
ipothecary's  nature  was  of  the  liquorice 
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The  bedroom  of  domestic  life  is  pr 
held  as  a  sanctuary,  from  which  the  ] 
eye  of  the  public  ought  to  be  herme 
sealed ;  but  a  licence  should  be 
occasionally,  to  the  strictest  of  rules,  : 
this  an  exception  will  be  made,  he 
much  against  the  inclination  of  Mrs.  G- 
for  she  was  in  her  nightcap. 

Side  by  side  rested  the  apothecai 
his  better  half — better,  as  before  has 
stated,  in  certain  particulars,  and  ma< 
better  of  the  two  at  the  popular  ga 
£imily  jars.  A  solitary  rushlight  < 
pale,  flickering,  uncertain  light  upo 
walls,  and  articles  of  furniture  in  tb 
mitory,  and  between  the  closely-drawn 
dimity  curtains  surrounding  the  ' 
poster,"  long '  shadows  stole  and  dis 
themselves  in  strange,  fantastic  shapes  i 
their  heads,  requiring  little  effort  oi 
imsaination  to  form  them  into  lil^eaf 
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things  belonging  to  the  earth,  and  of  those 
immeasurably  below  it. 

With  a  hope,  forlorn  as  it  unquestionably 
was,  for  a  perfect  batch  of  patients  were  in 
that  interesting  condition  which  might 
momentarily  demand  his  prompt  attention, 
brooking  of  no  delay — that  the  surgery  bell 
might  not  disturb  the  soft,  soothing  slumber 
stealing  away  his  senses  to  quit  their  mortal 
tenement  and — ^but  here  the  sentence  stops  ; 
for  who  shaU  say  what  becomes  of  the  spirit 
when  death's  half-brother  sleep  decoys  it 
hence  ? 

With  a  hope,  then,  that  he  might  be  left 
to  rest,  Doctor  Grimes  turned  upon  his  side, 
and  began  to  settle  himself  to  sleep  with  a 
Cozy  nestling  down,  and  the  tip  of  his  nose 
buried  in  the  softest  bulge  of  the  pillow, 
^hen  a  short  but  sharp  "  hem  ! "  on  the  part 
of  his  companion,  made  his  blood  tingle 
through   his  veins,  if  the  feeling  may-^ 
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with  considerable  latitude — so  be-^expressed, 
worse  than  the  surgery  bell  would  have 
done.  It  was  a  summons  which  he  had 
heard  before. 

"  Hera,  a-hem ! "  again  fell  as  a  truly 
unwelcome  sound  upon  his  ear. 

^^  It  was  far  from  a  hot  night,  but  the 
apothecary's  brow  became  slightly  clammy 
with  a  damp,  unpleasant  moisture. 

"Are  you  going  to  sleep,  Mr.  Grimes?" 
was  the  piping  interrogative,  delivered  as  if 
the  questioner  had  met  with  a  recent  per 
sonal  injury  at  the  hands  of  the  questioned. 
"  I  say,  Sir,  may  I  ask  if  you  are  going  to 
sleep?" 

"My  dear,"  pleaded  the  doctor,  "  I  cUdn't 
know — " 

"  Didn't  know?  "  interrupted  the  injure^! 
one,  "  as  if  that  was  an  excuse." 

"  I'm  sure  Fm  willing — " 

"  And  if  you  were  not,"  again  snapped 
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don't,  for  our  joint  and  several  ihterestst 
associate  the  word  fool  with  the  humble 
individual  who  has  to  support  that  reputa- 
tion." 

^^  If  you  had  been  at  that  nasty  Harrow 
and  Pitchfork  to-night,  as  the  low  pot-house 
is  called,"  remarked  Mrs.  Grimes  with  a 
sneer  which  none  but  the  sharpest  of  noses 
could  have  given  due  eflFect  to,  "  I  should 
have  thought  you'd  been  disgracing  your- 
self, Sir.  As  it  is  I  allow  that,  as  £Eir  as  i 
know,  two  or  three  cups  of  tea  are  the 
strongest  beverage  which  you  have  taken." 

"  And  by  no  means  strong,"  thought  the 
apothecary,  but  he  took  the  precaution  of 
keeping  this  opinion  to  himself. 

"  Believing  you,  therefore,  not  intoxi- 
cated," continued  Mrs  Grimes,  with  the 
greatest  deliberation,  "  I  begin  to  suspect, 
from  your  manner  and  language,  that  there 
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pause  which,  to  the  doctor,  approached  the 
awful,  "  you're  sulky  now  I  suppose  ?  " 

"By  no  means,  Margaret,**  replied  the 
doctor,  gravely,  for  he  thought  it  advisable 
to  try  the  heavy  business,  having  fiuled  in 
the  lighter  walk  of  comedy,  "  I*m  by  no 
means  sulky,  Margaret,  nor  am  I  disposed 
to  be  sulky.'* 

"  Then  perhaps  you'll  speak  when  you're 
spoken  to,  and  not  lie  there  like  a  senseless 
log  that  you  are,"  said  Mrs.  Grimes. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  G.,"  pleaded  the  apothe- 
cary, "  do  I  deserve  this  at  your  hands? 
I  put  the  question  advisedly,  arid  expect, 
in  the  fulness  of  my  confidence,  an  answer 
worthy  of  those  attributes  pertaining  to  the 
female  bosom." 

'^  Fiddle  faddle !  "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Grimes, 
"  you're  making  a  fool  of  yourself.  Sir." 

"Margaret,"  returned  the  doctor,  solemnly, 
''remember  my  professional  reputation,  and 
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don't,  for  our  joint  and  several  ihterestst 
associate  the  word  fool  with  the  humble 
individual  who  has  to  support  that  reputa- 
tion.'' 

^^  If  you  had  been  at  that  nasty  Harrow 
and  Pitchfork  to-night,  as  the  low  pot-house 
is  called,"  remarked  Mrs.  Grimes  with  a 
sneer  which  none  but  the  sharpest  of  noses 
could  have  given  due  eflfect  to,  "  I  should 
have  thought  you'd  been  disgracing  your- 
self, Sir.  As  it  is  I  allow  that,  as  £a.r  as  1 
know,  two  or  three  cups  of  tea  are  the 
strongest  beverage  which  you  have  taken." 

"  And  by  no  means  strong,"  thought  the 
apothecary,  but  he  took  the  precaution  of 
keeping  this  opinion  to  himself. 

"  Believing  you,  therefore,  not  intoxi- 
cated," continued  Mrs  Grimes,  with  the 
greatest  deliberation,  "  I  begin  to  suspect, 
firom  your  manner  and  language,  that  there 
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is  a  deeply-laid  plan  of  villainy  to  wound 
my  feelings." 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  G.,"  exclaimed  the  doctor, 
springing  into  a  sitting  position  with  emo- 
tion, and  pulling  off  his  cap  by  the  tassels 
"  don't  accuse  me  thus!  What  have  I  done? 
Tell  me  that,  what  have  I  done  ?  " 

"To  the  long  list  of  injuries,"  replied 
Mrs.  Grimes,  "  don't  pull  the  clothes  off  me. 
Lie  down.  Sir,  this  minute.  A  pretty 
thing,  indeed,  to  be  chilled  in  this  way !  " 

It  might  have  been  most  profane  on  the 
apothecary's  part,  and  will  doubtlessly  be 
so  adjudged  by  the  censors  of  both  his 
sayings  and  doings,  but  at  this  moment  he 
offered  up  a  little  prayer  that  Mrs.  Grimes 
might  be  forthwith  transformed  into  a 
pillar  of  salt. 

Wishing,  perhaps,  to  learn  whether  it 
would  be  granted,  the  doctor  remained  for 
a  tew  seconds  passively  waiting  the  issue 
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of  events;  but  as  there  appeared  no  symp- 
toms of  a  turn  in  his  favor,  he  quietly 
launched  himself  into  the  bed  again,  and 
abandoned  all  idea  of  a  night's  peace,  as  a 
luxury  beyond  the  limits  of  his  hopes. 

^^You  asked  a  short  time  since/'  said 
Mrs.  Grimes  in  language,  measured  as  if  by 
rule  and  compasses,  '^  what  you  had  done." 

"  Margaret,  I  did,"  responded  the  apothe- 
cary, still  relying  on  the  heavy  business  to 
bring  him  through. 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Grimes, "returned  she,  "  did  it 
ever  occur  to  your  muddy  intellect  that 
equally  grave  faults  lie  at  some  persons' 
doors  for  not  performing  certain  duties,  as 
to  others  for  the  commission  of  actions 
adverse  to  the  principles  by  which  social 
order  is  preserved?  " 

"  She's  begun  the  flowery  style,"  observed 
the  doctor  to  himself,  and  a  groan  expressed 
the  mental  anguish  which  the  thought  en- 
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gendered.      "  There'll  be  no  end  to  her 
oratory  for  hours  to  come." 

^^In  plainer  language,"  resumed  Mrs. 
Grimes,  "  and  consequently  that  which  you 
will  better  understand,  my  present  complaint 
is  not  of  your  having  done  anything  anta- 
gonistic  to  my  wishes,  but  leaving  undone 
a  certain  domestic  duty  which  I  would  have 
voluntarily  fulfilled  without  the  necessity  of 
pressure." 

"  Domestic  duty !  "  repeated  the  apothe- 
cary, raising  his  eyebrows,  and  looking  as 
astonished  as  any  gentleman  so  circum- 
stanced can  possibly  be  imagined.  "  Do- 
mestic duty,  Margaret?  " 

''  Don't  parrot  my  words,"  rejoined  Mrs. 
Grimes  with  decided  irritation  in  her  parts 
of  speech.  "  I  hate  to  be  parroted.  What 
I  said  I  meant,  and  what  I  meant  I  said." 

"  At  least,  be  explicit,  Margaret,"  re- 
turned the  doctor.     "  It's  not  asking  too 
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much,  I  submit,  to  request  that  you'll  be 
explicit." 

"  Keeping  secrets  from  me  then,"  added 
Mrs.  Grimes ;  "  the  want  of  confidence  in 
your  wife,  Sir;  the  close-fisted,  lock-jawed, 
dumb,  and  dead  silence  you  maintain  upon 
aU  subjects,  but  more  especially  upon  those 
which  you  know  I  most  desire  to  be 
acquainted  with.  That's  the  domestic 
omission  of  duty,  Sir,  forming  the  founda- 
tion of  my  present  complaint." 

"  I'm  still  at  a  loss,  Margaret,"  said  the 
apothecary,  "  still  at  a  loss —  " 

"Are  ye?"  interrupted  Mrs.  Grimes' 
"  then  you  shall  soon  be  at  a  gain.  Pray, 
Sir,  were  you  not  attending  Squire  Woodbee 
to-day?" 

"  Most  certainly,  Margaret,"  replied  the 
doctor,  "  unquestionably,  I  was." 

"  Very  well !  "  rejoined  she  with  acrimony. 
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**  And  what  have  you  told  me  about  him? 
Answer  me  that." 

"  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  G.,"  said  the  apothe- 
cary in  a  tone  closely  allied  to  a  whine,  ^*  I 
have  nothing  to  tell.*" 

^^  Pooh!  "    ejaculated     Mrs.     Grimes  ,  ^_j, 
**  Don't,  pray  don't  heap  wickedness  u 
your  immortal  souL     It  has  enough  to 
already,  take  my  word  for  it." 

**  Upon  my  honor  I  haven't,  Margaret, 
touchingly  asserted  the  apothecary,  for  hi 
eyes  were  moist  even  to  tears. 

"  I  need  not  say  that,  placing  as  I  do, 
small  a  moiety  of  faith  in  your  honor,  Mr  — 
Grimes,"  returned  she,  "  it's  quite  useless^ 
and  consequently  unnecessary,  to  try  to  wiir- 
my  confidence  by  any  such  appeal.     Reserve 
your  honor,  Sir,  for  misguided  individuals 
not  so  intimately  acquainted  with  you  a» 
myself." 
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The  apothecary  had  nothing  further  to 
say.     His  honor  was  at  a  discount. 

"  It's  the  way  with  all  you  men,  you 
lords  of  the  creation,"  resumed  Mrs.  Grimes 
with  a  laugh  of  a  nature  somewhat  hysteri* 
cal,  ^^  whenever  it  happens  to  be  conyenient 
to  keep  your  secrets  from  the  full  share* 
holders  of  your  misfortunes,  but  rare  parti- 
cipators in  your  pleasures  and  junketings, 
you  swear  upon  your  honors  that  there  is 
nothing  to  tell.     Ugh,  you  pigs ! " 

The  apothecary  had  given  up.  Since  his 
honor  was  at  a  discount,  he  had  nothing 
further  to  say. 

"  When  you  became  an  Odd  Fellow," 
continued  Mrs.  Grimes  with  a  repetition  of 
the  hysterical  laugh,  "  not  that  there  was 
any  great  necessity  to  render  your  general 
absurdity  more  conspicuous  by  joining  a 
whole  society  of  Odd  Fellows — it  was  my 
particular  wish  to  learn  the  secret  which, 
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time  oat  of  mind,  has  been  known  to  belong 
to  masonic  institutions;  but  you  told  me 
there  was  nothing  in  it." 

"Nor  was  there,  Margaret,"  said  the 
doctor,  breaking  silence  again.  "  It  behoves 
me  to  assure  you  that  there  was  no  secret 
whatever  to  communicate." 

"Catch  me  believing  that!"  ejaculated 
Mrs.  Grimes.  "  Why,  haven't  I  heard  of 
sculls,  coffins,  and  red-hot  pokers,  opening 
your  eyes  to  the  light,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing?  And  yet  you'd  have  the  assurance 
to  lie  in  your  bed,  and  tell  me  there's 
nothing  in  it  ?  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  should 
not  be  surprised  to  feel  you  slipping 
through  the  sacking.  It's  enough  to  ma^e 
it  open  and  devour  you." 

The  apothecary  wished  heartily  that  the 
surgery  bell  might  ring  without  a  moment's 
delay,   and  he  began  to  devise  means  of 
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setting  the  clapper  going  himself.     Such  is 
the  mutability  of  human  desires. 

"  It  is,  however,"  continued  Mrs.  Grimes, 
^  with  your  visit  to  the  Oaks  1  have  now 
to  do,  and  not  with  masonic  institutions. 
Whom  did  you  see  there?" 

"  The  Squire,"  replied  the  doctor,  who 
now  became  conscious  that  he  was  about 
being  subjected  to  a  vigorous  course  of  ex- 
amination, quite  out  of  his  power  to  parry 
or  retreat  from. 

"  Only  the  Squire? '' 

'*  Nobody  else,  Margaret,"  rejoined  the 
apothecary,  '*  as  I  hope  to  be  saved." 

"Then  the  question's  in  a  nutshell," 
added  Mrs.  Grimes.     "  What  did  he  say  ?  " 

^^  He  told  me  that  he  had  a  fulness  of 
blood—" 

" Fiddle-sticks!"  interposed  Mrs.  Grimes; 
"  I  want  to  know  nothing  about  his  blood, 
or  any  such  nonsense.     Did  he  speak  of  his 
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unfortunate  wife  ?  for  being  a  wife,  she 
must  be  unfortunate,  irrespective  of  the 
peculiar  hardships  of  her  case." 

^'  No,  Margaret,  he  did  not,"  replied  the 
apothecary.  ^^  I  should  not  have  known 
that  he'd  been  in  the  possession  of  a  wife 
from  anything—" 

'^  But  he  is  not  in  the  possession  of  ar 
wife,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Grimes,  with  un- 
disguised triumph,  "  and  he  may  now,  per- 
haps, be  aware  what  the  value  of  a  wife  is. 
I  should  recommend  you^  Sir,  to  discover 
the  worth,  before  being  placed  in  a  similar 
position." 

What  the  apothecary's  wishes  were  at  this 
juncture  shall  not  be  divulged. 

"  Am  I  to  understand  then,"  said  Mrs. 
Grimes,"  taking  up  the  thread  of  her  sub- 
ject, "  that  nothing  passed,  or  was  referred 
to,  concerning  the  late  dark  mystery?" 

"  Not  a  sentence,"  responded  the  doctor* 
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^^And  that  you  call  taking  advaDtage 
of  an  opportunity,  do  you,  Mr.  Grimes  ?  I 
really  should  be  ashamed  of  myself  if  I 
were  you,  I  should  indeed." 

"  Oh,  that  that  bell  would  ring!  " 

"  You  felt  his  pulse,  I  dare  say,"  resumed 
Mrs.  Grimes,  with  confidence  in  the  correct- 
ness of  her  anticipation.  "  IVe  no  doubt 
you  felt  his  pulse." 

"  I  certainly  did,"  admitted  the  doctor. 

"  Exactly  so,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Grimes;  "  I 
thought  I  shouldn't  be  very  far  out.  And 
so,  by  your  own  confession,  it  appears  that 
you  can  stand,  or  sit,  as  the  case  may  be, 
feeling  a  patient's  pulse,  without  worming 
out  a  single  notion  from  his  repository.  If 
/had  been  similarly  situated,"  continued 
she,  drawing  her  breath  through  her  teeth, 
"  I'd  have  turned  him  inside — " 
Hurrah ! 
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The  surgery  bell  rang  as  if  it  designed 
to  awakeil  a  past  generation  of  sleepers. 

Mrs.  Crimea  waa  cut  short,  the  apothe- 
cary rushed  off,  and  the  cricket  chiri-uped 
loudly  on  the  hearth. 
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CHAPTER  XL 


It  wasa  bright  aod  sonny  morning  in  the 
blustering  mondi  of  March — that  Bacchanal 
who  pipes  before  the  flowers  of  spring.  The 
gorse  on  the  heath  looked  like  a  field  of 
gold,  and  the  air  was  loaded  with  the  fing- 
rant  incense  of  a  thousand  flowers.  On 
bough,  twig,  and  spray,  the  birds  warbled 
their  songs  of  gladness,  and  the  lark,  soaring 
firom  the  ground,  trilled  his  notes  in  seeming 
ecstacy. 

Upon  a  sloping  piece  of  ground,  fisudng 
the  south,  and  sheltered   by  a  high  and 
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thick  hawthorn  hedge  from  the  wind^  which 
ever  and  anon  swept  in  gusts  through  wood 
and  field,  sat  Corporal  Crump,  the  old  Pe- 
ninsular, and  Leonard.  Some  twenty  yards 
distant  a  double  net  was  spread,  and  here 
and  there  small  square  cages  placed  with 
call-birds  in  them,  consisting  of  goldfinches, 
linnets,  and  redpoles.  A  few  were  allowed. — 
to  fly  and  twitter  at  the  ends  of  slight:^ 
tethers  attached  to  stakes  driven  in  thi 
ground — poor  counterfeits  of  liberty. 

As  an  angler  watches  his  float,  so  the  old 
Peninsular  bent  an  earnest  gaze  upon  the 
occasional  flight  of  a  songster  which,  tempted 
by  the  allurements  of  the  syren-like  pri- 
soners, hovered  around  the  trammels  pre- 
pared for  its  capture.  Perfect,  however,  as 
the  arrangements  were,  if  Bill  Stumpit  was 
to  be  believed — and  his  full  cages  at  Paradise 
Lodge  in  great  measure  supported  the 
allegation —  each  one  seemed  suspicious  that 
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utward  appearances  were  not  to  be  trusted, 
c^nd,  after  a  cursory  inspection,  winged  its 
fiight  to  scenes  anew. 

"They   must  be    old   birds,    I    think," 

observed  the  Corporal,   as  a  particularly 

c^rafty  hedge-sparrow  made  perfect  sport  of 

^tihe  old  Peninsular  by  openly  defying  his 

several  attempts  to  get  the  net  over  him ; 

^^  they  must  be  old  birds,"  repeated  he,  "  I 

^hink,   for  devil  a  one  is  to  be  caught  by 

cihaff." 

"  The  sun  dazzles  me,"  replied  Bill 
Stumpit  in  a  humour  rendered  testy  from 
repeated  £ulures. 

^^  Hasn't  the  moon  as  much  to  do  with 
it  ?"  asked  his  companion,  looking  out  of  the. 
comers  of  his  eyes,  without  turning  his 
head. 

The  old  Peninsular  gave  no  reply  to  this 
satirical  query,  but  watching  a  moment 
when  the  crafty  hedge-sparrow  was  off  his 

VOL.  IL  M 
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guard,  he  pulled  the  string,  and  there  the 
too  confident  bird  struggled  and  fluttered 
in  vain  within  the  meshes  of  the  net* 

'Tve  got  him  at  hist,'*  shouted  Bill 
Stumpit  exultingly,  and  hastening  towards 
his  prisoner,  as  fast  as  his  bit  of  British  oak 
would  permit,  he  soon  secured  it  within  the 
bars  of  a  prison-house. 

In  silence,  with  his  sad,  pale,  melancholy 
face  turned  upwards,  watching,  it  appeared, 
the  light,  fleecy  clouds  skimming  before  the 
wind,  Leonard  sat  musingly.  His  silken 
locks  waved  about  his  shoulders  as  the 
breeze  toyed  with  them,  and  the  delicate 
child-like  expression — an  expression  which 
#nade  the  passer-by  and  stranger  feel  pity 
for  him ;  but  why  they  knew  not — remained 
the  same,  although  year  rolled  on  year. 

With  others,  and  everything  around  him, 
Time  went  on ;  but  with  Leonard  he  stopped 
his  hour  glass,  and  what  was  helpless  and 
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y^tiug^^Ywy  young — ^remained  ao.  None 
^  wifttched  him  as  his  mother  had,  and 
^  day  by  day,  saw  the  frail  plant  gaining 
%ther  strength  nor  nurture  in  the  growth, 
^what  remained  of  hope  that  ripening 
J<ean  might  bring,  appeared,  alas !  too  hope- 
lets  now. 

^'Gorne,  Sir,**  said  the  old  Peninsular, 
placing  his  rough  and  solitary  hand  upon 
Leonard's  shoulder,  ^^  there  are  no  skylarks 
up  there  just  now,**  and  he  pointed  with  his 
hook  to  the  sky  above  their  heads. 

^But  see  how  beautiful  it  is  T'  exclaimed 
Uonard,  still  keeping  his  looks  fixed  on 
the  firmament.  ^^  Depth  within  depth  of 
eternal  space  in  which  countless  orbs  revolve, 
each  with  a  sun,  and  a  Grodhead  for  the 
irhole!" 

The  boy's  cheeks  flushed  as  he  spoke,  and 
m  unnatural  fire  darted  from  his  eyes  like 
ne  inspired. 

M  2 


164         THK  BELLK   OF  THE   YILLAOB. 

**  Worlds,  perhaps,  like  this,"  continaed  he; 
^^for  where  there  is  light  Fm  taught  there  must 
be  life,  and  what  more  perfect  thau  the  life 
breathed  into  man  by  the  Creator,  fiishioned 
by  His  hand  from  the  image  of  Himself? 
Something  often  whispers  to  me  that  it  is 
in  those  realms,  where,  purged  from  mortal 
suffering  and  sin,  we  love  one  another  and 
live  again.*' 

*'  That's  not  speaking  like  one  who's 
cranny,  is  it?"  whispered  Bill  Stumpit. 

"  He  sometimes  talks  in  that  way,"  re- 
plied the  Corporal,  in  the  same  suppressed 
tone.  "  It's  a  sort  of  dreamy  style  which 
makes  his  mother,  poor  thing,  cry  to  hear 
him ;  but  for  my  part  I  rather  like  it  than 
otherwise." 

"  Then  we  mustn't  encourage  him  in 
the  dreamy  style,"  rejoined  the  old  Penin- 
sular. '^  No  more  crying  in  Paradise,  while 
I'm  head  fiddler." 
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^^  Don't  take  any  notice  of  him  just  now/' 
returned  Corporal  Crump.  ^^  He's  better 
left  to  himself." 

^^  As  you  say,  so  let  it  be  then/'  added 
Bill  Stumpit,  and  he  dropped  himself  by 
the  side  of  his  companions  with  rather  too 
sudden  a  movement  for  their  individual 
safety,  as  the  bit  of  British  oak  jerked  up, 
and  as  nearly  as  possible  made  a  double 
knock  upon  their  respective  prominent  fea- 
tures. 

"  You'll  take  care  of  'em,  Bill,  when  I'm 
gone,"  said  the  Corporal,  "  I  know." 

"To  be  sure  I  will,"  replied  the  old 
Peninsular ;  ^^  but  you  must  stop  much 
longer,  Dicky,  to  show  me  how.  It  takes 
a  good  while,  d'ye  see,  to  learn  a  chicken  o' 
my  age  how  to  swim." 

'^  I  must  be  off  to  head-quarters  soon," 
rejoined  the  Corporal.     **  I've  been  away 
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some  time  now,  and  matters  don't  mend 
there,  according  to  report.** 

^^  But  why  not  bring  the  whole  lot  of  *em 
to  Paradise?"  asked  BiU  Stumpit.  ''It's 
made  of  a  sort  of  India  rabber,  and  the 
more  you  put  into  it,  the  more  it  will 
stretch.  A  r^ment  of  heavies  would  never 
fiU  it." 

''  If  it  were  possible  to  billet  'em  as  you 
propose,"  returned  the  Corporal,  "there's 
one,  you  know,  it  would  kill  now  to  bear  a 
short  hour's  march,  let  her  be  carried  in 
one's  arms  even  like  a  baby.  She's  going, 
Bill,"  continued  he  with  emotion,  which  he 
strove  fruitlessly  to  hide ;  "  Mrs.  Somerset's 
going  as  &st  as  the  clock  can  well  run  down. 
I've  seen  that  for  many  a  month  past." 

^*  Under  these  circumstances,  then,"  added 
the  old  Peninsular,  "  I  mustn't  ask  too  much. 
It  only  shows  though,"  continued  he,  "  how 
a  man  with  a  shifting  limb,  or  two,  may 
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console  his  Mends.  Now,  if  you  were  in  my 
condition,  Dicky/'  continued  he,  ''  with  a 
mbetitate,  why  you  could  leave  your  leg 
l>ehind,  and  what  a  comfort  that  would  be 
<o  look  at  with  an  afternoon's  bit  of  backy. 
3L  could  rejoice  with  such  company,  I  could, 
indeed!" 

'^  There's  no  accounting  for  tastes,  cer- 
tainly," said  Corporal  Crump ;  ^^  but  I  never 
lieard  of  a  lamentation  before,  because  a 
£iend  couldn't  leave  his  leg  behind  him." 

^^  It  only  shows  what  my  feeling  is  towards 
you,  old  Butt-an'-muzzle,"  responded  the 
veteran,  seizing  the  corporal  by  the  hand, 
and  letting  him  understand  by  incontro- 
vertible evidence  that  he  possessed  the 
average  strength  of  eight  fingers  and  two 
thumbs  in  half  that  number.  ^  ^  It's  a  further 
proof  of  what  my  tough  old  heart  feels  for 
ye,  Dicky.  I  could  hug  your  timber  leg,  if 
you  wore  one." 


vision,  and  shook  away  a  tear. 

"  But  aslwas  saying,"  continued 
Crump,  "  you'll  keep  him  out  of  hi 
I'm  sure,"  and  he  pointed  to  LeoD 
with  upturned  &ce,  Bcemed  to  be 
with  his  own  r^ections,  '*  and  no4 
come  to  him.  We  don't  know  i 
may  do  in  thia  world.  It  makes  t 
weak,  and  the  weak  strdng,  and  wi 
wonders  than  can  be  registered  i 
volume.  Perhaps  we  may  live  ti 
young  sapling  there  flonrish,  altfaoi 
robust  firom  an  acorn;  but  made  w 
bowed  down  and  timorous  by  tl 
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tbe  old  Peninsular,  raising  his  hand  and 
^  with  horror.     "  Don't  tell  me  that." 
"Not   exactly,    perhaps/'    replied    the 
.  Ctaporal.      "  I    won't  say   they  went  so 
^  as  to  tie  him  up  and  lay  it  on  as  we've 
teen  it  done,   BilL     But  it  is  not  always 
that  the  greatest  pain  goes  through  the 
^    There  are  a  good  many  other  tor- 
oientors  quite  as  sharp  as  the  cat." 

"  That  there  are,"  rejoined  the  veteran, 
^and  the  luckiest  in  this  world  catch  the 
^t  m  some  shape  or  other,  if  it  is  not  for 
^^  most  part  in  knotted  hemp." 

"True,  very  true,"    returned    Corporal 

^^fJUnp,  "  and  the  seams,  sometimes,  never 

^Qie  out.     It  may  be  so  there,"  continued 

^%  again   pointing  to  Leonard,   who   sat 

^^ithout  noticing  what  was  said  or  done, 

but  as  I  before  said,  the  hope  is  in  time 

^^a  kindness." 

*^  He  shall  not  even  feel  tl^e  wind  if  it  be 


not  pTw 
1  is  a  longl 
ry  act  of  1 
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rough ! "  ejaculated  the  old  PenioBular  wii 

enthusiasm. 

"  You  have  heard  his  simple  story,  BiU^ 
remarked  the  Corporal,  "  and  if  not  pi 
fitable  here,  as  many  a  seed  sovm 
time  bearing  fruit,  yet  for  every 
kindness,  for  every  deed  performed  to  others 
as  we  would  they  should  do  unto  us,  bringi 
its  reward,  as  certain  as  the  showers  aw 
sunshine  of  heaven  produce  the  flowen 
around  us." 

"  You're  not  talking  to  ine  about  profi«i 
Richard  Crump,   are    ye?"    returned  (is 
old  Peninsular  with  his  eye  suddenly  glo''  ' 
ing  like  a  red-hot  coal.     '*You  don't  sup- 
pose that  /  take  in  lodgers  to  bed  and  board  ( 
'em,  in  order  that  I  may  pocket  the  cheese- 
parings, do  ye?    I'm  not  rolling  in  riches, 
continued   he,  in   spite    of  the    corporJ''  ' 
strenuous   efforts  to  check  him.     "  I  neve* 
8^d  I  was.     But  a  man  can  be  as  liberv  ' 
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with  a  sixpence,  Richard  Crump,  as  he  can 
"^rith  a  guinea.  It  is  not  the  amount  of  our 
;{>08se8sions,  for  that  majni't  depend  exactly 
pon  our  deserts  or  want  of  them ;  but  if  we 
ow  fireely  of  what  we  have,  it's  all  that 
be  expected  either  of  rich  or  poor;  and 
^liat  I  do,  have  done,  and  will  do  as  long  as 
X  Ve  got  a  bit  of  British  oak  to  stand  on — 
t^ang  me ! " 

**  If  you  won't  let  me  speak,"  hallooed 

^he  Corporal,  "  I'll  unship  your  bit  of  British 

^>ak  and  try  which  of  the  two  is  hardest, 

^tiiat,  or  your  thick  old  figure  head.    I  have 

Iieard,"   continued  he,   reprovingly,    "  that 

"when  the  brains  are  out,  the  man  dies,  but 

that  doesn't  appear  to  be  always  the  case." 

"  Perhaps  I  did  not  quite  make  out  your 

meaning,  Dicky,"   said    the   veteran,   con- 

nderably  crest-fallen.     ^^  I  was  always  a  bit 

of  a  fool  from  my  birth." 

"  Ah  I  "  returned  Corporal  Crump,    "  I 
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forgot  that.     You  may  suppose  to  hst' 
kissed  my  hand.     But  come,  the  birds 
never  be  caught  in  your  net  to-day,  I 
prophesy.  Let  us  take  a  homeward  marcls. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


-t^E    was   foiled — Tobias    Woodbee    was 

^1^  by  her  who,  in  the  plenitude  of  his 

^tiliority    and    rule,    he    thought    would 

^Oner  have  laid  herself  prostrate  at  his 

^^t,    and  fawned   upon   them.      All   that 

Maddened  rage  could  say  or  do,  had  been 

^id  and  done.     He  discharged  his  servants* 

"^the  knight  of  the  muscles  excepted — as 

^complices  in  the  elopement  of  his  wife  and 

son,  placarded  every  post-gate  and  wall  in  the 

neighbourhood  with  a  faithful  description  of 

their  persons,  and  advertised  handsome  and 
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liberal  rewards  for  their  discovery.  Mes- 
sengers were  despatched  in  every  probable, 
and,  indeed,  improbable  directioD,  in  quest 
of  the  fugitives ;  but  to  the  most  strenuous 
endeavours,  backed  by  lavish  expenditure 
and  unflagging  perseverance,  all  trace  of 
them  ceased  at  the  Bull  Inn,  Aldgate.  It 
proved,  however,  like  those  proverbial  winds, 
which,  blowing  evil  to  some,  blow  good  to 
others,  a  source  of  considerable  profit  to 
the  night-porter  of  that  ancient  hostehie;  f  ^) 
for  the  number  of  half-crowns  and  crowns  ^^  ^8 
he  received,  to  repeat  continually  what  ^^^-^t 
little  he  knew  of  the  extraordinary  pas- 
sengers by  the  mail,  who  arrived  there  on 
•a  cold,  bleak,  February  night,  and  wanted 
nothing,  not  even  a  pair  of  slippers,  added 
greatly  to  his  provident  store  in  the  sav- 
ings-bank. 

But  to  his  praise  be  it  spoken,  he  made 
no  abridgment  of  the  facts,  and,  as  if  re- 
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aolyed  to  afibrd  as  much  as  he  possibly 
<5oiild  for  the  money,  he  went  into  the 
zmiautest  details  of  their  proceedings,  even 
-fco  the  nnimportont  one  of  Corporal  Crump 

or  what  was  naturally  supposed  to  be 

'^'hat  popular  individual — rubbing  the  end 
<^f  his  noae  with  so  much  energy,  that  he 
appeared  to  be  putting  a  French  polish 
<^D  the  surface. 

The  expressed  design  of  driving  to  Tum- 
toam  Green  wound  up  the  narrative,  and  so 
^nded  the  night-porter's  information  of  all 
Arithin  the  category  of  his  knowledge,  and, 
;j>erhapB,  a  little  over;  for  some  aUowance 
Inust  be  made  for  the  parsley  of  a  story, 
otherwise  the  garnishing.   ' 

Such  had  been  the  acute  means  observed 
by  the  corporal  in  checking  the  hot  pursuit 
which  he  anticipated  would  be  commenced, 
as  soon  as  the  discovery  was  made  of  their 
departure,  that  bad  they  ascended  in  the 
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Nassau  balloon,  upon  leaving  the  Ball  Inn, 
Aldgate,  or  sunk  a  few  score  fiithoms  be- 
neath the  earth's  sur&ce,  nothing  less  of 
the  trace  of  bow  they  went,  or  where  thej 
went,  could  by  any  reasonable  possilaUty 
have  been  left  behind. 

Squire  Woodbee  was  at  fuult,  Dr.  Starkie, 
with  all  his  cunning,  was  at  &ult,  and  eveiy 
agent  and  means  employed  were  as  much 
baffled  as  hounds  may  be  ima^ned,  in  days 
to  come,  should  foxes  ever  be  given  to 
mount,  and  wing  an  aerial  course.  No 
letters,  no  messengers,  nothing  and  no  one 
either  came  or  went,  as  far  as  was  known, 
by  which  the  smallest  due  could  be  formed 
of  their  retreat,  and  if  the  attempts  for 
discovering  it  were  not  abandoned,  each 
successive  step  brought  them  no  nearer  to 
the  mark. 

It  was  a  mystery,  and  one  too  likely, 
from   all   appearances    to  the  contrary,  to 
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» 

^^eBQain  clogged  with  impenetrable  dark- 
ness. 

It  was  night,  and  Tobias  Woodbee  sat 
^re  his  desolate  fireside,  turning  over  in 
m  thoughts  the  material  events  of  his  life, 
le  had  laboured  hard,  and  he  had  laboured 
ong.  The  early  days  of  youth  were  passed 
Q  drudgery,  in  daily  work  which  made  his 
keart  heavy  to  begin,  and  his  limbs  weary 
0  complete.  Years  of  unintermitting 
(truggles,  of  anxiety,  and  self-denial,  and 

the  fdm  was  attained — he  was  rich.     He 

* 

Pode  over  those  who  rode  over  him,  com- 
iQanded  where  he  was  bidden,  and  felt  the 
buih  of  that  which  he  never  doubted — 
'"'Hmey  was  power.  Selfish,  however,  as  he 
^^  and  "  of  the  earth  most  earthy,"  yet 
^  pride  was  of  a  cast  above  that  generally 
^^nni  in  minds  trained  as  his  had  been. 
He  hoped  to  be  the  stock-root,  the  founda- 
^^n  of  a  line  which  should  lift  its  head,  like 

VOL.  ir.  N 
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the  cedar-topi  above  the  common  herd,  and 
contemplated  with  ambitious  satisfaction 
that  when  he  individually  had  ceased  to  be, 
what  he  had  toiled  so  arduously  for  would 
still  remain  a  monument  for  future  ages. 

In  his  son  he  expected  to  see  the  stepping- 
stone  to  the  consummation  so  devoutly  to 
be  wished  for,  and  felt  the  bitter  gall  of 
disappointment  when  Leonard's  tutor,  the 
Oxford  double-first  prize-man  so  constantly 
intimated  that  there  was  little  progress  in 
the  child's  mental  improvement.  He  had 
always  regarded  an  obstacle  to  his  wishes 
with  a  feeling  akin  to  hatred,  and,  wanting 
the  finer  sensibilities  of  the  parent,  he 
soon  began  to  entertain  morose  sentiments 
towards  the  boy,  and  to  exercise  the  severest 
tyranny  towards  him. 

In  the  belief  that  his  wife's  fondness  and 
indulgence  materially  assisted  to  thwart  the 
measures  for  making  Leonard  a  scholar,  he 
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At  l^gt  interdicted  their  being  together,  ex- 

^^pli  for  a  short  time  in  the  evening,  and 

*hen  only  if  Doctor  Starkie  could  give  an 

^^^tirance  that  the  tasks  were  done,  and 

^oxxe  well.     The  hours  for  relaxation  were 

**^^ri;ened  until  the  whole  day  was  occupied  in 

•*u<iy  J  and  Leonard's  pale  cheek  might  be 

^^^  bent  over  an  open  page  from  the  rising 

^  tlxe  sun  to  its  going  down.   He  often  took 

^    books  to  bed,  and  started  in  feverish 

^^^^ams,  with  the  ogre's  face  turned  savagely 

^^^on  him,  to  thrust  his  hands  under  the 

^VUow  and  begin  to  murmur  the  half-finished 

^«i8k  of  yesterday — ^that  which  prevented 

^^^is  kissing  his  mother's  cheek  before  seeking 

liis  pillow  to  bathe  it  with  his  tears. 

Fruitless  were  the  entreaties  of  Mr9. 
Woodbee  for  a  mitigation  of  the  harshness. 
In  vain  she  represented  the  failing  health 
and  energies  of  her  child,  and  pleaded,  as  a 
mother  only  can,  for  the  idol  of  her  afFec- 

N  2 
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tions.  A  deaf  ear  was  turned  to  all  she 
urged,  and  frequently  threats  of  even  a 
severer  course  held  out  if  she  presumed  to 
interfere. 

Neither  were  these  menaces  mere  idle 
ebullitions  of  temper.  As  time  wore  on, 
Doctor  Starkie's  complaints  and  ominous 
shrugs  of  the  shoulders  increased,  and 
fanned  the  coal  of  Squire  Woodbee's  daily 
augmenting  chagrin.  He  tried  what  effect 
his  presence  would  have  upon  Leonard's 
attention,  and  being  unable  to  restrain  his 
anger,  when  confusion  rendered  the  poor 
trembling  lad  incapable  of  answering  the 
simplest  question,  blows,  loud,  cruel  blows 
were  struck. 

Rendered  all  but  mad  at  these  daily 
scenes,  Mrs.  Woodbee  made  a  final  appeal 
to  Dr.  Starkie,  and  then  learned,  if  not  all, 
suflScient  reason — unparalleled  as  it  might 
be  in  the  atrociousness  of  its  design — for 
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^«^   systematic  barbarity  exercised  towards 

^^onard.      Herself^   the  mother,   was  the 

P^ce.     His  eyes  declared  it  by  the  devilish 

"'^  darting  from  them,  if  it  were  possible 

^^t  doubt  should  be  construed  in  his  words 

^^^    actions.      With  a  woman's  quick  per- 

^^Ption  she  saw  the  wily  villain's  design,  and 

^tl^   the    promptness  of   a  resolute  but 

^titering  heart,  determined  to  frustrate  it. 

*^^    loathing    thought   sickened  her,  that 

i^  the  form  of  ma»  there  ahould  be  a  thing 

^^  desperately  wicked.   Could  it  be  true,  or 

^^Us  it  some  hideous  phantom  of  her  over- 

^^ted  brain  ?     To  save  him,  her  child,  she 

"Was  to — horror  of  horrors ! 

She  would  not  tell  her  husband  the  truth 
^  it  had  broken  upon  her.  It  would  be 
Useless  if  she  did.  Wild,  improbable,  and 
without  the  slightest  proof,  who  could  be- 
lieve her  tale?  They  would  call  her  mad, 
perhaps,  and  not  hesitate  to  treat  her  as 
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one  whose  brain  was  warped.  What  was 
to  be  done  ?  Her  lips  compressed  with  the 
thought,  and  when  she  separated  them,  a 
light  streak  of  blood  upon  the  lower  one, 
told  how  earnest  it  had  been. 

Flight! 

There  was  joy  in  the  word.  Fly!  yes, 
she  would  fly — she  knew  not  where ;  but  he, 
Leonard,  would  be  with  her,  and  what  was 
the  world  beside ! 

A  few  hurried  lines  were  written,  justify- 
ing the  course  she  had  taken ;  night  came 
on,  and  they  were  gone. 

The  hour  was  late,  and  still  Tobias 
Woodbee  sat  before  his  desolate  fireside, 
turning  over,  in  his  thoughts,  the  material 
events  of  his  life. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Fob  a  full  hour  not  a  word  had  been 
spoken ;  but  like  a  spirit  of  evil  Dr.  Starkie 
remained  watching  his  companion  in  silence, 
as  if  he  would  read  what  was  passing  within. 
Sitting  close  to  the  black  marble  chimney*: 
piece,  the  Oxford  double-first  prize-man 
rubbed  his  forehead  against  the  polished 
stone  with  a  slow  methodical  action,  and 
looked  like  a  piece  of  mechanism,  as  he  faced 
the  taciturn  Squire  of  the  Oaks. 

"Starkie,"  at  length  ejaculated    Tobias 
Woodbee,   with   sudden    and   most   unex- 
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pected  energy,  as  he  drew  himself  erect       in 
his  chair,  "  111  tell  you  a  story/' 

The  doctor  expressed  himself  as  bdn^  b 
far  more  willing  listener  than  had  been  met 
with  since  the  wife  of  Menelaus  oocanoacA 
the  Trojan  war. 

"  You  never  heard — ^indeed  could  noth^stf 
as  far  as  I  know — ^the  history  of  my  m^^ 
riage?  "  continued  the  Squire,  in  the  fonm  * 
an  interrogative. 

A  flush  spread  over  the  doctor's  forehe^v^ 
It  might  be  from  friction. 

"  No,"  replied  he,  shading  his  eyes  fiwr*"^* 
moment  with  a  hand,  ^^  I  am  imacquaint^^^ 
with  every  incident  connected  with  it,  rc^^l 
dear  Sir,  both  generally  and  particularl; 
Nothing  could  give  me  greater  pleasure 
interest  than  to  listen  to  the  narrative," 
there  was  the  parenthesis  as  strong 
ever. 

"  It's  a  strange  tale,"  returned  the  Squiit^ 
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throwing  his  head  on  to  the  back  of  his 
^SLsy  chair,  and  looking  at  the  ceiling  above 
tiim  with  a  kind  of  smile  which  seemed  as 
if  not  famished  direct  from  the  spring  of 
mppiness.  ^^  It*s  a  strange  tale,"  repeated 
[le,  ^^and  one  which  may  sound  like  a 
romance,  but — ^pshaw !  I  need  not  say  that 
It's  true,  whatever  the  opinions  of  others 
may  be." 

For  the  purpose,  perhaps,  of  collecting  or 
arranging  his  ideas.  Squire  Woodbee  did  not 
break  the  commencement  of  his  story  at 
once ;  but  remained  in  the  same  position,  and 
with  the  same  smile  upon  his  features. 

"  People  who  are  poor,  and  of  course 
miserable,''  at  length  said  he,  "  are  always 
at  war  with  the  rich.  By  some  unaccount- 
able self-esteem  which  poverty  seems  to 
possess,  she  claims  the  virtues  as  her  sole 
offspring,  while  vice  is  assigned  without 
limitation  as  the  attribute  of  her  opposite 
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neighbour  wealth.  So  far,  however,  from 
this  being  the  case,  Starkie,  if  I  may  judge 
from  my  own  experience,  this  is  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  envy  in  her  most  naked 
form.  High  vice,  and  refined  kins,  spring  ^ 
from  luxury  without  doubt ;  but  the  common 
order  of  offences  against  morality  and  the 
state,  may  be  traced  to  one  general  source 
— poverty.  Whatever  may  be  the  inclina* 
tion,  poverty  sets  at  open  defiance  t^e  prac — 
tical  exercise  of  many  virtues,  and  rend 
the  majority  of  the  remainder  e 
doubtful  of  attainment.'' 

'^  I  am  completely  of  your  opinion,  m 
dear  Sir,"   replied   the  Oxford  double-firsr 
prize-man.      ^^  Virtue    in  rags,"   and  ths 
doctor  smiled  so  that  every  tooth  was  ex 
posed,  ''  is  merely  an  ideal  image,  or 
most  a  light  under  a  busheL     Once  let  i*"-*^-  ^* 
be  seen,  and  temptation  soon   changes  i 
nature." 
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^^  I  was  led  to  make  this  introduction/* 
resumed  the  Squire,  raising  a  hand  as  a 
signal  that  he  wished  to  be  listened  to  with- 
out interruption,'  "  from  the  feelings  /  enter- 
tained in  early  life  towards  those  who  were 
better  off  than  myself.  I  hated  them, 
Starkie,"  continued  he,  and  the  veins  swelled 
upon  his  forehead  as  he  spoke,  "  hated  them 
to  a  man.  The  causes  of  their  wealth  I 
always  traced  to  villainy  or  accident  of  some 
kind  or  other,  and  could  have  justified  any 
act  by  which  it  would  have  been  wrested 
from  them.  Remember  /  was  poor  then, 
and  these  are  the  feelings — hide  them  as 
they  may — which  the  poor  entertain 
towards  the  rich.** 

Doctor  Starkie  made  no  remark,  but 
tapping  gently  one  of  the  arms  of  his  chair, 
slight  sounds  came  from  it  not  unlike  that 
favourite  air  the  devil's  tattoo. 

"  As    you     know,"     continued     Tobias 
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Woodbee,  ^'  I  make  no  concealment  of  what 
I  was.  I  am  no  better,  but  quite  as  good 
as  nineteen-twentietbs  of  the  original  stuff 
firom  which  the  best  famiKes  in  England 
have  sprung.  Without  the  shop  what 
should  we  be — ^what  should  we  have 
been? 

It  is  money  that  has  made  us,  Starkie; 
not  that  won  or  made  in  isolated  cases,  or 
the  collected  capital  of  gigantic  firms,  leased 
by  the  care,  judgment,  and  thrift  of  suc- 
cessive generations,  forming,  what  we  are 
pleased  to  call,  the  fortunes  of  our  Merchant 
Princes.  It  is  the  money  of  the  masses,  the 
stake  which  the  many  possess ;  and  hence, 
our  love  of  order,  submission,  and  obedience 
to  the  laws  and  rightful  authority. 

With  us  there  is  both  the  aristocracy  and 
democracy  of  trade  ;  but  the  strength  is 
with  the  latter." 

Doctor  Starkie  was  not  prepared  for  a 
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disquisition  upon  political  and  commercial 
economy ;  but  be  looked  resigned,  and 
maintained  a  strict  silence. 

"He  is  dead  now,"  said  the  Squire, 
musingly ;  "  but  not  many  years  since  there 
was  a  great  man  on  'Cbange,  one  whose  re- 
puted  wealth  and  position  made  him  an 
object  of  adulation  and  worship,  and  syco- 
phanfa  were  ever  bowing  at  the  shrine — 
among  them  myself." 

The  Oxford  double-first  prize-man  started, 
and  looked  toward  the  speaker  inquiringly, 
as  if  in  doubt  at  what  he  heard. 

"  And  sycophants, "  repeated  Tobias 
Woodbee,  slowly,  "  were  ever  bowing  at  the 
shrine — among  them  myself.  But  I  hated 
him,  Starkie,"  continued  he,  as  the  veins 
again  roped  across  his  brow,  "  with  the  envy 
of  a  heart  burning  to  be  what  he  was.  I 
know  not  how  or  why  he  came  to  occupy 
my  thoughts,     but   sleeping  or  waking    I 
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dreamt  of  this  man,  and  his  power  was  t:£ 
which  I  longed  to  grasp. 

At  the  time  of  which  I  am  speaking,  I  w** 
little  noticed  by  far  less  important  person^ 
and  he  had  but  a  slight  visionary  idea  th** 
we  had  ever  met  before,  when  once  we 
parted,  although,  perhaps,  but  the  short 
date  of  yesterday  intervened. 

In  short,  he  was  the  great  raau  on 
'Change,  I  a  nobody. 

Revolving  years,  however,  bring  revol'' 
ing  changes.  I  grew  rich,  and,  knowing  '*< 
took  care  that  others  should  know  it,  W* 
He,  the  great  man  on  'Change,  became  poo^i 
and  knowing  it,  did  all  in  his  power  to  pw- 
vent  the  information  from  spreading  beyoiw 
the  limits  of  his  own  breast.  We  ffs" 
being  worked  upon  by  exactly  of^xait* 
causes,  and  yet  these  brought  us  together » 
closer  union  than,  at  one  time,  could  ha^e 
been    conjectured     possible.       He    wanlw 


h,  the  great  man  on  'Change  was 
-e  !  "  and  Tobias  Woodbee  struck 
>n  the  edge  of  his  seat^  and  pressed 
e  blood  faded  from  the  nail. 
(torm  thickened,  clouds  lowered 
louse,  bujb  no  expenditure  was  re- 
no  scheme  abandoned,  no  venture 
Ruin  gradually  stole  upon  him 
arkness  of  night  £a.lling  around ; 
till  remained  the  great  man  on 


now,  being  unable  to  do  without 

[  became  his  constant  guest,  and 

honored  never  feasted  in  a  man- 

Mn  liiYiii'TT'  "PPicmPfl  nn."r«Tnnnnf.      If. 
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the  feet  sink  in  as  if  treading  upon  moas,  and 
brocaded  drapery  hung  in  heavy  folds  about 
the  windows,  fringed  with  bullion  and  the 
richest  lace.  Large  and  costly  mirrors 
stood  against  the  walls  from  floor  to  ceiling, 
reflecting  models  from  Italy  in  alabaster,  ^rr^r 
collections  of  Sevres  china,  curious  carvinga^^^ 
in  ivory,  buhl  cabinets,  and  bronze  castS:^^:W8 
pictures  of  the  choicest  kind,  and  a  count-^S^-^t- 
less  variety  of  articles  of  vertu,  made  th^-f^e 
whole  look  as  if  the  earth  had  been  aearcheiJ^^'^ 
to  bring  the  most  beautiful  things  together.  *^:^^r- 
In  this  saloon,  which  appeared  like  i^  ^ 
scene  of  enchantment,  I  first  was  introducec:^'^*^ 
to  his  two  daughters  and  only  children  ^^-°* 
Young,  handsome,  accomplished,  and  sup-^^P" 
posed  inheritors  of  immense  wealth,  you  wilT-^^  ^^ 
easily  believe  what  crowds  of  triflers,  ad-  -^^' 
mirers,  and  speculators  they  attracted  aroimct^'^ 
them,  and  that  I,  acquainted  with  the  state^^'^ 
of  their  father's  afiairs,  assumed  an  inde— "^ — 
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pendence  of  tone  and  manner  which  would 
be  likely  to  both  astonish  and  offend  the 
heiresses  of  the  great  man  on  'Change. .  To  the 
unintermitting  and  almost  exclusive  atten- 
tion which  I  took  pleasure  in  forcing  their 
haughty  parent  to  pay  me,  in  the  presence 
of  his  guests,  they  were  wont  to  exchange 
looks  of  mingled  surprise  and  contempt,  and 
often  essayed  to  give  vent  to  their  indigna- 
tion by  making  me  understand,  at  least, 
that  I  should  receive,  at  their  hands,  not  the 
slightest  mark. 

This  was  what  I  desired,  knowing  as  I 
did  that  they  must  bend  to  me  like  wands 
of  willow  whenever  I  chose,  I  inwardly 
rejoiced  to  see  the  stiff-necked  beauties' 
indifference,  and  measured  the  moment  for 
humiliating  them,  when  it  would  most  con- 
tribute to  the  gratification  of  my  pride. 

I    have  reason  to  remember  well  when 
that  moment  arrived.   One  night  the  saloon 

VOL.  II.  o 
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was  crowded  with  beauty,  fitthion.  and 
wealth,  and  among  the  most  beautifol,  none 
looked  more  so  than  the  daughters  of  the^^^e 
great  roan  on  'Change.  Bearing  a  close  re-  .^»- 
semblance  to  each  other,  and  dressed  alike^=^  je, 
they  formed  the  principal  objects  of 
tion,  and  the  buzz  of  compliments  an^. 
flattery  might  be  heard  in  every  quarte: 
The  eldest,  EUen,  was  standing  by  the  sidE^->de 
of  a  young  man  holding  a  commission  i£:  ui 
the  army,  and  from  the  marked  attentioir:^^^ 
paid,  and  the  manner  in  which  they  wem:^^^^ 
received,  I  concluded,  and  concludc^^ -^^ 
rightly,  that  in  him  I  saw  a  favoure^P*"*^ 
suitor.  J  can  admit  now,  as  I  might  theic^^"^ 
that  a  finer  figure  I  never  saw  than  in  tht-^^^'*^ 
young  soldier,  and  as  they  stood  preparin^^^  '°^ 
for  the  dance,  it  was  the  general  remar'*'^^**' 
how  strikingly  handsome  they  appeared. 
A  wild  burst  of  music  broke  upon 


e 


ear.    A  few  more  chords,  and  they  woul^^" 
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liave  been  whirling  in  the  throng,  when 
taking  an  arm  of  the  great  man  on  'Change, 
as  if  it  belonged  to  me,  I  sauntered  through 
the  crowd  close  to  where  they  were  stand- 
ing, and  claimed  her  as  my  partner. 

^  Indeed,  Sir,'  she  replied,  drawing  back 
with  head  erect,  and  eyes  flashing  with 
surprise  and  anger,  ^  /  am  not  entitled  to 
that  honor.' 

*  We  are  occasionally/  replied  I,  '  both 
forgetful  and  indiflferent  to  our  engage- 
ments. This  gentleman  will,  I  am  sure, 
^ve  place.' 

*  That  must  depend,  Sir,'  he  rejoined, 
folding  his  arms  across  his  breast,  and 
measuring  me  from  heel  to  head  with  a 
proud,  defying  look,  ^  upon  the  decision  of 
the  lady.' 

Without    making    an    observation,     I 

turned   a   cold,   expressive   eye   upon   her 

£M;her,  who  at  once  settled  the  point  at  jissue. 

o2 
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'  Ellen,'  said  he,  taking  her  hand,  which   .m:^ 
was  rested  upon  the  young  officer's  arm,  ^  ^, 

'my  friend — my  particular  friend  here 

cannot  — must  not  be  denied.' 

The  incident  may  sound  trifling  in  itsel^^JD^ 
bat  the  sensation  at  the  time  can  scarceli^-f  *-Iy 
be  described.  She  saw  that  there  was  some^^  no- 
thing then  which  gave  me  the  power  to  d'  .E>do 
as  I  pleased,  and  perceiving  her  fathe^^  jer 
humbling  himself  in  apologising  to  th«r4  he 
young  officer,  whose  cheek  and  lips  wer:K"«re 
blanched  with  anger,  as  he  was  led  intV  'to 
a  comer,  she  tremblingly  yielded  ber  han^^^^^d 
to  mine,  and  I  stood,  for  the  first  time  l£^  ^^ 
my  life,  before  the  most  brilliant  asserabl^^y 
J  yet  had  mingled  with,  the  proudest  c^  '•'^ 
the  proud.  All  eyes  were  turned  towanfc^^^"* 
us,  and  I  gave  look  for  look." 

Tobias  "Woodbee  rubbed  his  hands,  an-  -^^" 
glanced  smilingly  at  the  ceiling  above  hi^^  ^' 
head,    as    if  the    satisfaction    which 
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thought     engendered     was     as    fresh    as 
ever. 

"  The  explanation  which  was  given,"  con- 
tinued the  Squire,  '^  or  what  passed  between 
the  tottering  merchant  and  his  daughters,  I 
never  knew,  or  sought  to  inquire.  But  from 
that  day  forth  I  took  the  ground  which  1  in- 
tended to  occupy.  Even  the  menials  ap- 
peared to  know  that  I  must  be  considered 
before  every  one,  and  I  liked  to  make  the 
dogs  cringe,  and  seem  ready  to  lie  at  my 
feet,  that  1  might  walk  over  their  necks 
rough-shod  if  it  pleased  me. 

It's  money  that  makes  the  man,  Starkie. 
Without  it  he  is  a  slave. 

For  the  object  which  1  have  in  view,  I 
shall  not  trace,  step  by  step,  the  advance  of 
my  authority  and  power  in  the  family  of  the 
great  man  on  'Change.  Enough  for  the 
purpose  will  it  be  to  state,  that  one  word  of 
mine,  at  any  moment,  would  have  broken 
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the  bubble,  and  that  on  my  breath  his  very  ~^cy 
existence  depended. 

I  am  not  one  of  that  mote-eyed  tribetK-^^ 
Starkie,"  continued  Tobias  Woodbee,  "giyenr^^n 
to  the  weakness  of  stooping  to  pick  up^-*? 
nothing.  TTtat  is  for  the  employment  of  tb^  ^^ 
universal  &mily  of  fools,  and  it  has  eTeKi^v^ 
been  one  of  my  strenuoas  efforts  to  prov^"^"* 
that  I  am  not  closely  allied  to  those  serious -K-au 
detrimentals  to  the  human  race. 

A  fool  may  be  compared  to  a  blown  egg'^^iS^- 
Let  it  be,  and  it  is  useless;  crush  it,  and  iB^-S^'t 
is  nothing. 

While  he  was  gradually  sliding  toward^^* 
the  pit  yawning  to  swallow  him  and  hit^^ 
magnificence,  I  took  care  that  what   wav 
ruin  to  him,  should  be  productive  of  profit 
to  me.     By  degrees  the  best  of  his  pos- 
sessions became  mine,  and,  almost  imper- 
ceptibly, I  took  the  place,  as  if  to  realize  my 
dream,  which  he    once    held.      He  still, 
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liowever,    remained    the    great    man   on 
'Change. 

Few  like  me  attach  themselves  to  falling 
foitanes ;  but  the  rats  leave  before  the  ship 
sinks,  Starkie«  K  there  be  anything  be- 
yond the  fipothy  romance  of  full-grown 
children  in  that  hackneyed  sentiment^  so 
commonly  denominated  love,  I  never  knew 
what  it  was,  and  therefore  in  saying,  that  I 
wished,  designed,  or  intended  to  make  the 
eldest  daughter  of  the  great  man  on  'Change 
my  wife,  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  I  was 
in  love  with  her.  She  was  beautiful, 
and  being  so,  I  admired  her;  but  the 
great  attraction  —  the  loadstone  to  my 
heart — was  the  making  her  mine  against 
her  will,  the  winning  her  all  the  world  to 
nothing !  Caged  birds  sing,  Starkie,  after  a 
while. 

What  I  proposed  could  not  be  rejected. 
She  was  to  be  mine,  and  arrangements  com- 
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menced  for  making  her  so  without  delai 
The  young  soldier,  he  whose  place  1  usurper-  ^ 
on  the  night  of  the  dance,  no  longer  appeare^sd 
in  the  saloon,  and,  although  it  was  said  thi^Bt 
she  became  paler  and  more  pensive  as  ouziir 
marriage  approached,  I  had  no  reason 
think  but  that  she  felt  perfect  resignation 
her  fate — a  becoming  and  desirable  feeli^Dg 
for  all  who  are  not  in  a  condition  to  ht^^^p 
themselves. 

Great  were  the  preparations,  and  lavi^^t 
the  expenditure,  which  heralded  the  weddLn^ 
day,  and  early  on    that  eventful  morning, 
1  was  thinking  of  the  interest  and  compound  * 
interest  of  the  investments  in  pearls,  dia- 
monds, silks,  satins,  and  lace,  when  a  mes- 
senger  arrived,   breathless  with  haste,  to 
summon  me  to  the  house  of  the  great  man 
on  'Change. 

What  was  the  matter? 

He   did   not   know,    he   could   not  tell. 
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Something  had  happened,  and  I  was  wanted 
infttantlj/ 

As  speedily  as  possible  I  obeyed  the 
cam  and  waa  met  by  my  intended  father-in- 
law  in  the  entrance,  looking  as  ghastly 
white  as  a  spectre.  His  lips  were  bloodless, 
and  he  trembled  from  head  to  foot  like  one 
stricken  with  the  palsy. 

In  silence  he  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
leading  me  into  an  adjoining  room  closed 
the  door,  and  fell  upon  his  knees  before  me. 

'  For  Heaven's  sake ! '  he  said,  holding  up 
his  hands — ^you  would  not  have  recognised  the 
great  man  on  'Change—  *  For  Heaven's  sake,' 
repeated  he,  *  do  not  suspect  me  in  having 
any  share  in  what  has  taken  place !  Indeed 
I  am  innocent,  innocent  of  everything,'  and 
then  he  wept  like  a  child,  still,  you'll  re- 
member, kneeling  at  my  feet. 

It  required  no  great  powers  of  percep- 
tion to  see  that   something   extraordinary 
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had  occurred,  and  the  coming  event  was  no 
without  its  shadow. 

*  You  are  about  telling  me,'  replied  I 
*  that  Ellen  refuses  to  become  my  Mrife? ' 

^  She  has  gone/  rejoined  he,  in  a  chofc 
voice,   *and  by  this  time  is  the  wife 
another.' 

*  That^    therefore,    places    the     matter 
beyond  the  reach  of  possibility,'  returned 
with  a  coolness  of  manner  which  seemed 
stagger  him.     'When  did  she  leave,   an 
with  whom  ? ' 


'This   letter   will   explain  all,'  said  h 
offering  me  one,  and  assisting  him  to  rise-^ 
I  found,  in  a  long  rambling  story  in  whicbP 
she  endeavoured  to  justify  herself,  that  my 
betrothed  had  taken  flight  with   Lieutenant 
Somerset,  the  handsome  soldier  and  discon- 
certed hero  of  the  dance. 

At  this  distance  of  time  it  is  unnecessary 
for  me  to  enter  into  the  particular  state  of 


*^i 
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^feelings  upon  the  subject;  but  I  shall 
ifine  myself  to  the  simple  and  brief  narra- 
n  of  the  £Eu^ts  as  they  occurred. 
In  no  very  gentle  terms,  perhaps,  I  gave 
pression  to  what  I  thoughtof  thetreatment 
tad  re(*.eiyed,  and  gave  the  great  man  on 
lange  to  understand  that  the  Gazette 
uted  hhn  with  the  same  certainty  as  his 
[fin.  He  pleaded,  of  course,  for  mercy — 
i  the  last  resource  in  all  desperate  cases — 
d  I  peremptorily  declined  to  extend  the 
on. 

Raising  his  voice  imprudently — taking 
*  granted  it  was  far  from  his  wish  that 
erybody  in  the  house  should  be  acquainted 
th  what  appeared  designed  only  for  my 
PS — his  second  daughter,  Alice,  entered 
3  room,  and  commenced  the  task  of  as- 
siging  the  grief  of  her  parent.  She  was  a 
Btty  and  gentle  girl,  and  never,  to  my 
es,  looked  to  greater  advantage  than  now, 


wtieii   u<Ui'y  her    t-t--:    trtiorta'   to   ^a:^c   ti- 
prostrate  energies  of  the  heart  and  soul 
the  great  man  on  'Change. 

She  would  have  knelt  at  my  feet| 
but  I  prevented  that. 

*  Pray.  Sir/  said  she,  addressing  me,  * 
merciful,  as  you  hope  tot  mercy !     That  y 
have  been  wronged,  grievously  wronged^ 
know  full  well:  but  how  £Eur  nobler  is  fo 
giveness  to  revenge!     All  may  resent 
injur}'.     The  worst  among  us  can  do 
with  aptness  of  word  and  deed.     To  forgi 
belongs  to  nobler  natures.* 

*  And  do  you  believe  me  capable  of 
ercising  the  power  which  you   attribute 
nobler  natures?'  inquired  I. 

*  I  hope  so/  was  the  reply. 
We  are  easily  flattered  if  the  time  and 

opportunity  be  fitting. 

Human     motives     are    wheels     within 
wheels.     1  had  mine,  beyond  the  mc^re  spar 


.{ 
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^^  the  moment  or  circumstance ;  but  both 

^^  &voured  by  the  inclination.     AH  was 

"Spared,  and  as  a  mere  matter  of  choice 

^  youngest    daughter  would  have   been 

^^ite  as  acceptable  to  me  as  the  eldest, 

^en  I  first  resolved  to  ally  myself  to  the 

^ily  of  the  great  man  on  'Change. 

With  little  preface  to  the  subject — it  was 

^^t   needed,    Starkie,  as  my  bill-book  re- 

^*^5nded  me  at  the  moment — I  proposed  that 

^^<lice  should  be  decked  in  the  bridal  dress 

*^>*epared  for  her  sister,  and  that  all  things 

^Viould    proceed   as  if    she   had  been   the 

^^lected  of  my  choice. 

If  I  remember  rightly  there  were  a  few 

t^ars,    and  an   hour's   delay  for  becoming 

Hesitation ;  but  a  special  licence  surmounted 

the  remaining  difficulty,  and  not  one  of  the 

crowd  before  the  portico  of  St.  George's, 

Hanover  Square,  that  morning,  could  have 

guessed  that  the  young  girl,  crowned  with 


save  her  father. 

There  is  but  little  more  to  add 
Within  a  month  of  our  marriaj 
and  thus  was  saved  from  the  &] 
dreaded  more  than  death.  With 
nant  that  he  could  call  his  own,  ] 
spoke  of  him  as  the  great  man  o 
and  80  passed  another  bubble  by 
world  is  gidled  by  appearances." 
Tobias  Woodbee  seemed  to  ha 
at  the  termination  of  his  story,  fo 
gradually  dropped,  and  he  mark 
word  with  a  loud  snap  of  a  1 
thumb. 
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exceedingly  imprudent,  not  to  say  disgrace- 
ful young  person,  who  eloped  at  so  extra- 
ordinary a  moment,  to  the  great  scandal  of 
her  sex  and  name?" 

'^  Her  husband  was  shot  for  an  act  of 
Cowardice,  I  believe,"  replied  the  Squire; 
**  but  from  that  day  to  this,  I  never  felt  suf- 
ficient interest  to  learn  anything  positive 
&bout  her  or  him.  I  forbade  all  communi- 
oation  between  the  sisters,  and  I  have  no 
oause  to  think  that  my  command  was 
l^roken;  but  shallow  as  women  may  be, 
Starkie,  they  are  often  deeper  than  we  take 
tihem  for." 

The  doctor  appeared  to  coincide  entirely 
vrith  this  sentiment,  silent  as  was  the  ex- 
pression ;  for  his  fingers  played  nimbly,  and 

more  nimbly  still  on  the  arm  of  his  chair; 
but  the  notes  were  muffled,  although  they 
still  seeniied  belonging  to  the  devil's  tattoo. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

In  luxuries  it  was  not  Miss  Baxter's  lot 
to  indulge;  but,  at  the  precise  moment  of 
her  re-appearance  before  the  footlights  rf 
public  notice,  she  was  engaged  in  toasting 
a  muffin. 

The  little  kettle — that  hissing  and  spirt' 
tering  kettle — stood  on  the  top  bar  of  theeco* 
nomical- condensed -coal -consuming  grat^ 
which  never  could  have  been  crammed  with 
more  than  a  fourth  of  a  peck  of  the  finest 
pounded  Wall's  End  that  ever  wind  waftrf 
in  the  shape  of  dingy  dust,  and  seemed  ^ 
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vomiting   forth   an   unbroken  cloud  of 
mr  into  the  very  jaws  of  Miss  Baxter, 
^  a  pleasure  partaking  of  considerable 
en.    Miss  Baxter's  patience  and  equani- 
^  of  temper,  however,  "were  proof  against 
such  impotent  attack,  and  she  evinced 
utmost  stoical  indifference  towards  the 
hissing,  spluttering  kettle,  by  steadily 
ling  her  purpose  to  its  completion. 
le  muffin  was  browned, 
ith  a  cup  of  souchong,  or  it  mi;2jht  be 
I,  held  from  time  to  time  to  her  lips, 
eading  favorite  of  the  juvenile  sprout- 
deas  in  and   around  that  locality,   to 
1  historical   associations  of  the    most 
ing  kind  will  henceforth  attach,  began 
Bar  so  peaceful  an  air  of  perfect  con- 
lent,  that  it  was  more  than  refreshing 
itness.      Miss  Baxter  had  had  a  long 
1  that  day,  and  her  multifarious  duties, 
ing  by  a  kind  of  sliding  scale,  from 

..  TT.  p 


210         THE   BRIXE   OF  THE   VILIAOB. 

teaching  words  of  one  syllable,  to  the  me  .^cia. 
jeBtic  use  of  the  globes,  occasioned  an  e=:.^sx. 
haustion  of  the  tiyutem,  both   mental  an^mtd 
physical,  of   which    effects    she  was  du^^f 
sensible. 

Miss  Baxter  sipped  a  second  cup,  cau^r«d 
the  toasted  and  buttered  muffin  to  vahi.  sh 
by  a  most  natural  process,  and  added  ** 
the  list  of  her  self-confessional  adinissic*"* 
by  observing,  that  she  felt  better. 

By  a  strange  fatality — and  that  it  was  "^ 
decree  of  the  ihree  weird  sisters,  Cloth<^  *t 
Lachesis,  and  Atropos — no  one  could  fof 
moment  doubt,  it  appeared  that  Miss  B(»-^^^^" 
tor's  tvenings  at  home  were  not  to  *^^^ 
iillowed-  to  pasa  without  a  stirring  sce*^  ' 
now  and  then,  as  a  relief,  perhaps,  to  th^ 
general  monotony. 

Scarcely  had  she  announced  a  decifJ^'*^ 
improvement  in  those  flagging  sensatiof** 
which  required  penrly  stimulating  only    '^ 
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r^ain  a  healthful  tone,  than  every  symp- 
tom returned  with  prostrating  effect,  as  a 
knock,  an  unexpected,  mysterious  knock, 
was  visited  upon  the  outer  door  of  her 
domicile. 

Miss  Baxter  glanced  at  the  little  skewer 
5f  a  poker,  which  chanced  to  be  red-hot, 
>tit  her  heart  failed  her  notwithstanding. 

The  knock  was  repeated. 

The  least  firm  of  nerve  can  sometimes 
ccomplish  deeds  which  would  quail  the 
tx>utest  of  hearts. 

Miss  Baxter  clutched  the  poker  from 
lie  bars  and  advanced. 

**  Who's  there?  "  inquired  she,  endeavour- 
ng  to  steady  a  voice  which  betrayed  a 
trong  tendency  to  shake. 

"A  friend!"  was  the  reply,  hoarsely 
vhispered  through  the  keyhole. 

Under  other  circumstances  Miss  Baxter 
night  have  smiled  at  the   absurd  attempt 

p2 
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to  tamper  with  her  credulenoe.  Fmndi*^ 
deed!  but  die  poko*  cooled  qaid^t  "^ 
oansequentlj  madi  of  its  terror  was  ba4 
kM. 

^  Tour  busmeas?  ** 

^  To  spenk  with  700." 

*«Wlitt  aboQi?" 

"  Those  you  love." 

Mbs  Baxcer*s  heart  leaped  like  a  stroot 
trout  at  a  May-fly. 

"  Their  names — tell  me  whom  you  metBi 
quickly  rejoined  she. 

•'  Leonard — " 

Not  another  word.  Imprudent,  i*J 
i-ash  as  the  act  undoubtedly  was  for  > 
unprotected  a  female,  Miss  Baxter  whisb" 
back  bolt  and  bars,  and,  without  taking  th 
precaution  of  peeping,  threw  open  the  doo 
wide  upon  its  hinges,  and  there  stood 
figure  which,  concealed  as  it  was  by  ^ 
shawl    muflled  round  the  throat,  aud  ti» 
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i^'es,  and  even  nose,  concealed  by  a  bri- 
^'^ndish-looking  hat,  at  once  struck  her 
^^lon  as  not  being  unfamiliar. 

"  I  hope  to  see  Miss  Baxter,"  said  the 
^^ysterious  wearer  of  the  brigandish-look- 
Xxig  hat,  making  a  step  forward,  "  as  well  as 
^n  old  friend  could  wish ;  "  and  lifting  the 
extinguisher  from  the  upper  stories  of  his 
countenance,  there  was  Corporal  Crump, 
^8  fresh  as  a  green  pea  that  morning 
gathered. 

"Gracious    goodness!"   ejaculated   Miss 

£axter,  placing  her  hands  upon  her  bosom, 

tx>  keep  in  check,  by  pressure,  the   rising 

emotions.      "  I  almost  thought  so,  if  not 

quite.    Be   still,    my  heart.    Pardon    me, 

gallant  Sir!     Be  seated,   pray.    Confusion 

renders  me  confused.    I — I — I — "  and  the 

little,  simple-hearted  gentlewoman's  feelings 

ran  over  in  a  current  of  briny  tears. 

The  corporal  had  distinguished  himself 
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by  many  a  bolder  act,  bat  it  ia  qaerttoniUi 
whether  that  defender  and  supporter  oCUi 
country's  honor  had  ever  displayed  nflis 
considerate  kindness  than  in  his  promft 
attempt  to  soothe  the  excited  feelings  of  tb 
little,  forlorn,  old  governess,  who,  as  he  ifr 
collected  with  great  force  at  the  momaili 
could  waste  but  few  of  her  tears,  if  a  lindtei 
quantity  only  in  this  life  is  permitted  to 
be  shed. 

*'  Both  are  quite  charming,"  said  he,  **aBi 
I  left  'em  as  happy  as  singing  birds,  with 
which,  as  you'll  hear  in  process  of  tiuft 
they're  surrounded.  There's  no  occa8i(»i 
to  cry.  Miss  Baxter,  1  do  assure  you,  and  if 
you  can  listen  to  me,  without  giving  wsyi 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  them  as  quick  as  wordi 
can  be  turned  off  the  tongue." 

Miss  Baxter  admitted  that  she  coals 
scarcely  command  sufficient  politeness  ^ 
offer  Corporal  Crump  refreshment,  as  s  pi®- 
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liiniiiary  to  furnishing  her  with  the  infor- 
mation, so  eager  was  she  to  learn  the  parti- 
culars ;  but  would  he  take  a  cup  of  tea  and 
^  muffin  ? 

The  son  of  Mars  excused  himself  politely, 
&oni  what  otherwise  would  have  been  a 
^eeided  infliction,  and  taking  a  chair  oppo- 
^te  to  the  economical-condensed-coal-con- 
^xuuing  grate,  facing  Miss  Baxter's,  he 
^x^qiiainted  her  with  every  detail  of  interest 
^ionnected  with  Leonard  and  her  friend 
^Alice,  and  poured  such  a  stream  of  facts 
VDto  her  willing  ears,  as  threatened  to  swamp 
tier  very  powers  of  hearing. 

Miss  Christina   Baxter's  face  brightened 

^ke    burnished    copper  as    the  corporal's 

narrative  proceeded,   and  by   the  time  he 

l>rought    the    particulars — of    which    the 

reader  is  already   acquainted — to  an  end, 

there  was  not  a  vestige   or   trace  of  that 
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current  in,  around,  or  about  the  aource 
which  tears  are  commonly  assigned, 

'*  I  thank  Heaven  to  have  lived  to  hear 
that  they  are  comfortable ! "  devoutly  ex- 
claimed Miss  Baxter.  ^^  What  a  love  of  a 
man  Mr.  William  Stumpit  must  be !  "  she 
continued  with  unqualified  admiratioD.  "  I 
could  kiss  his  wooden  leg,  gallant  Sir— I 
could,  with  a  pleasure  not  easily  described." 

"  He's  the  remains  of  a  good  soldier  and 
honest,  noble-hearted  man,  Marm,"  rejoined 
the  Corporal.  '*  There  isn't  much  of  him 
left;  but  what  there  is,  sc>operior  quality 
can't  be  found  between  here  and  a  three 
weeks'  march." 

"  And  LeonanJ,  you  tell  me,  improves?  " 

'*  I  think  so.  Miss  Baxter,"  returned  Cor- 
poral Crump,  and  his  words  sounded  as  if 
not  meant  by  way  of  mere  consolation  to 
his  hearer.  "  My  hopes  and  belief  are,'* 
continued  he,    *'  that   the   old  Peninsular, 
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Pundise  Lodge,  and  linnets,  the  air  of  the 
▼ale,  no  books,  and  a  few  weeks'  more 
freedom  from  the  Devil's  own  and — " 

**  Bluebeard/'  added  Miss  Starkie,  as  her 
finest  stroke  and  keenest  edge  of  satire. 
"I  like  to  call  the  elder  Woodbee  Bluebeard, 
^ant  Sir.  It  seems,  upon  occasions,  to 
^lieye  a  weight,"  and  she  pressed  a  hand 
ipon  her  bosom  to  indicate,  probably,  the 
Precise  spot  from  whence  oppression  was  so 
amoved. 

"So  be  it  then,''  said  the  Corporal, 
Bluebeard  we'll  call  him;  and  it's  my 
>bion  that  a  few  weeks'  more  freedom  from 
e  small — excuse  me,  Marm,  if  1  name  the 
ace  particularly — hell,  in  which  he  was 
'pt  simmering,  that  Master  Leonard  will 
>ld  his  head  up  yet  like  a  rose  in  June,  and 
'  an  ornament  to  the  world  at  large  and 
^18  part  of  it,  perhaps,  in  particular." 

"  He  still  remains  silent  and  given  to  that 


*ri 


T3SK1&  c<a 


tends  vitii  hit  hal^ 
iai|prariiig  and  Imltfcj- 
ahilHiii?'*  ngoined  IG* 
erei  still  Ani^  m  if  * 

pleAsint  kind  was  pslpibk 
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v:i5  oolr  Testenlay  moroing  tbit  ^ 
sia^,"  lemmed  the  old  scrfdief- 
oii^i^  me.  Marm,  by  lememberinK 
Ii  may  troth  ap  your  spinM 
lie;   **  when  a  little  flat,  peraap^* 
not  likely  to  foiget  ^ 
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eJ^KHtanty  SO  pleasing  an  incident.     It  was 
^^lole  a  treasure  for  memory's  hoard. 

"While  here,"  resumed  the  Corporal, 
**  which  will  not  be  long  at  a  time,  for  I  must 
tiy  to  make  a  split  vote  of  myself  just  now, 
I  ihall  only  come  out  with  the  bats ;  for  I 
nderstand  Mr.  Bluebeard,  as  we'll  now 
lU  him,  is  having  a  sharp  look  out  kept 
ipon  everybody's  movements.'' 

"  Ah ! "  sighed  Miss  Baxter.  "  No  words 
Jan  convey — the  power  of  language  is  ina- 
lequate  to  express — what  I  suffered  from  the 
*^ted  examinations  and  cross-examina- 
ions— -and  particularly  cross  ones  some  of 
•hem  were;  gallant  Sir,  1  assure  ye — at  the 
^da  of  Mr.  Bluebeard  and  his  arch  Conn- 
er Dr.  Starkie.  Having  interfered  so 
*Wy  on  the  behalf  of  the  afflicted  and  per- 
muted dears,  I  was  suspected  of  being  the 
l^ief  instigator  of  their  flight,  and  gene- 
^saimo  of  the  entire  proceedings.      My 
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innocence,"  continued  Miss  Baxter,  "had 
not  the  slightest  weight,  and  my  answers  to 
these  inquisitors,  so  far  from  satisfying  or 
pacifying  them,  only  roused  their  savage 
natures  to  frenzy.  I  knew  nothing,  I  re^ 
peatedly  stated  that  I  knew  nothing,  what- 
ever about  the  fortunate  escape  of  the 
afflicted  and  persecuted  dears  from  thraldom 
— for  fortunate  I  persisted  in  calling  it  even 
to  their  faces — and,  at  length,  finding  that 
it  was  impossible  to  learn  anything  from  me, 
they  took  a  final  departure,  with  a  strong 
expression,  concerning  the  total  void  of  truth 
in  my  statement." 

"I  don't  wish  to  come  to  close  quarters 
with,  either  of  those  worthies,"  observed 
Corporal  Crump,  with  a  martial  frown 
knitting  his  brows.  ''  I  have  promised  not 
to  do  so,  and  for  the  sake  of  those  Til  pro- 
tect as  long  as  I've  got  arms  to  my  shoul- 
ders, ril  use  my  best  endeavours  to  keep  my 
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^^rord.  But  if  I  should  be  found  out,  or  any 
^iiance  brings  us  together,  there'll  be  some 
^Iiarp  work,  Martn,  as  sure  as  powder  bums 
c^uickly." 

^^  Avoid  extremes,  gallant  Sir,"  said  Miss 

liaxter,  entreatingly,    "  if  within  the  com- 

^(>a8S  of  practicability.     Sharp  work  rarely 

does  much  good;  but  often  a  great  deal  of 

Iiarm.     May  I  ask  how  you  travelled  ?  " 

"  In  a  return  fish- van  masked  by  a  pile 
of  hampers,"  replied  the  old  soldier,  "  and 
if  I  get  rid  of  the  smell  of  herrings  within 
the  next  month  I  shall  consider  myself  one 
of  the  most  fortunate  of  men.  There's  not 
a  cat  in  the  neighbourhood  but  will  come 
mewing  about  me,  I  know." 

"  How  long  do  you  intend  remaining?  " 
asked  Miss  Baxter. 

"  That  depends  upon  circumstances  and 
not  my  own  choice,"  said  the  Corporal. 
"  Poor  Miss  Clara,"  continued  lie,  "  is  sadly 
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down  of  heart  and  wants  more  ^ 
fear,  than  is  in  my  knapsack  to  | 
Then  there's  my  missis  wasting  ail 
our  eyes  Uke  a  pinch  of  snow  in 
It  won't  be  long  before  that  bn 
troubled  heart  is  at  rest,  Marm,  m 
to  witness  the  cloi^ing  scene,  for  I  ] 
wanted,  d'ye  see,  at  such  a  inomett 
Little  Jacob,  too,  he's  all  sixes  aDi 
and  whimpers  that  I  mustn't  U 
any  more,  or  an  impulse  to  stick 
into  a  treacle-tub  may  come  c 
again." 

"  Is  there  no  one  else  in  whom 
an  equalintere8t?"slyly  put  inMis 
for  report  had  been  busy  in  the  vil 
Corporal  Crump  and  Mistress  Twij 
long  time  past. 

The  old  soldier  rose  hastily  from 
at  these  words,  and  buttoning  his  c 
corresponding   speed    observed,    " 
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oompany  makes  time  fly  fast.  I  must  bid 
yon  good  oighty  Marm." 

"Do  not  be  in  haste,  gallant  Sir,"  rejoined 
Miss  Baxter. 

But  there  was  no  stopping  Corporal 
Crump,  and  he  took  his  departure  with  the 
Diilitary  abruptness  of  "  quick  march." 
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CHAPTER    XV. 


"  Hope  deferred  maketh  the  heart  sickj 
and  the  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfort 
felt  the  truth  of  the  proverb  to  the  greateit 
possible  extent. 

The  days  dragged  their  weary  length 
along,  and  each  one  seemed  a  month  at  le*^ 
but  the  "  creeping  in  of  petty  space "  p^ 
duced  no  ghost  of  Corporal  Crump,  letaloD^ 
the  more  welcome  material  and  solid  sob- 
stance  of  that  martial  spirit. 

He  had  left  her!  The  thought  was*" 
agonizing  one;   but  there  existed  not  th^ 
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lightest  peg  to  hang  a  doubt  upon  concern- 
ing the  stem  character  of  the  fistct.     He  had 
her! 

How   often  Mistress  Twigg  masticated 
"^^liose  monosyllabic  words!    Still,  with  a 
ondy  reposing  woman's  hopes,  she  thought 
^ne   would  return.      Yes,  yes,  Jonathan's 
;^leasing  prophecy  would  yet  be   realized. 
Slaving  gone  up  the  road,  as  th^  chronicle 
«f  the  past  pointed  with  unerring  finger,  he 
"would  come  down  again,  of  that  she  enter- 
tained a  positive  assurance.     But  notwith- 
standing the  powerful  nature  of  the  fidth 
Mistress  Twigg  fostered  upon  this  particular 
branch  of  the  subject,  it  was  most  tantalizing 
that  she  received  no  intimation  of  the  pro- 
bable time  of  the  corporal's  advent ;  it  was 
most  tantalizing  that  no  explanation  arrived 
from  him,  directly  or  indirectly,  respecting 
the  causes  of  his  prolonged  absence ;  and  it 
was  more  than  usually  tantalizing  that  thf 

VOL.  11.  Q    > 
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doubts  and  fears  by  which  the  widow  was 
beset,  met  with  no  satisfiEM^ory  elacddatioii 
from  any  one  or  anything. 

To-morrow  and  to-morrow,  and  all  the 
to-morrows  of  Mistress  Twigg  were  like  her 
yesterdays. 

It  was  ni^t,  and  the  hostess  of  the  Har- 
row and  Pitchfork  sat  in  the  bar-parlour, 
ruminating  upon  the  undisguised  source  of 
her  discomfiture,  with  an  expression  per- 
taining more  to  sorrow  than  anger,  when 
Jacob  Giles  made  an  appearance  which,  for 
the  eccentricity  of  the  general  style,  rather 
— to  fall  back  upon  nautical  phraseology 
in  expressing  the  astonishment  of  Mis- 
tress Twigg— took  the  wind  out  of  her 
sails. 

With  one  step  forwards,  then  two  in 
retreat,  now  peering  to  the  right,  then  to 
the  left,  it  may  probably  be  conjectured 
that  the  little  general  shopkeq[>er  occupied 


THS  BBLLB  07  THB  VILLACZB.         227 

^^^vnaiderable    time  in   making   good   the 
^^^nallest'groand  in  advanoe. 

'^  Is  anybody  here? "  said  he,  at  length 
^^^^aohing  whispering  distance  between  him- 
^^^df  and  Mistress  Twigg. 

^'  Not  the  apple  of  the  eye  of  anybody," 
^^Ued  the  widow  in  the  same  tone;  for 
^t  would  appear  that  whispers  begt.  whis- 
'^ers,  by  the  natural  code  of  propagation. 

^*  Ton  are  sure?  "  r^oined  Jacobs  lifting  a 
forefinger. 

^  Gertiun,''  returned  the  widow,  and  her 
lieart  palpitated  more  quickly  than  its  wont ; 
l)ut  why  she  could  not  tell,  and  consequently 
fortunate  that  she  was  not  asked. 

Upon  the  extreme  tips  of  his  toes  Jacob 
Giles  disai^)eared  for  the  nonce,  and,  with 
«i  absence  of  so  brief  a  duration  that  it  is 
supposed  he  did  not  proceed  fiirther  than 
the  neighbouring  door-post,  again  came  for- 
ward leading  a  form  which,  at  a  superficial 
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glance,  bore  a  singularly  strong  reaemblanoe 
to  an  animated  figure  of  Gruy  Fawkes. 

After  the  bare  statement,  that  within  the 
limits  of  a  few  seconds  Mistress  Twigg  was 
caught  in  the  arms  of  Corporal  Cramp,  a  val 
shall  be  drawn  across  the  picture,  at  least 
for  a  short  period. 

*^  You're  back  at  last,  then?''  exclaimed 
the  buxom  widow,  holding  the  corporal  at 
arm's  length  only,  as  it  appeared,  to  again 
unite  herself  with  him  in  the  fervour  of 
devotion.  ^^  They  told  me  that  he'd  come 
down  the  road  agun,  and  here  he  is  !** 

The  old  soldier  evinced  much  pleasure  at 
the  warmth  of  his  reception ;  but  not  desirous, 
perhaps,  of  being  over-heated,  disentangled 
himself  firom  the  widow's  embrace  by  a  gen- 
tle persuasive  force,  which  left  her  scarcely 
sensible  of  the  separation. 

"  We  mustn't  be  taken  by  surprise,"  re- 
marked   the   old  soldier,   disencumbering 
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litinself  from  the  l^rigandish-looking  hat 
AAd  other  portions  of  his  very  complete  dis- 
ffuise.  ^^  Somebody  may  be  dropping  in 
Pi-esently." 

^^  111  close  the  shutters,  shut  the  door, 
ftnd  put  the  candles  out,"  replied  Mistress 

**  No,  no,"  rejoined  the  Corporal,  for  be 
uad  an  objection  to  gloom  under  the  most 
*^ing  circumstances,  and  the  widow's  pro- 
position, consequently,  failed  to  meet  with 
"is  approval.    "  There's  not  any  occasion  to 
8^  those  lengths,  Charlotte ;"— the  reader 
^U  observe  that  he  was  growing  familiar — 
*  but  if  you'll  let  me  draw  the  curtains  so" 
"-suiting  the  action  to  the  word — "  and  sit 
^th  my  back  to  the  bar  thus" — dropping 
himself  into  the  old  arm-chair — "  I  think 
every  precaution,  necessary  for  masking  me 
from  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  will  be 
observed.'* 
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*^  You'll  not  permit  a  creature  to  oome 
inside  the  bar,  Mem/'  said  Jacob  GileSi 
delivering  himself  in  a  manner  which  may 
be  described  as  the  very  essence  of  the 
enigmaticaL 

^^Not  a  saint,  Mr.  Giles,"  returned  Mis- 
tress Twigg,  ^^  if  the  best  in  the  calendar  was 
to  present  himself  for  admission.  But—'' 
— and  she  turned  upon  Corporal  Crump  a 
reproachful  look — "  before  I  can  quite  for- 
give ye,  I  must  be — " 

"  Stand  before  us,  Jacob,"  interrupted 
the  old  soldier,  and  seizing  Mistress  Twigg 
round  her  portly  waist,  he  caused  a  sound 
to  emanate  from  the  region  of  her  lips 
which  clicked  like  the  meeting  of  flint  and 
steel. 

The  little  general  shopkeeper  had  emo- 
tions, but  he  placed  a  strong  check  upon 
them,  and  did  as  he  was  bidden. 

The  widow  was   naturally  surprised  at 
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^rporal  Crump's  presumptioD,  and  begged 

^^  to  be  distiiictly  understood  that  she  meant 

Nothing  of  the  sort.     She  was  about  to  add^ 

**»^t  before  she  could  quite  forgive  him, 
ah. 

**  Stund  before  us,  Jacob,"  was  the  reite- 
'^^t^  command  of  Corporal  Crump,  and 
^S'^n  Mistress  Twigg  found  herself  caught 
*^^  «n  embrace  which  was  not  to  be  resisted 
avoided. 

*3rhe  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork 
'^^anged  her  slightly-disordered  cap;  and 
^      may  be  observed,  as  a  proof  that  the 
^tes  were  propitious,  it   chanced  to  be 
twly  trimmed  that  day. 
Upon  her  plighted  word — so  she  said — it 
>ras  quite  impossible  to  foresee  to  what 
lengths  the  military  would  go,  and  begged 
to  be  believed  that  had  her  consent  been 
asked,  as  a  preliminary  to  the  proceeding,  it 
would  have  been  withheld.    It  was  wonder- 
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ful,  80  it  was,  that  any  one  could  be  so 
bold,  and  for  her  part  she  wondered  where 
liberties  would  cease.  A  chaste  salute,  with 
a  handkerchief  or  towel  between  the  two 
pairs  of  lips,  might  be  all  very  well;  but 
when  it  came  to  — "" 

^'  Stand  before  us,  Jacob,*'  again  cried  the 
Corporal,  and  the  residue  of  the  sentence 
was  cut  short  by  a  rehearsal  of  the  former 
obstruction. 

There  was  no  repulsing  Corporal  Crump. 
He  was  a  naughty,  rude  man,  as  the  widow 
distinctly  informed  him ;  but  reformation  in 
his  conduct  being  hopeless^  she  would  not 
flatter  or  deceive  herself  by  false  expecta- 
tions. No ;  it  would  be  better  to  abandon 
the  design  altogether,  and  for  the  future, 
take  things  quietly.  That  appeared  to  her 
the  most  reasonable  method,  and  one  likely 
to  save  a  world  of  trouble. 

To  draw  a  foaming  tankard  of  her  own 
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particular,  and  hand  it  to  the  old  soldier 
with  a  countenance  creaming  with  the 
heart's  delight,  to  hear  her  hospitable  re- 
quest that  he  would  wet  his  lips  with  that, 
while  she  proceeded  to  mix  something 
better,  and  to  witness  her  alacrity  in  carry- 
ing into  effect  her  own  proposition,  were 
circumstances  of  note,  and  worthy  of 
applause. 

"  Only  to  think  that  you  should  come 
down  the  road  to-night,"  ejaculated  Mistress 
iTwigg,   beginning  to  mingle  some  ingre- 
^ents  together  in  a  pleasant-looking  china 
Ik>w1,   of   those    exact    dimensions    which 
^trendered  it  neither  too  large  to  be  unhandy, 
:nor    too    small    to    be   mean.     A  sweet, 
savoury  cloud  rose  like  incense    from  its 
depths,  and  he  must  have  been  more  or  less 
than  man  who  could  remain  carelessly  in- 
different to  the  effects.      "Only   to   think 
that  you  should  come   down  the  road  to- 
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night,*'  repeated  the  widow  in  the  act  of 
squeezing  a  lime.  ^^  Where  have  you  been, 
rover?  " 

By  putting  this  question,  it  must  not  be 
inferred  that  that  which  everybody  knew, 
was  unknown    to  Mbtress  Twigg.      The 
accusation  would  be  un&ir,  nay  more,  un- 
just, to  say  that  she  was  one  of  the  most  in- 
quisitive or  curious  of  her  sex;  but  in  all     ^ 
that  regarded  the  corporal  it  was  nothing     ^ 
more  than  truly  natural  that  she  should  be  -^ 
desirous  of  learning    all  she    could.      It   -^^ 
is  true  that  the  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and 
Pitchfork  had  exercised  her  ingenuity  in 
this   respect,  and  therefore  the  proximate- 
cause  of  his  absence,  as  assigned  by  th< 
popular  voice,  was  as  well  known  to  her  as 
the  veriest  busybody — that  mercurial  bein^ 
eve  to  be  found  in  the  most  secluded  com- 
munities— in    the     vicinity    of    Grundy'^ 
Green,     At  the  same  time  it  was  her  wish 
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to  have  the  tale  from  the  fountsdn  head, 
^wiiti  the  ins  and  outS|  ramifications  and 
et-ceteras,  which  now  presented  itself  with 
the  maiden  opportunity. 

The  elocutionary  powers  of  Corporal 
Crump  were  assisted  by  the  nectar  brewed 
\}y  Mistress  Twigg's  own  hands,  and  he 
acquitted  himself  in  the  required  recital 
i¥ith  satisfaction  to  himself  and  the  greatest 
pleasure  to  the  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and 
Pitchlbrk.  The  account  rendered  of  him- 
self was  all  that  could  be  wished,  and  the 
balance  left  greatly  in  his  favour. 

Nothing  could  be  more  agreeable  than 
the  time  as  it  flew  rapidly  by.  Jacob 
listened  attentively  to  every  word,  al- 
though from  the  movement  of  his  lips,  he 
seemed  to  be  anticipating  each  one  as  it 
fell,  and  if  repetition  gives  facility  to  those 
wondrous  powers  of  memory  in  man,  he 
doubtlessly    possessed    every      advantage 
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which  that  assistance  can  render.  He 
marked  the  sentences  by  grave  nodsi  and 
stopped  the  composition  generally  with 
commas,  periods,  and  semicolonSy  through 
the  medium  of  his  glass,  which  he 
raised  to  his  lips  as  often  as  occasion  re- 
quired, and  this,  it  must  be  admitted, 
seemed  pretty  frequently,  as  if  the  stops 
were  being  thrown  through  a  pepper- 
caster. 

In  total  ignorance  of  the  weighty  and 
important  secret  contained  within  the  walls 
of  the  bar-parlour,  like  a  pill  in  a  box,  the 
regular  or  nightly  customers  at  the  Harrow 
and  Pitchfork  were  astounded  at  the 
altered  manner  of  the  hostess.  She  sup- 
plied their  wants  with  a  vague,  mysterious 
air,  and  instead  of  the  familiar  inquiry  con- 
cerning their  health  and  prosperity,  or  the 
old  jokes,  painted  and  varnished  with  a 
freshness  which   no    one    would   discover 
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£rom  their  pristme  hue,  they  were  cut  short 
CIS  a  carrot,  and  left  with  an  abruptness 
never  before  witnessed  by  the  oldest  fre- 
quenter. Many  marvelled,  but  none  could 
explain. 

At  length — and  the  only  surprise  is  that 
it  was  not  heard  before — the  hearty  greet- 
ing of  Burly  James,  as  he  approached  the 
bar  with  a  swagger  of  considerable  ease, 
caused  a  sensation  of  no  small  magnitude 
^thin  a  few  feet  of  that  locality,  albeit  he 
was  in  blissful  ignorance  of  the  fact. 

^^  Come,  widder/'  hallooed  the  knight  of 
the  muscles,  ^^  I  know  you're  a-dyin'  to  see 
me  I  Let's  have  a  pull  at  your  own  parti- 
cular; for  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  but  what 
itll  have  to  be  tti^  at  last." 

^^  How  shall  I  get  rid  of  the  cannibal?  " 
said  Mistress  Twigg  in  an  under  tone. 
^^He  considers  it  a  privilege  to  take  his 
nightly  pot  in  the  bar  parlour." 


S88   THB  BKLU  OV  TBM  YULAOBb 

^  As  a  last  resource,'*  rqdiad  Jaixib  C8M^  | 
grays  as  a  judge  triien  not  eng^^i* 
makiiig  pons  and  himself  ridionlon^  ^m  • 
last  resooroB,  Mem,**  rqieafeed  he,  *^ssy  ji^i 
have  partdcolar  buuness  which  doadi 
require  a  witness.** 

The  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  FitdUM 
thus  primed  hastened  to  arriYe  at  a  pet^ 
ment  with  Mr.  James  Burly. 

^^As  usual?"  said  the  widow,  lookqg 
down  her  nose,  but  not  at  Mr.  Burly. 

When  she  thought  it  expedient,  nothing 
could  be  more  freezing  than  the  deportment 
of  Mistress  Twigg. 

^^  The  same,  Ma'am,"  rejoined  the  kiii|^ 
of  the  muscles,  beginning  to  pioneer  hiB  wij 
towards  the  tabooed  spot;  but  the  widov 
made  a  clever  dodge  and  kept  him  back. 

James  Burly  thought  the  obstmction  tP 
be  the  mere  result  of  accident,  and  iffi^ 
attempted  to  pass  the  barrier;  bat  th0* 
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was  the  widow,  and  necessity  compelled 
him  to  come  to  a  check. 

"  There's  your  beer,  Sir,'*  returned  Mis- 
tress Twigg  with  an  icy  manner  which  could 
Hot  fail  to  chiU.     ^^  The  charge  is  forp'nce.'' 

James  Burly  stared. 

**  There's  your  beer,  Sir ;  the  charge  is 
^rp'nce,"  muttered  he. 

*'  If  you  please,"  added  the  widow,  still 
^iirecting  her  glances  down  the  sides  of  her 

Burly  James  began  to  reason  within 
liimself,  as  to  ^^  what  he'd  been  and  done,*' 
^nd  felt  at  a  great  loss  to  account  for  what 
lie  both  saw  and  heard. 

"  Have  I  co-mitted  any  o-fence,  Ma'am?  " 

asked  he,  taking  the  tankard  from  Mistress 

Twigg,  in  exchange  for  the  "  forp'nce,"  with 

as  flabby  and  crest-fallen  an  air  as  was  ever 

testified  in  the  knight  of  the  rueful  coun- 
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The  tree  stricken  by  the  lightning's 
stroke  often  stands  for  years,  although 
scarcely  a  green  twig  on  its  seared  and  can- 
kered branches  announces  that  there  is  yet 
vitality  within.  A  puff  of  the  winter's  wind, 
however,  comes,  and  down  the  wreck  of  the 
forest  is  laid,  an  emblem  of  what  the  sorrows 
and  struggles  of  life  may  bring.  The  spirit 
bears  against  the  fell  swoop  which  the  heavy 
hand  of  misfortune  visits  so  remorselessly 
upon  it,  and  buoyed  with  hope,  that  most 
heavenly  of  sensibilities,  bravely  breasts  the 
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storm.  Wearied  at  length  by  continaed 
efforts,  like  a  strong  swimmer  with  more 
than  he  can  accomplish,  despair  takes  pos- 
session of  the  heart,  and  then  it  is  that  the 
puff  of  the  winter's  wind  comes,  and  com- 
pletes the  rain. 

Separated  from  her  sister,  that  solace  which 
hitherto  had  softened  much  of  the  affliction 
in  the  thought  that  she  must  soon  leave  her 
child  so  young  and  unprotected,  Mrs.  Somer- 
set's cup  of  misery  was  full  to  overflowing. 

From  the  night  they  had  parted,  it  waft 
perceptible  to  all  who  saw  her,  that  the 
hectic  flush  upon  her  face  glowed  more 
brightly,  and  the  little  amount  of 
strength  she  possessed  became  sensibly  de- 
creased. The  cough,  toos  that  frequent 
harbinger  of  coming  deajth,  rendered  her 
sleepless  during  the  long  dark  hours  of 
night,  and  then  it  was  that  she  tossed  rest- 
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lesaly  o&  her  coach,  and  prayed  for  patience 
and  submission. 

Clara  never  quitted  her  mother.  Day  and 
night  she  was  by  her  side,  ready,  as  she 
hoped,  to  render  any  as&dstance  that  might 
be  required ;  but  ^^  nature's  gentle  nurse  " 
rocked  her  into  forgetfulness  against  her 
will,  and  the  mother,  stooping  orer  her 
sleeping  form,  breathed  many  a  supplication, 
which  ajigels  carried  on  their  pinions  of 
Ught  to  where  Mercy  sits,  that  her  orphan 
might  be  guarded  from  all  harm  and 
danger,  and  that  when  the  hour  of  parting 

came,  a  voice  might  whisper  they  should 
meet  again. 

From  the  day  of  their  arrival  In  Chrnndy's 
Green,  the  greatest  kindness  and  sympathy 
were  entertained  towards  Mrs.  Somerset  and 
Clara,  and,  strange  to  say,  the  title  of  the 
Belle  of  the  Village,  assigned  to  the  young 
and  pretty  stranger  by  universal  assent,  in 
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no  way  gave  rise  to  those  feelings  of  jealousy 
which  the  probable  rivalry  for  that  distinc- 
tion might  be  suspected  likely  to  cause. 
There  had  ever  been  a  slight  web  of  mjrstery 
about  them,  which  time  itself  had  not  en* 
tirely  dispersed;  but  without  this,  perhaps, 
the  same  degree  of  romance  would  not  have 
attached  to  them,  and  as  all  were  agreed 
that  more  blameless  lives  were  never  spent, 
they  were  both  beloved  and  respected  by 
young  and  old,  and  always  spoken  of,  as  the 
good  lady  and  her  pretty  daughter. 

Even  the  noisy,  whooping  boys  stilled 
their  boisterous  mirth  in  passing  the  little 
general  shopkeeper's  snuggery,  for  they  re- 
membered that  the  good  lady  looked  more 
pale  than  usual,  and  as  she  sat  at  the  win- 
dow, some  would  doff  their  hats,  and  others 
make  their  bows  by  pulling  the  square  cut 
hair,  hanging  in  rugged  masses,  upon  their 
sun-burnt  foreheads. 
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Neither  was  there  wanting  in  the  more 
solid  proof  of  the  consideration  in  which 
the  invalid  was  held.  The  most  beautifiil 
flowers  that  cottage  garden  grew,  the  freshest 
of  eggs,  the  pullet  which  roosted  next  the 
Cock,  the  first  of  the  chum,  the  earliest 
strawberries,  and  a  long  list  of  offerings,  too 
numerous  to  particularise,  continually  were 
presented  at  the  general  shop,  with  a  hope 
that  they  might  be  productive  of  more  be- 
nefit than  appeared  within  the  reach  of  the 
apothecary's  specifics. 

It  is  a  matter  of  congratulation  that 
Jacob  Giles  had  been  thrifty,  and  was  well 
to  do  in  the  world,  otherwise  the  prodigious 
nature  of  the  return  presents,  which  he  per- 
sisted in  making,  must  have  sent  him  through 
the  Gazette.  His  largeness  of  heart  knew 
no  bounds  where  his  feelings  were  concerned,, 
and  he*  has  been  known  to  give  away  a  whole 
Cheshire  cheese  for  a  bunch  of  primroses. 
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The  May  blossoms  studded  the  bosh, 
and  the  note  of  the  •  thrush  sounded  dear 
from  one  of  the  topmost  sprays  of  the  ehn, 
as  he  cheered  his  mate  on  the  nest  hard  by, 
while  the  long  shadows  thrown  upon  the 
ground  by  the  setting  sun,  UAd  that  it  was 
an  evening  in  early  summer,  bright,  beau- 
tiful,  and  fleeting. 

Mrs.  Somerset  lay  upon  the  oouch  be^ 
fore  the  closed  window  of  Jacobus  snuggery, 
watching  the  happy  faces  of  the  village 
children  as  they  passed.  Clara  sat  at  her 
feet,  looking  also  at  the  groups  returning 
homewards ;  bat  her  thoughts  w^re  en- 
grossed with  other  subjects,  and  her 
fixed,  vacant  stare  gave  proof  that  she 
saw  not  that  which  her  eyes  were  fixed  upon. 

^^You  arc  thinking,  dearest,^'  said  her 
mother,  "  tell  me  of  what?  " 

A  mantling  blush  tinged  Clara's  cheeks 
as  the  request  was  made. 
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^^  Of  those  we  love,"  replied  she,  her  eyes 
brightening  with  tears^  but  not  one  stole 
£x»n  the  lids.  ^^  Of  those,  dear  mother/' 
continued  ihe,  ^^  whom  to  be  near,  is  to  be 
Iiappy,  and  to  be  away  from,  is  to  be 
sad." 

^^  Would  that  we  oould  be  with  them," 
Tcjoined  Mrs.  Somerset,  ^^  and  were  it  pos- 
sible, this  night  should  not  pass  without  our 
again  being  together.  I  feel,  I  know,  Clara, 
that  the  attempt,  if  made,  must  end  in  dis- 
appointment, if  not  in  something  far  more 
serious;  for  if  even  my  feeble  condition 
would  bear  the  &ttigue  of  the  journey — " 

"  It  should  not  be  tried  for  worlds !"  in- 
terrupted Clara. 

^^  I  was  going  to  add,  dearest,''  continued 
Mrs.  Somerset,  ^'that  even  if  this  was  to  be 
accomplished,  the  movement  would  doubt* 
lessly  lead  to  discovery;  for  such  is  the 
watchfulness  of  the  many  agents  employed, 
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that  we  should  be  traced   inch  by  inch  on 
our  journey,  and  never  lost  sight  of/' 

*^  I  am  sure  of  that,"  rejoined  Clai 
'*'  and  I  quite  tremble  to  think  what  ma] 
be  the  result  of  the  corporal's  being  the 
sional  messenger  between  us." 

^^  He  is  so  truly  an  old  soldier,  when  h 
thinks  proper  to  assume  that  character, 
returned  Mrs.  Somerset,  smiling,  ^^  that 
possess  the  greatest  confidence  in  his  abi 
lity  to  frustrate  every  manoeuvre  which  maj 
be  attempted  in  the  event,  even,  of  its  beinj 
learned  that  he  is  here." 

"  He  is  quite  the  terror  of  poor  Bridget,' 
said  Clara  with   a  laugh  which,  alas !  ha^^ 
not  been  often  heard  in  the  snuggery  oi 
late.     "  From   the  way  he  has  of  hidings 
himself  behind  the  doors,  peeping  through^ 
keyholes,  and  tripping  about  the  house  on 
his  tiptoes,  in  various  articles  of  dress,  de- 
signed to  hide  both  his  face  and  figure,  as 
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iQuch  as  possible,  she  entertains  the  suspi- 
cion that  he  has  committed  some  diabolical 
inorder,  and  momentarily  expects  the  offi- 
<«r8  of  justice  to  capture  him." 

*^Has  he  cherished  this  dread  by  any 
rtatement  of  his  own?**  inquired  Mrs. 
Werset,  amused  with  what  she  heard. 

'*  So  Bridget  says,**  repUed  Clara,  "  by 
Intimating  that  his  life  is  in  her  hands,  and 
pon  her  secrecy  that  most  important  of  his 
Sessions  depends." 

"  I  suppose  then,"  rejoined  her  mother, 
that  the  poor  old  creature  is  afraid  to 
»eak  one  word  about  him." 
**  To  none  but  me,"  returned  Clara, 
will  she  open  her  lips  respecting  the  cor- 
)ral,  having  made  a  vow  to  seal  them  for 
^er  on  the  subject,  or  until,  at  least,  she  re- 
ives a  special  release.  The  confessional  itself 
ould  not  extort  the  secret  from  Bridget." 
"  We  may  safely  depend,  then,  upon  her 
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silence,''  added  Mrs.  Sbmerset^  ^^  and  with 
prudence  escape  the  danger  which  his  pre- 
sence here  threatens.    I  cannot^  however, 
divest  myself  of  the  fear  that  he  will  yet 
discovered." 

^^  But  that  may  not  necessarily  lead 
the  detection  of  my  poor  auntand  Leonard,^ 
said  Gara. 

^^  Certainly  not  necessarily,"  observed  hec 
mother,  ^' but  it  would  lead,  doubtlessly,  to 
renewal  of  that  rigour  with  which  the 
has  been  made,  and  no  foresi^t  can  decid 
what  the  result  might  be." 

^'0  Mamma!"  ejaculated  Clara,  daspin^^ 
her  hands  together,  "  what  would  becom^ 
of  them — of  us — if  they  were  to  fiJl  into  th^ 
power  of  their  cruel  persecutors  again  ?  " 

^^I  tremble  to  think,''  re^^ponded  Mrs. 
Somerset;  ^^but  well  hope  that  Heaven 
may  guard  them  from  such  a  calamity  T  1,^ 

^'  And  yet,  dear  mother,"  remarked  Clara,        1^ 
reflectively,  *'  how  unnatural  does  it  sound        l^ 
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hat  we  should  pray  for  a  wife  and  child  to 
^  kept  from  the  shelter  of  home,  and  pro- 
action  of  their  kindred !" 

"But  how  much  more  unnatural  that 
^€re  should  be  any  cause  for  such  a  prayer  I" 
^turned  Mrs.  Somerset.  "  The  duty  owing 
^  a  father  and  mother  is  a  command 
^m  God  himself ;  but  it  seems  too 
^W  forgotten  that  they  haye  an  ac- 
Qont  to  render  of  their  stewardship. 
C  the  ensample  be  not  offered  of  love  and 
cknowledgment  to  authority,  of  setting 
Precepts  in  the  practice  and  government  of 
heir  own  households,  of  showing  by  their 
ives  how  they  observe  the  duties  due 
ly  themselves,  how  can  they  expect 
he  honor  and  reverence  of  their  chil- 
Iren  ?  If  we  hope  to  receive,  we  must  also 
^ve.  In  looking  for  the  performance  of  ser- 
^ces  to  ourselves,  let  us  first  search  our  hearts 
liligently,  and  learn  how  far  we  may  have 
ichieved  those  which  form  our  own  tribute." 
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CHAPTER   XVIL 

It  would  be  difficult  to  paint,  even  were 
a  pencil  with  the  finest  point  employed,  the 
chary,  intricate  manner   in  which  the  old 
Peninsular    guarded    the  trust  reposed  in 
him,  during  the  absence  of  Corporal  Crump 
from  Paradise  Lodge.     With  great  reluc- 
tance he  was  induced,  after  many  postpone- 
ments, to  consent  to  the  apparent  necessity 
of  his  friend's  departure,  and  when  this  had 
taken  place,  upon  the  express  condition  of 
as  speedy  a  return  as  circumstances  would 
permit,    the   strictness    of    Bill     Stumpit's 
watch  and  ward  began. 
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Woodbee  and  Lecnuud  under  Ui  IMi 
watdiful  €fy!%  and  ih6  wan  ffitxilw  I^^' 
taon  of  a  broomatieki  which  he  ii 
shouldered  in  readiness  for  aotion,  the  dl| 
Peninsnlar  entertained  a  K^ely  fidth  tfasil 
was  strictly  accomplishing  that  wbiA  Bq^ 
land  is  stated  to  nnreasonaUy  expect  fioi 
every  man — his  duty. 

Captives  as  they  were,  the  goldfindi^ 
linnets,  and  hirks,  sang  right  merrily  is 
Paradise  Lodge,  and  discordant  as  the  noM 
might  be  from  the  multitude  of  waihliBg 
throats  engaged  in  the  choir,  and  esch 
occupied,  it  is  supposed,  in  anythii^  W 
observing  the  laws  of  harmony,  yet  sfter 
getting  used  to  the  din,  which  requin^ 
some  little  experience  to  an  untutored  etfi 
the  noise  was  not  quite  deafening,  although 
it  required  the  voice  to  be  raised  to  a  stnii^ 
ing  pitch  for  anything  else  to  be  hetfi 
provided  the  feathered  fiunily — to  use  tl^ 
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eninsular's  expression — ^was   in  full 

feathered  fkmily  became  an  object  of 
nterest  with  Leonard,  although  a  mild 
t  that  he  might  set  a  few  of  the  fresh- 
;  prisoners  free,  now  and  then,  puzzled 
roprietor  of  the  bit  of  British  oak 
i  the  commcMi  powers  of  description, 
not,  however,  in  what  was  left  of  Bill 
)it  to  refuse  his  young,  pale,  and 
e  guest  anything;  but  when  he 
ially  interfered  with  the  net  profits  of 
isiness  in  letting  a  fine  cock  linnet 
I  to  his  native  woods  again,  and 
y  caused  a  loss,  a  clear  loss  to  the 
o^  perhaps,  a  full  ninepence,  no 
nr  that  the  old  Peninsular  shook  his 
md  sighed  deeply. 

began  to  ask  himself,  at  such  moments, 

canary  seed  was  to  come  from  ?  it 

a  rule,  it  would  appear,  in  commercial 
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transactions,  that  when  the  profits  do  n  ^ 
present  themselves  with  that  distinct  yv^\ 
bility,  which  may  be  desired  by  those  piin 
cipally  interested,  thoughts  arise  as  to  the 
resources  from  whence  the  disbursements 
are  to  be  derived. 

Leonard,  however,  had  his  own  way,  and 
many  a  linnet,  and  other  denizen  of  the  wild} 
had  reason  to  be  grateful  to  him  for  that 
boon,  precious  to  man  as  to  the  mouse^ 
sweet  liberty. 

No  one  could  doubt  that  a  progressive 
improvement  was  taking  place  in  the  healtb 
and  strength,  both  of  the  body  and  nuBc' 
of  Leonard  Woodbee.     His  clear  blue  ey 
no  longer  wore  that  leaden  expression  wh' 
tells  of  a  brain  oppressed,  and  thought; 
sorrow,  and  if  his  cheek  still  wore  an  t 
hue,  there  was  a  lightness  in  his  stej 
he  strolled  o'er  hill  and  dale  by  his  mof 
side,  which  she  had  not  witnessed  sin 
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a  little  happy  child.     He  oftener  now, 
^oo,  spoke  of  various  objects  which  seemed 
^  interest  him,  and  no  longer  maintained 
that  listless  indifference  to  all    that   was 
passing  around.     Scarcely   a   day   passed 
^thout  a  perceptible  improvepient  of  some 
^d,  till^  at  lengthy  jokes  of  a  practical  kind 
^gan  to  be  played  off,  by  an  unseen  hand, 
^pon  the  old  Peninsular;  the  most  incon- 
venient of  which  was  the  abstraction  of  the 
bit  of  British  oak  from  its  place  in  the  corner 
Of  his  dormitory,  during  a  more  than  usually 
heavy  slumber,  and  its  being  found,  after  a 
most  diligent  search,  stuck  in  the  middle  of 
the  centre  flower  bed  in  the  front  garden, 
labelled  ^^  an  everlasting  pea.'* 

Bill  Stumpit  felt  the  shadow  of  trouble 
steal  over  his  spirits  from  the  pro- 
longed absence  of  this  essential  to  his 
locomotive  powers ;  but  upon  the  loss  being 
made  good,  nothing  remained  but  his  pro- 

VOL.  II.  ft 
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found  admiration  at  the  bit  of  fun  which 
appeared  to  tickle  his  risible  sensibilities  to 
an  extent  scarcely  credible. 

**  An  everlasting  pea ! "  exclaimed  the 
old  Peninsular,  folding  his  arm  and  hook 
aross  his  breast.  "  There  can't  be  many 
screws  loose  in  a  head  that  could  come 
that.  If  /was  to  live  to  be  as  old  as  Saul— 
I  believe  it  was  Saul,"  continued  he,  reflec- 
tively, *'  who  is  said  to  have  been  the  most 
agedest  man  that  ever  lived — I  should  never 
possess  a  thought  burnished  as  bright  as 
that.     An  everlasting  pea ! " 

It  was  a  great  idea,  and  Bill  Stumpit 
paid  due  homage  to  the  conception. 

The  sun  was  up  brightly  in  the  heavens, 
and  the  rakish  wind  breathed  a  tale  to  the 
flowers,  as  he  swept  with  soft  dalliance 
from  bud  to  blossom.  The  laughing  morn, 
decked  in  "  kirtle  sheen,''  danced  from  the 
hill   top,    and,   like   a  beauty  vain  of  her 
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08^  made  every  stream  her  looking- 

Dull  sleepers  she  awoke  with  the 

i  of  bird  and  bee,  for  this  was  a  right 

f  day  with  her,  a  summer's  holiday. 

vether,  as  waa  their  wont  in  many  a  year 

by,  Mrs.  Woodbee  and  Leonard  strolled 

theundulated  heath  towards  some  gipsy 

pitched  in  a  spot  which  seemed  to  have 

chosen  for  artistic  beauty.  WitMn  some 

y  yards  the  old  Peninsular,   armed 

the  broomstick,  covered  their  rear,  and 

Lsed  the  greatest  vigilance  in  sweeping 

:>rizon,  from  time  to  time,  with  a  hand 

ag  his  eye,  as  if  to  make  assurance 

y  sure  that  there  was  no  enemy  in 

or  the  suspicious  appearance  of  one. 

le  satisfaction,  however,  both  of  the 

I  and  the  guarded,  nothing  presented 

to  interrupt  their  progress,  and  five 

t  wiry  curs,  of  various  sizes,  and  no 

lular  breed,  but  each  wearing  a  most 
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vagabond  appearance,  rushed  forward  and 
announced,  by  noisy  menaces,  that  they 
could  come  no  nearer  to  the  encampment 
without  special  leave  and  license. 

"  Back,  there,  back !"  cried  a  voice  sternly, 
and  the  yelping,  vagabond  crew,  with  pe^ 
feet  submission  to  authority,  expressed  in 
their  drooping  heads  and  tails,  slunk  back 
to  their  places  round  a  smouldering  fire,  w 
if  to  watch  the  cauldron  suspended  over  1*1 
and  whet  their  appetites  with  the  odot^* 
ferous  steam  curling  from  its  depths. 

"  They'll  not  hurt  ye,  my  sweet  yout^^ 
gentleman,"  said  an  old  crone,  crawUnj 
from  under  a  tent  on  her  hands  and  kneei 
and,  as  she  stopped  to  scan  the  stranger 
with  a  scrutinizing  gaze,  she  looked  like  1 
toad  just  emerging  from  its  antediluvia 
cell.  Yellow  and  ^vrinkled,  with  a  nose  an* 
chin  almost  in  unity,  and  her  small  blacl 
eyes  glistening  as  brightly  as  the  reptile'i 
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spoken  o^  she  seemed  to  belong  to  those 

who 

'*  So  withered,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire, 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o*  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on*t." 

Leonard  stared  at  the  hag  with  feelings 
akin  to  dread,  and  was  turning  from  the 
qpot,  when  her  voice,  raised  in  a  shrill, 
pping  tone,  riveted  him  to  where  he 
stood. 

"  Stay,  stay ! "  hallooed  she,  scrambling 
with  difficulty  to  her  feet,  and  tottering 
forward  with  both  hands  clasped  on  a  crutch 
rtick.  "  Stay,  stay,  I'd  speak  wi'  ye.  Old 
Martha  'd  speak  wi'  ye,"  and  the  crone 
staggered  towards  them,  repeating  these 
Words. 

"  Let  us  go,  mother,"  said  Leonard,  in  an 
under  tone.  "  T  don't  wish  her  to  speak  to 
me.'^ 

"  Another  time,  my  good  woman,"  said 
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Mrs.    Woodbee,    turning    away.     "We'll 
speak  with  you  another  day." 

"  Another  day  I "  shrieked  the  beldame, 
raising  a  knotty  long  finger  belonging  to 
a  hand  which  looked  like  a  mxunmy's. 
^^  Another  day  ?  Is  it  you,  thein,  that  can 
tell  Martha  there'll  be  another  day  ?  Who 
made  you  so  wise?  Ho,  ho,  but  we  shall 
have  old  heads  on  young  shoulders  pre- 
sently ! " 

Both  the  words  and  manner  of  the  gipsy 
were  £ax  from  pleasing ;  but  opposed  as  it 
was  to  their  inclination,  Mrs.  Woodbee  sad 
Leonard  waited  until  she  hobbled  close  to 
them. 

^^  Ho,  ho !"  repeated  she,  resting  on  htf 
stick,  and  fixing  her  glistening  eyes  upon 
them,  ^'  it's  brave  to  talk  of  another  day, 
when  the  night  comes  between,  and  who 
can  tell  what  that  may  bring?  The  owl 
and    the  bat  know,  the  'cute  things;   but 
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mortals  sleep  o*  nights,  and  often  never 
^ake  to  another  day." 

"  Come,  Mother  Scarecrow,"  remarked 
Bill  Stumpit,  seeing  the  effect  being  pro- 
duced on  Leonard's  nerves  was  anything 
but  a  beneficial  one,  ^^  we  don't  want  any 
more  o'  that  nonsense.  Keep  it  for  those 
wholl  pay  for  it." 

The  hag  turned  anjrthing  but  a  friendly 
look  upon  the  old  Peninsular,  but  gave  him 
no  reply. 

"  Cross  Martha's  hand  with  a  bit  o'  silver, 
lady,"  continued  she,  changing  her  tone, 
"and  she'll  tell  what  fate  awaits  ye. 
Trouble  does  not  always  follow  us,  although 
it  may  track  us  for  awhile.  We  all  have 
our  sorrows,  lady,  and  the  skeleton's  at 
every  feast  You've  had  yours ;  I  can  read 
that  without  looking  at  the  palm  of  your 
white  hand ;  but  cross  Martha's  with  a  bit 
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of  silver,  and  shell  open  the  fbtare  fa  j^ 
lady,  like  a  book/' 

"  There's  the  money,"  replied  Mrs.  WooJ- 
bee,  dropping  the  coin  into  the  gipsy's  bo^ 
hand ;  ^^  but  Til  not  trouble  you  to  reved 
my  destiny,'^  continued  she  with  a  fiont 
smile* 

^^  A  poor  old  woman's  blessng  go  ^'  7^ 
my  lady,"  rejoined  Martha,  dropping  a  co'*' 
sey .  "  They  may  say  it's  of  no  value,"  8^ 
she  again,  holding  up  her  knotted  finger  tf 
if  to  call  attention  to  her  words,  "but  don* 
believe  them.  Our  tribe  came  from  wherf 
the  sun  rises,  far,  far  away,"  continued  th« 
sybil,  pointing  to  the  east,  "  and  ages  h»^ 
fled  since  then ;  but  there  are  tales  amoif 
us  now  of  what  has  been  seen — ay,  seen— 
in  those  days  when  the  blessings  of  the 
poor  were  thought  more  of  than  now,  and 
their  curses  feared,  too.  Words  are  ^ 
words;  but  if  the  heart  speaks,  lady,"  ^^ 
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paused,    and    looking    stedfastly    at    her 
hearers,  added,  "  it  is  faith.'' 

"Say  what  you  like,"  returned  that 
heretic  Bill  Stumpit,  "  it's  a  devilish  dear 
8ixi)enn'orth/* 

By  this  time  a  troop  of  ragged,  shoeless, 
brown-skinned  children  had  collected,  cla- 
mouring for  alms,  and  greatly  added  to  the 
inclination  of  the  strangers  to  be  free  from 
the  vicinity  of  the  gipsy's  camp. 

After  gaining  some  short  distance,  Mrs. 
Woodbee  turned  her  head  to  view  the 
picturesque  scene,  and  in  doing  so  her  eye 
fell  upon  a  figure  dressed  in  black  which, 
the  moment  she  saw  it,  struck  an  icy  chill 
through  her  bosom. 

With  difficulty  she  suppressed  the  in- 
voluntary exclamation  which  rose  to  her 
lips;  but  she  could  not  remove  her  eyes 
from  the  object. 

"What  are  you  looking  at,  mother?"   in- 
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quired  Leonard,  casting  his  looks  in  the  e 
direction. 

"  Nothing!''  quickly  added  she,  and  p 
iDg  another  way,  she  directed  his  attei 
to  the  beauty  of  the  landscape. 

Trembling,  however,  in  every  nervt 
could  ill  conceal  the  state  of  trepidati' 
which  she  had  been  thrown,  and  her  ft 
glances  in  the  rear  soon  caught  her 
attention. 

"  I  beg^n  to  think,"  said  he  "  that 
gipsy's  words  have  produced  greater  > 
than  she  herself  could  have  hoped." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Mrs.  Woodbee,  Am 
a  hand  across  her  eyes,  "  but  I  feel  i 
very  feint."  I 

In  the  briefest  time  in  which  the 
could  be  accomplished,  the  old  PenioM 
martial  hat  was  filled  with   limpid  i 
from  a  neighbouring  rill,  and  he  off 
bathe  her  temples  with  a  cherished 
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Upon  "  returning  homewards^  and  when 
within  view  of  that  celestial  residence,  Para- 
dise Lodge,  Martha  the  gipsy  was  perceived 
standing  at  the  barricaded  gate,  as  if  waiting 
for  their  approach. 

"  Why,  if  there  isn't  that  Mother  Scare- 
crow keeping  watch  at  our  gate! "  ejaculated 
Bill  Sturapit.  "  What  can  she  want  I  should 
like  to  know?  " 

"  To  give  my  mother  some  message  from 
the  Fates,"  replied  Leonard,  laughing,  "pro- 
vided the  messenger  receives  a  fee." 
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The  old  crone  stood  with  the  hood  of  a 
&ded  scarlet  cloak,  in  which  there  was  many 
a  tatter,  drawn  over  her  head,  and  with  her 
long,  skinny  hands  resting  on  her  polished 
ebony  stick,  she  remained  motionless. 

"What  are  you  here  for?"  said  Bill 
Stumpit,  in  no  gentle  mood  that  the  gipsy 
should  present  herself  at  the  entrance  of  his 
sanctum  sanctorum. 

"Come,"  continued  he,  authoritativdy, 
"  budge,  or  I  shall  lose  my  temper,  perhaps, 
presently,  and  when  that's  the  case,  no  one 
can  tell  what  may  happen." 

"  Ho,  ho !  "  returned  the  hag,  with  her 
eyes  flashing  upon  the  old  Peninsular. 
**  What !  would  you  drive  me  from  your 
door  like  a  dog  ?  " 

"  Stay,  stay,"  interposed  Mrs.  Woodbee. 
"  If  you  are  in  want,"  continued  she,  turn- 
ing to  the  gipsy,  '*  and  I  can  supply  what 
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you  require,  name  what  it  is,  and  then  take 
your  departure  in  peace/' 

"  Gentle  words,  good  lady,"  rejoined  the 
crone,  ^^  always  make  old  Martha's  rage  die 

within  her.    Wants  with  such  as  me  are 

« 

few,  and,  whatever  they  may  be,  don't  last 
long." 

"  Say  what  your  present  one  is?"  returned 
Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"  To  speak  with  you,  my  lady,"  replied 
Martha,  "  and  with  no  one  near." 

"  I  said  so,"  added  Leonard  in  a  bantering 
tone.  '^  I  said  that  it  was  a  message  from 
the  Fates." 

"Ay,"  responded  the  hag,  with  her 
glistening  eyes  bent  upon  him,  **  and  it  may 
be  one,  young  Sir,  in  which  you  are  not 
forgotten." 

However  vague  these  words  might  be, 
there  appeared  a  meaning  in  them,  by  the 
way  they  were   delivered,   which  was  not 
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lost  upon  Mrs.  Woodbee.  To  jdeld  to  the 
request  would  seem  a  weakness,  and  yet 
she  felt  impelled  to  conform  to  it. 

"  You  wish  to  speak  to  me  alone?**  said 
she,  as  if  pondering  upon  the  words. 

"  Alone,**  replied  old  Martha,  "  but  not 
for  long." 

"  The  request  is  a  strange  one,**  rejoined 
Mrs.  Woodbee,  "  and  yet  I  feel  dbposed  to 
grant  it. 

"  Oh !  pray  hear  her,  mother,"  returned 
Leonard,  free  from  his  former  fear  of  the 
prophetess,  for  the  healthy  notion  took  hasty 
possession  of  his  brain,  that,  after  all,  she 
was  but  an  old  woman.  "  Oh !  pray  hear 
her,"  repeated  he,  "for  who  knows  what 
mine  of  happiness  she  may  reveal?" 

"A  mine  of  nonsense!"  muttered  Bill 
Stumpit,  for  he  was  angry  now  with  more 
than  old  Martha. 

Leaving  the  old  Peninsular  and  Leonard 
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at  the  gate  of  Paradise  Lodge,  Mrs.  WooC^ 
bee  followed  the  crone,  who  hobbled  befor^^ 
her,  until  they  came  to  a  secluded  spol 
when  she  stopped,  and  glancing  round,  saidLfl 
"  Come  dose,  Tve  something  for  you." 

"Forme?"  returned  Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"Yes,"  added  the  gipsy;  "but  listei*-* 
Soon  after  you  left,  a  gentleman  came  to 
me — a  real  gentleman,  mind  ye,  for  he 
crossed  old  Martha's  hand  with  a  half-crown 
piece — and  asked  if  1  knew  you  and  your 
son,  and  where  ye  Uved,  and  a  great  many 
more  questions,  some  of  which  1  could 
answer  and  some  not,  ^d  after  a  while  he 
went  away.  Presently  he  returned,  and 
giving  me  this,"  continued  she,  showing  a 
letter  from  beneath  the  folds  of  her  cloak, 
'' crossed  my  hand  with  another  broad  sil- 
ver piece — a  real  gentleman,"  continued  the 
crone,  "  and  told  me  to  take  it  to  you  and 
bay,  with  no  on(i  by,  that  if  you  valued  one 
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f  V3  more  than  your  own,  to  read  and  think 
^U  on  what  was  written  o'  the  inside." 
The  figure  then  was  no  conjuration  of  the 

Her  brain  reeled. 

"  Heaven  have  mercy  on  me !  *'  exclaimed 
^rs.  Woodbee,  in  a  voice  so  convulsed  with 
^rrow  that  the  gipsy  was  touched  with 
impassion. 

'*  Don't  take  on  so,  dear  lady,"  said  she 
commiseratingly.  "  I  would  not,  for  twice 
llie  money,  have  been  the  bearer  of  evil  to 
one  so  gentle  and  so  good.  Shall  I  take  the 
letter  back  ?  "  continued  she.  "  He's  to  be  at 
the  camp  by  the  time  1  return." 

"No,  no,-'  quickly  replied  Mrs.  Wood- 
bee,  "  give  it  me  ;  I'll — I'll  do  as  he  wishes 


me. 


"  May  I  tell  him  so  ?  "  inquired  the  old 
crone. 

"  Yes,"   rejoined     Mrs.  Woodbee,  as  if 
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scarcely  conscious  of  what  she  was  saying* 
^^  You  may  tell  him  so/' 

The  letter  was  in  her  hand*— she  scarody 
knew  how  it  came   there — and    Marthsi 
without  adding    another  word^  took  her 
departure  across  the  heath,  towards  the 
encampment. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


The  Oxford  double-first  prize-man  was 
not  of  that  ilk  easily  to  be  repulsed.  Diffi- 
culty with  him  only  stimulated  his  exer- 
tions, and  an  object  worthy  of  his  attain- 
ment— or  what  he  deemed  to  be  such — 
was  never  lost,  however  far,  or  long,  it 
might  have  been  from  his  sight.  The  word 
"  fail "  had  found  no  place  in  his  lexicon, 
and  he  only  laughed  at  obstacles  which, 
with  other  men,  would  have  turned  them  a 

thousand  times  defeated. 

* 

With  little  repose — having  but  one  object 

t2 
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in  view,  and  in  possessing  which  all  his 
thoughts  and  energies  were  concentrated— 
Dr.  Starkie  strove  day  and  night  to  dfe- 
cover  Alice  Woodbee's  place  of  refuge.    It 
was  with  no  intention,  it  is  almost  needless 
to    say,  however,  to  further  the  views  of 
her  husband,  in  any  way,  that  he  used  such 
unremitting    perseverance.      He   cared    as 
much  about  the  mental  cultivation  of  his 
pupil  as  the  science  of  alchemy,  and  would 
as  soon,    and  perhaps    sooner,   have    seen 
him   a   confirmed  and  babbling  idiot  as  the 
first  philosopher  of  the  day.     For  in  truth 
there  was  a  latent  feeling  of — it  is  difficult 
to    say    what;     but    when    Dr.    Starkie's 
glance    fell   occasionally  upon  Leonard,  it 
bore  so  devilish  a  look,  Avithal,   that  little 
less  than  hatred  could  have  been  the  foun- 
tain from  whence  the  feeling  emanated.  He 
remembered  at  such  times  as  these  that  the 
boy  was  no  son  of  his»  and  a  hot,  burning 
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pang  shot  like  lightning  through  his  breast 
to  think  that  another  possessed  the  claim  of 
father. 

Undisciplined  of  heart,  sceptical  of  the 
responsibility  of  sin,  and  with  a  mind  forti- 
fied with  the  plausible  arguments  of  infi- 
delity, the  Oxford  double-first  prize-man 
had  little  inclination  to  restrain  the  fierce 
impulses  of  passion.  Love  with  him — if 
such  a  t^rm  may  be  applied — knew  no 
bounds  or  limits.  Whatever  his  desires 
were  he  would  gratify  at  any  cost  and  every 
hazard.  Licensed  or  unlicensed,  he  recked 
nothing  of  the  deed  or  its  consequences. 
Possession  was  the  object,  and  to  attain  that 
he  derided  all  laws,  both  human  and  divine. 

The  tyrannous  course  which  he  had  pur- 
sued towards  Leonard  he  deemed  the  most 
politic  one  to  be  adopted  for  eventually 
obtaining  the  mastership  of  his  mothers 
win.     He  knew  full  well  that  he  could  not 


278         THB    BBLLB   OF  THE   VILLAGK. 

win  her  affection^  notwithstanding  the  htde 
cause  there  existed  of  her  entertaining  much 
towards  him  she  called  husband.  But 
Doctor  Starkie  felt  that  she  was  above,  &r 
above  the  call  of  his  lure,  and  if  tlie  prize 
was  to  be  won,  it  was  to  be  won  only 
through  no  common  means.  Through  the 
sympathies  for  her  child — ^the  belief  that  she 
would  sacrifice  anything  and  everything  for 
him — he  continued  daily,  month  by  month, 
his  systematic  cruelty  to  Leonard,  in  order 
that  she  might  be  a  suppliant  to  him  for 
mercy.  More  than  once  she  had  been  so; 
but  the  hour  had  not  come  when  her  heart 
would  be  as  melted  wax.  He  knew,  how- 
ever, that  come  it  must ;  but  like  many  a 
cunning  coward,  in  the  moment  of  anticipated 
triumph,  he  forgot  how  desperate  the  weakest 
may  become. 

That    look,     that    haughty,    indignant, 
withering  look,  would   haunt  him  to  his 


f      m- 
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dying  moment,  and,  perhi^  stronger  then 
than  ever;  but  although  before  his  eyes, 
sleeping  and  waking,  it  checked  no  thought 
—quenched  no  desire. 

She  was  gone — that  maddened  him.  Had 
die  dragged  him  before  her  husband,  and 
denounced  him  as  the  traitorous  vnretch  he 
felt  himself  to  be,  in  terms  more  eloquent 
than  the  poetry  of  truth  ever  yet  was  uttered 
in,  Doctor  Starkie  could  have  answered 
the  accusation  with  a  smile,  and  justified 
himselfl 

What  he  could  have  said  had  long  been 
ready,  £3r  he  had  learned  the  expediency  of 
being  forearmed ;  but  he  was  not  prepared 
for  the  flight  of  his  victim.  That  baulked 
and  he  found  himself  outwitted. 

In  the  letter  which  she  had  written  to  her 
husband,  apprising  him  of  her  departure 
upon  that  memorable  night,  not  a  word  had 
been  mentioned  of  his  conduct  of  the  mom- 
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ing.     He  was  not  surprised  at  that,  and  not 
the  less  pleased,  for  although  the  accusation, 
as  he  knew,  would  have  been  laughed  at  as 
a  mere  invention  and  excuse  for  removing 
her  child  from  the  thraldom  of  which  he  was 
so  constantly  complaining,  yet  it  was  better, 
as  the  wily  Jesuit  felt,  that  nothing  should 
arise  to  cause  the  shadow  of  suspicion  of 
his  ends  and  purposes.     The  value  of  still, 
quiet,  deep  measures  was  well  understood 
by  Doctor  Starkie. 

In  the  countless  stories,  too,  circulated 
by  as  many  tongues  as  the  inhabitants  of 
that  division  of  the  county  possessed,  no 
mention  had  been  made,  as  far  as  he  could 
discover,  of  his  name  being  associated 
with  anything  more  than  as  Leonard's  task- 
master. In  connection  with  this  duty  he 
learned  that  the  reports  were  not  particu- 
larly flattering  to  his  humanity,  and  the 
greater  number  of  them  contained  strong 
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doubte,  in  equally  strong  language,  as  to 
his  possessing  a  single  spark  of  that  most 
admirable  of  qualities. 

For  these  rumours,  however,  the  Oxford 
double-first  prize-man  entertained  the  most 
supreme  contempt  and  indifference,  and 
such  was  his  total  disregard  of  cen- 
sure,  that  had  the  offer  been  made,  he 
would  quite  as  soon  have  been  blamed  for 
harshness,  as  applauded  for  its  opposite. 

Doctor  Starkie,  in  the  absence  of  the 
founder  of  that  school  of  philosophy  known 
as  stoicism,  might  be  considered,  at  least,  in 
the  light  of  a  stout  and  uncompromising 
supporter. 

Satisfied,  beyond  a  doubt,  that  Alice  had 
kept  the  secret  to  herself,  the  discovery  of 
which  had  frightened  her — ^yes,  that  was  the 
word — frightened  her  from  her  home,  to 
meet  death  itself  rather  than  remain;  he 
augured  well  of  the  state  of  things  so  far, 
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and  concluded  that  the  exercise  of  some 
ingenuity,  much  patience,  and  an  allowance 
of  perseverance,  of  which  he  always  kept 
a  favorite  stock  on  hand,  would  achieve 
in  the  end  the  object  he  had  in  view. 

All  means,  hitherto  used,  having  fiEoled 
to  discover  the  whereabouts  of  the  fugi- 
tives, the  doctor  proposed  that  he  should 
perform  a  pilgrimage  in  quest  of  them 
alone,  alleging  that  he  entertained  great 
confidence  in  the  discretionary  measures 
which  he  should  adopt  in  accordance  to 
circumstances  as  they  arose,  and  felt  a 
sanguine  belief  that  his  efibrts  would  meet 
with  success. 

Squire  Woodbee  assented  to  the  pro- 
posal, and  Doctor  Starkie  started  on  his 
mission. 

It  would  be  tedious  to  trace  the  ramifi- 
cations of  the  doctor's  search,  beginning, 
as  it  did,  with  a  personal  examination  of 
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the  night-porter  at  the  Boll  Inn,  Aldgate. 
Enough  will  it  be  for  the  purpose  to  state 
that  his  labours  in  attempting  to  find  the 
oonyeyance  which  took  the  runaways  to 
Paradise  Lodge  were  at  length  successful. 
At  break  of  day,  and  often  before,  the  Ox- 
ford douUe-first  prize-man  might  be  seen 
flitting  like  a  spectre,  '^doomed  for  a  certain 
time  to  walk"  from  one  hacknej^-coach 
stand  to  another,  and  putting  a  series  of 
questions  to  the  early-risen  representatives 
of  that  now  extinct  race  of  hoarse-voiced, 

broad-brimmed,  and  heayy-coated  drags- 
men,  who,  like  pins,  are  lost,  but  no  one 

knows  to  what  comer  of  liie  earth  they 
possibly  can  have  crept  He  was  not  above 
even  accompanying  the  early-risen  repre- 
sentatives of  that  now  extinct  race  to  the 
peripatetic  coffee-can  hard  by,  and  occa- 
sionally sipped  the  cup  of  reeking  purl 
with  a  snug  coterie  of  these  dependents 
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upon   the  feres  of  wayferers,  which  made 
him  much  beloved,  exceedingly  respected, 
and  particularly  popular,  at  some  cost,  both 
to  his  night's  rest    and    pocket.      ^'  The 
coming  man,"  however,    was  a  long  time 
on  the  road  ;  but  at  length  the  identical 
Jehu,   who  drove    Corporal    Crump,  and 
those  under  his   immediate  protection,  to 
Hampstead  Vale,  fell  into  the  clutches  of 
Doctor  Starkie.     He  could  have  embraced 
him  on  the  spot,  if  his  feelings  of  triumphant 
delight  had  had  full  scope  given  to  them. 
As  it  was,  the  doctor  could   not  restrain 
the  impulse  of  generosity  for  the  piece  of 
good  fortune,  and  he  forthwith  gave  his  in- 
formant sixpence,  with  the  strong  desire 
that  he  might  not  spend  it  all  at  once. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

NiQHT  bad  closed  her  curtains,  and  the 
busy,  teemful  world  now  ceased  to  toil, 
although  many  were  not  at  rest,  for  while 
there  is  life,  the  curse,  that  man  should  la- 
bour, and  be  full  of  trouble,  fulfils  its  trust. 

All,  save  one,  of  the  inmates  of  Paradise 
Lodge  were  asleep,  and  she  felt  as  if  she 
should  never  sleep  again.  The  fear  which 
the  mere  glance  of  the  figure  in  the  morn- 
ing created  was  amply  confirmed  by  the 
letter  the  gipsy  had  given  her  in  so  mys- 
terious   a  manner.      Doctor   Starkie  had 
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dificovered    where   ahs    wn^  and  al  tbt 

moment,  in  the  dark  depth  of  the  night, 
demanded  to  speak  with  her. 

His  note  ran  thus : — 

"  Fear  nothing.  My  knowledge  of  your 
residence  is  confined  to  myself  and  will 
remain  so,  provided  you  will  give  me  bat 
one  interview.  Your  happiness  depends 
upon  your  granting  this  request,  for,  as  you 
will  believe,  escape  from  me  is  impossible. 
By  twelve  o'clock  I  shall  be  at  your  garden 
gate ;  further  than  that  I  will  not  ask  you 
to  go.  We  saw  each  other  on  the  heath  to- 
day— I  need  not  sign  my  name." 

No,  there  was  no  occasion  for  that.  His 
name  was  cut  deeply  in  her  memory,  and  it 
sometimes  appeared  in  her  dreams  in  letters 
of  blood. 

What  was  she  to  do? 

How  often  had  that  question  risen  to  her 
lips,  and  then,  with  a  shudder,  she  thought 
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it  might  be  as  well—- periiaps  better  to  see 
him. 

^^  As  you  will  believe,  escape  from  me  is 
impossible/* 

By  the  ffickering  candle  Alice  Woodbee 
read  these  words,  written  in  hurried  charac- 
ters, over  and  over  again,  until  they  seemed 
to  dance  before  her  eyes*  A  superstitious 
dread  crept  through  her  veins,  and  some- 
thing not  unlike  that  fascination  with  which 
the  reptile's  victim  is  said  to  £edl  helplessly 
into  the  &nged  jaws  of  its  enemy,  she  began 
to  feel  that  it  was,  indeed,  impossible  to 
escape  him. 

The  prayer  was  brie^  but  it  was  an 
earnest  one,  that  she  might  meet  with 
mercy  and  protection  in  this  the  hour  of 
her  defenceless  misery,  and  the  ear  to 
which  it  was  offered  was  not  deaf  to  the 
entreaty. 

The  decision,  as  the  liand  of  her  watch 
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slowly  approached  the  appointed  hour,  was 
made.     She  would  go. 

Within  a  few  seconds  of  the  determina- 
tion, and  hurrying  every  movement  as  if 
fearful  of  delay,  Alice,  with  a  light  cloak 
thrown  loosely  around  her,  closed  the  cot- 
tage door  without  a  sound,  and  hurried 
along  the  gravel  path. 

He  was  there. 

"  You  have  come,"  said  he,  as  she  stood 
within  two  or  three  feet  of  the  garden  gate, 
"  and  have  done  wisely." 

"I  am  here,*'  was  the  reply,  as  the 
words  quivered  iirom  her  lips;  "what 
have  you  to  say  to  me  to  which  I  can 
Usten?" 

"  If  my  heart  could  speak,  much,"  re- 
joined he,  '^  but  from  my  tongue,  little." 

She  gave  no  reply,  but  he  thought  that 
he  could  hear  her  heart  knock  against  her 
bosom. 
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"  You  look  upon  me,*'  he  resumed,  "  as 
an  enemy  ?  " 

^^The  most  dire  that  ever  crossed  my 
path,"  returned  Alice,  in  a  measured,  deli- 
berate tone. 

"  I  know  it,*'  said  the  Doctor,  "  and  why  ? 
Because  your  beauty  made  me  its  slave,  and 
I  struggled  in  vain  to  break  the  chains 
which  bound  me.    If  it  be  a  sin  to  love — *' 

"Say  another  man's  wife,"  interrupted 
she,  "  and  add  to  that^  the  mother  of  his 
chUd.*' 

"Granted,"  rejoined  he,  ** and  therefore 
the  sin,  as  we  are  taught  to  believe.  But 
form  and  fiEtshion,  it  would  seen!,  cannot 
command  feeling.  They  made  you  ano- 
ther's, and  your  plighted  troth  was  to  love 
and  honor  him  who  but  three  bare  hours 
before  you  never  thought  of  as  a  husband. 
Did  you  love  him  the  more  upon  quitting 
the  altar  with  the  name  of  wife?  " 

VOL.  II.  u 
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She  made  no  answer.     She  had  none  to 
give. 

"Am  I  answered  by  your  silence?'*  said 
Doctor  Starkie.  "  By  a  parity  of  reasoning 
then/*  continued  he,  "if  no  love  was  oi- 
gendered  in  your  o¥m  breast  by  taking 
upon  yourself  the  title  of  wife,  why  should 
it  forbid  or  extinguish  the  love  in  mine? 
As  your  own  heart  will  teU  you,  Alice,  wc 
are  not  masters  of  our  affections.  However 
misplaced  they  may  be,  however  opposed  to 
priestly  injunction,  and  the  laws  by  which 
society  masks  itself  with  skin-deep  virtue,  "^e 
are  still  the  mere  puppets  of  our  passions.** 

"  But — "  she  hesitated  to  express  another 
work. 

"  You  would  add,  perhaps,"  resumed  he, 
in  a  quiet,  subdued  voice,  "  that  temptation 
should  be  resisted.  None  know  that  better 
than  myself.  To  be  tempted,  and  not  to 
fall,  is  the  acme  of  human  perfection." 
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"  To  listen  to  this  discussion,"  rejoined 
Mrs.  Woodbee,  "is  most  unbecoming  in 
me.  Say  what  your  object  is,  and  let  us 
part.*' 

"  To  Bik  your  forgiveness  for  the  past," 
replied  the  wily  Oxford  double-first  prize- 
man, "  and  ocmfess  the  motives  by  which 
my  ccmduct  has  been  governed.  As  there 
was  no  love  between  you  and  your  hus- 
band, I  did  not  hiate  Aim,  but  your  child  I 
could  have — "  he  paused  for  a  moment,  and 
then  added  in  a  hissing  whisper,  as  the 
Words  came  between  his  clenched  teeth, 
"  murdered  I " 

The  mother  felt  as  if  a  blow  had  been 
given  across  her  temples,  and  her  limbs 
appeared  ready  to  sink  with  her  weight. 

"  Can  you  forgive  me? "  inqidred  he. 

"  I  will  pray  to  be  enabled  to  do  so,"  was 
the  reply,  but  it  was  scarcely  audible  from 
emotion. 

u2 
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"  None  need  your  prayers  more  tlian  I," 
he  rejoined,  supplicatingly ;  ^^and  if  any 
intercede  for  a  penitent,  those  from  your 
lips  wiU." 

^^Are  you  then  contrite?'*  quickly  in- 
quired she. 

^^  If  ever  man  was  so/'  said  he,  energeti- 
cally,  '^  /  am,  and  henceforth  my  life  shall 
be  devoted  to  the  proof.  I  cannot  do  other- 
wise than  love  you,  Alice ;  but  beyond  this 
night  I  will  never  tell  you  so  again.  With- 
out guilt  shall  your  image  be  garnered  in 
my  heart,  and  I  will  think  of  you  only  as  a 
brother  may." 

'^This  language  sounds  strange,  very 
strange,"  she  observed,  '^  after  all  that  has 
passed." 

"  Your  precipitate  flight  prevented 
your  hearing  it  before,"  replied  Doctor 
Starkie. 

"  Had  you  not  silenced  me  on  that  morning 
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vhen  my  pent-up  feelings  broke  their 
Minds,  and  left  me  in  indignation,  but 
xurdy  understood,  there  would  have  been 
10  necessity  for  the  ill-judged  step  of 
luitting  your  home.  I  should  have  told 
'ou  then,  as  now,  that  the  bitterness  of  the 
troggle  was  over,  and  unlike  repentance 
^erally,  with  me  it  came  not  too  late." 

"  Will  you  really  then  befriend  me?"  said 
Irs.  Woodbee. 

"Ay,  all  that  is  within  my  power," 
^joined  he,  "  and  the  services  which  I  can 
2nder  will  constitute  my  only  earthly 
leasure.  Let  the  past  be,"  he  continued, 
as  if  it  had  never  been.  By  the  future 
tily  judge  me,  and  you  shall  find  how  love 
lay  be  vanquished  by  principle." 

"  How  can  I  trust  the  sincerity  of  your 
fomise?**  inquired  she.    • 

"Test  it  as  you  will,"  was  the  reply. 

For  a  moment  she  reflected. 
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"  What,  then,  is  your  advice  in  this  mj^ 
forlorn  and  hapless  state  ?** 

^^  Return  to  your  home,"  responded  h^B 
"  without  delay." 

^^  But  how  can  I  meet  my  husband's  dms 
pleasure?" 

"  Were  it  not  for  his  fierce  and  ungo- 
vernable temper,**  responded  the  DochK> 
"  which  at  all  times  can  be  held  in  check 
by  me,  I  should  say  let  as  little  preparation 
be  made  for  your  return  as  your  departure* 
But  impulse  of  rage,  such  as  his,  cannot  be 
trusted.  I  will  undertake,  within  a  day? 
that  your  reception  shall  be  all  that  could 
be  desired,  and  that  not  one  word  of  t^' 
proach  shall  escape  his  tongue." 

"  But  what  will  be  the  conduct  pursued 
in  future  towards  my  son  ?  "  asked  Alice* 
"  He  is  now  just  recovering  from — " 

"  As  that  depends  upon  me,"  interrupted 
Doctor  Starkie,  as  if  the  subject  required  to 
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l>e  turned  quickly  to  advantage,  ^^  be  satis- 
^ed  that  nothing  shall  occur  to  interrupt 
the  even  tenor  of  his  happiness.     I  owe  him 
vnuch,  more  than  can  be  repaid ;  but  as  far 
as  possible  atonement  shall  be  made." 
"  And  if  this  advice  be  rejected?" 
^^  Then  command  me  in  any  way  you 
will,**  replied  he.     "  The  best  in  my  power 
to  give  I  have  given." 

"  Would  you  consider  it  your  duty  to 
enforce,  by  indirect  means,  my  adopting 
this  course?**  inquired  Mrs.  Woodbee. 

"  Not  for  my  soul's  salvation,"  was  the 
answer. 

"You  speak  like  one  who  honorably 
means  to  abide  by  what  he  says,*'  remarked 
Alice;  "but  I  cannot  decide  in  haste." 

"  Neither  is  there  any  occasion  for  your 
doing  so,"  said  he.  "  Think  well  of  what 
has  passed  between  us,  and  let  your  judg- 
ment be  directed  by  cool  reflection." 
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^^  To-morrow,  at  thb  time,  I  shall  be  pre- 
pared with  my  answer,"  rejoined  Mn. 
Woodbee.  "Will  you  be  here  to  recdvc 
it?" 

"  To  the  moment,*'  returned  he. 

"FareweU!" 

Her  last  word  was  echoed  by  the  Oxford 
double-first  prize-man,  and  as  he  turned 
upon  his  heel  to  leave  the  barricaded  gate 
of  Paradise  Lodge,  a  loud,  triumphant 
chuckle  burst  from  his  lips  in  spite  of  his 
utmost  efforts  to  suppress  it. 


The  air  "hath  currents  as  the  water 
hath,''  and  there  are  other  winds  that  blow 
than  those  we  sail  before. 


END   OF  VOL.    II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


A  FUKTHEB  liberty  will  be  taken  with 
the  pleasant  little  apothecary  of  Grundy*s 
Green,  and  his  stiff  partner,  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes,  by  again  drawing  the  notice  of  the 
public  to  them  when  within  the  conjugal 
sheete  of  the  domestic  "  four-poster." 

Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes  was  in  bed,  but  as 
for  sleeping,  she  entertained  not  the  most 
distant  inclination,  and  what  more  imme- 
diately concerned  her  spouse,  her  propension 
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of  mind,  if  anjrthing,  was  rather  more  in 
the  perspective,  that  he  should  also  be 
denied  the  soothing  syrup  of  the  drowsy 
god. 

The  apothecary,  as  usual,  had  made  a 
long  round  of  professional  visits  that  day 
and  was  weary  with  tinkering,  puttying 
and  plastering  the  damaged  systems  of  his  -9s 
multifisirious  patients;  but  he  knew — per-^"^^" 
haps  by   instinct,    perhaps  by  the   shar^B^ 

cricket-like  "  ahem  "  of  his  stiff  partner 

that  gentle  sleep  was  as  far  from  weighin^^^ 
his  eyelids  down  as  if  the  night  bell  ha^S^ 
summoned  him  to  lose  as  little  time  a^^^ 
possible  in  putting  on  his  breeches. 

For  a  short  time,  by  way  of  a  relish  tc^^ 
the  pleasure  in  pickle,  Mrs.  Doctor  Grime 
assumed  the  appearance  of  settling  down^- 
and  composing  herself;  but  it  was  only  on^ 
of  those  deceptive  lulls  which  precede  th^ 
storm. 
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'^  Ahem !  "  again  made  the  apothecary's 
ears  prick  forward  with  their  usual  invo- 
luntary action. 

The  battery  was  on  the  point  of  opening, 
and  a  deeply-drawn  sigh  from  the  precincts 
of  his  breast  signalized  the  fact. 

"  Are  you  going  to  sleep  may  I  presume 
to  ask,  Sir?"  said  the  stiff  partner  by  his 
side,  in  a  tone  conveying  that  the  pleasant 
little  apothecary  had  committed,  or  was  on 
the  point  of  committing,  an  injury  of  th  i 
deepest  kind. 

"  Not  if  my  own  dear  chuck  wishes  a 
little  bit  of  titty- wee,  cozy-pozy  chat,"  re- 
plied he,  trying  the  conciliatory,  but  with  a 
forlorn  hope  of  success. 

"  Don't  make  a  fool  of  yourself,  Mr. 
Grimes,"  sharply  retorted  his  stiff  partner. 
"  Spare  me  that  infliction  at  least." 

The  apothecary  groaned  inwardly  in  the 
spirit.     The  light  business  fell  like  a  dab  of 
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wet  clay,  and  his  resource   appeared  to  rest 
only  on  the  heavy  line. 

"  Margaret,"  said  he,  impressively,  "  why 
should  I  have  to  remind  you  of  my  profes- 
sional reputation  ?  Is  not  our  bread  depen- 
dent— " 

"  Oh  yes !  "  interrupted  she,    "  and  our 
butter  too.     But  I'll  thank  you,  Sir,"  con- 
tinued she,    "  not  to   address   me  in  that 
disrespectful  manner.     I  am  perfectly  con- 
scious of  the  responsibility  of  what  I  say, 
and  ril  not  be  supposed   wanting  in  that 
knowledge  by  any  impertinent  interference 
on  your  part.     Things  must  have  reached 
a  pretty  pass,  I  think,  when   a   hop-o'-my- 
thumb  like  you  can  take  upon  yourself  the 
majesty — if  I  may  so   express  myself — of 
calling  your  wife  to  order.     Upon  my  word 
it's  enough  to  make   the  bed  clothes  rise 
from  off  one !  " 

''  Far  be  it  from  my  wish,  Margaret,"  re- 
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Joined  the  apothecary,  ^^  to  be  instrumeDtal 
in  any  way,  in  maintaining  a  domestic 
difference — otherwise  broil.  I'll  hold  my 
tongue." 

^^  In^deed  /  ^^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes.  "Ho,  you'll  hold  your  tongue, 
will  you,  Sir  ?  Then  I'm  not  to  be  answered, 
I  suppose.  What  a  nice,  polite  man  you 
are  for  a  professional !  What  an  ornament 
for  a  chimney-piece ! " 

"  I  am  quite  sure,"  returned  he  in  a  deep 
base,  melodramatic  tone,  ^^  I  am  quite  sure, 
Margaret,  you're  going  to  greater  lengths 
than  intended." 

"  Permit  me^  Sir,  to  be  the  judge  of  my 
own  lengths,"  added  the  sharer  of  his  bed 
and  board.  "  I'm  not  going  to  allow  you, 
or  anybody  else,  to  measure  my  lengths." 

"  If  this  course  is  to  be  pursued,"  said 
the  little  humble  apothecary,  "if  you  will 
persist   in   this   unnecessary  and   unhappy 
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difference,  Margaret,  may  I  ask  what  have 
I  done?" 

"You  are  always  asking  what  you've 
done,"  replied  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes,  "  and  if 
not  nauseated  with  the  question,  it's  because 
Nature  has  been  bountiful  in  giving  me  an 
unusually  strong  stomach.  Put  any  ques- 
tion but  that,  and  it's  possible  we  may  come 
to  terms." 

There  was  a  ray  of  hope. 

"  What  then  is  your  wish?  "  meekly  asked 
the  apothecary.  "  Tell  me,  Margaret," 
continued  he,  "  and  it  shall  be  gratified." 

"  I've  not  a  doubt  of  that,"  rejoined  she, 
"  not  the  least.  There's  no  occasion  to  give 
yourself  the  trouble  of  making  such  assu- 
rances, Sir,  for  the  future.  The  care  which 
I  intend  to  observe  of  having  my  wishes 
gratified,  is  on  so  comprehensive  a  scale,  that 
assistance  would  be  superfluous." 

The   apothecary  was  in  a  complete  fix. 
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Tarn  which  way  he  would,  he  wds  met  at 
all  points  as  if  hemmed  in  by  a  chevatuHie^ 
/rise. 

"  Convey  to  me,  then,^  said  he,  "  what 
your  deshres  are,  Margaret.  They  shall  be 
unconditionally  and  tmresenredly  obeyed." 

"  Ahem  I  '* 

Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes — ^like  that  isolated 
character  spoken  of  in  the  remote  ages,  as 
the  woman  who  loved  to  have  her  own  way, 
but  supposed  to  be  as  &bulous  as  the  Griffin, 
Unicom,and  Sphinx — ^felt  that  her  authority 
was  approaching  the  absolute,  and  found 
herself  endowed  with  new  vitality  upon  the 
discovery  of  the  power. 

"As  it  would  appear,**  remarked  she 
slowly,  "  that  you  begin  to  entertain  a  sense 
of  what  is  due  to  me.  Sir,  I  desire  a  fiiithfal, 
true,  and  particular  account  of  what  your 
ears — provided  they  are  long  enough,  and 
of  which   I   should  venture  to  say  there 
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could  be  no  doubt — of  what  your  ears, 
repeated  she,  ^^  may  have  gathered  in  the 
shape  of  news,  intelligence,  or  informatioD, 
during  your  visitations  of  to-day,  with  a 
view  of  drawing  my  own  inferences.    You 
will  understand — at  least  you  will  endeavour 
to  do  so — that  I  require  no  opinion  or  im- 
pression  which  the    incidents    may    have 
caused  in  your  own  mind — admitting  for 
argument's  sake  that  you  possess  a  mind-* 
but  merely  a  simple  narrative  of  the  fects 
as  they  occurred.     You  understand  me?" 

"Perfectly,  Margaret,"  replied  the  apo- 
thecary ;  but  he  trembled  for  the  perform- 
ance of  a  task  which  he  neither  knew 
how  to  commence  or  finish. 

*'  Very  good,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes,  ^'  in  that  case  Tm  satisfied.  Begin, 
Sir." 

It  is  easy  enough  to  order  the  beginning 
of  a  story,  but  in  case  of  there  being  none 
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to  tell,  the  imposed  duty  is  far  from  being 
an  easy  one. 

The  apothecary  coughed  both  long  and 
loud,  but  he  could  get  no  further. 

"  When  you  have  quite  recovered  from 
that  cough,  let  me  know  as  early  as  conve- 
nient," remarked  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes,  in 
her  severest  tone. 

The  keenness  of  the  edge,  perhaps,  took 
the  apothecary's  breath  away,  for  he  said 
nothing  in  justification  or  excuse  for  his 
ill-timed  cough. 

'*  My  dear  Margaret,"  at  length  gasped 
he,  as  his  situation  grew  momentarily  more 
desperate,  "it  will  be  more  satisfactory 
that  you  should  learn  what  you  desire 
through  the  medium  of  questions.  What- 
ever you  ask  shall  be  answered." 

*'  They  may,  certainly,  lead  more  to  the 
point,"  observed  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes. 
"  Well  then,  by  way  of  commencement,  what 


10  THB   BBLLB   OF   THB  YILLAOK. 

passed  between  you  and  that  pot  comp^ 
nion  of  yours,  Mr.  Giles,  this  morning?  I 
heard  that  he  sent  for  you." 

"His  poor  lodger,  Mrs.  Somerset,  was 
taken  worse,''  replied  the  meekest  of  apo- 
thecaries. 

^^  Ha,  poor  lodger  indeed !  "  ejaculated 
she,  with  a  sneer.  "  Who  she  is,  or  what 
she  is,  or  where  she  came  from,  nobody 
seems  to  know.  I  wonder,  for  my  part, 
that  she's  not  ashamed  of  herself  in  livinf[ 
under  an  unmarried  man's  roof  all  this 
time." 

"  She's  a  poor  broken-down  lady,  Mar- 
garet," replied  her  husband,  compafi" 
sionately. 

"  I  don't  dispute  that,  Sir,  do  I?  "  quickly 
rejoined  his  stiflF  partner.  "But  broken 
down  or  not,  there's  a  modest  prudence  to 
be  observed,  I  suppose,  in  every  female  not 
totally  lost  to  the  dignity  belonging  to  her 
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However,  we  will  pass  that  over 
and  proceed.  You  say  you  found  her 
^worse?" 

"  Much  worse,"  returned  he. 

"And  taking  the  opportunity  by  the 
forelock,  if  I  may  so  express  myself"  added 
Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes,  "  urged  the  necessity 
of  confiding  to  you  the  particulars  of 
her  history,  and  so  learned  all  about 
the  mysterious  lodgers  at  the  general 
shop,  eh?" 

"  She  was  too  ill  to  speak,  Margaret." 

"In  that  case,"  resumed  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes,  "  we'll  proceed  to  another  subject 
without  loss  of  time.  You  paid  of  course 
your  three  -  an' -  sixpenny  visit  to  the 
Oaks?" 

"I  did,"  said  the  apothecary,  and  his 
brow  crimsoned  beneath  his  nightcap  at 
the  thought  that  three  and  sixpence  was  so 
easily  earned. 
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"  Did  you  gain  any  intelligence  concern- 
ing matters  in  that  quarter?  " 

*'  Oh  yes !  "  exclaimed  the  apothecary, « 
if  a  circumstance  had  suddenly  flitted  in 
his  memory,  **  I  certainly — I  most  certainly 
did.  You  U  be  glad  to  hear  some  newSy 
Margaret,  I  know  you  will." 

''  You  can  keep  these  ebullitions  to  your- 
self, Sir,"  gravely  responded  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes.  *'  And  although  I  shall  listen  to 
what  you  have  to  communicate  with  some 
interest,  yet  I  should  have  greater  reason  to 
be  satisfied  had  the  statement  been  a  volun- 
tary  one.  The  necessity  of  pumping  ones 
husband  ought  not  to  exist.  But  go  on, 
Sir,  go  on." 

The  poor  apothecary's  hopes  of  softening 
down  the  crudity  of  his  stiflF  partners 
humour,  were  now  abandoned  to  the  winJs. 
As  the  promise  of  news  failed  to  rub  off  the 
knotty,  rusty,  and  hacked  edge  of  her  spleen, 
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nothing  would.    The  experience  of  the  past 
t;aught  him  that. 

"  The  Squire,"  said  he,  like  an  automaton, 
and  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes  listened  atten- 
tively, "  told  me  that  he  expected  the  tutor 
back  to-morrow,  and  hoped  my  engagements 
were  such  as  to  admit  of  my  dining  with 
them  at  the  hour  of  six." 

"  The  tutor  back  to-morrow,  eh  ? "  re- 
peated she,  as  if  each  word  merited  careful 
weighing.     "  Did  he  say  anything  else  ?  " 

"  Nothing  in  particular,  Margaret,"  replied 
the  apothecary. 

"  Permit  me.  Sir,  to  judge  whether  the 
communication  may  be  considered  particu- 
lar or  not,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes. 
"  Confine  yourself  to  the  simple  facts." 

"  He  merely  requested  me  to  feel  his 
pulse,  and  look  at  his  tongue,  Margaret," 
returned  the  apothecary;  "a  not  unusual 
method  which  we  adopt   with  patients  of 


n 


tm  Ab  Aaamy  af  all 


' Xa,  Ifaf^Hv^*  ni|iiMiiU»l  tlie  I 

onr,  -WSimOL.- 

-Ika  go  u>  lieep,'  said  Mn.  DnW 
Gnatt,  md  visli  tiaa  order  she  gave  he 
^mmt  Ac  bnal  of  her  b«:k,  and  left  hia 
vvh  a  nsj  shabby  share  of  the  bUckeA 
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CHAPTER  II. 


HE  linnets  and  the  larks  sang  as  gaily 
ver  in  Paradise  Lodge,  but  if  there  was 
a  sad  heart  among  the  feathered  family, 
eavy  one  might  have  been  discovered 
eath  its  rooi^  notwithstanding  the  sun- 
le  without,  and  the  music  within, 
lie  old  Peninsular  was  not  given  to  the 
kness  of  tears ;  but  one,  at  least,  might 
r  have  been  seen  stealing  slowly  down  his 
•owed  cheek,  and,  diverging  from  the 
jct  channel,  arrived  by  a  circuitous  route 
;he  terminus  of  his  nose,  from  which  he 
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roughly  bntshetl   it   with  (he  vnd  of  hi 
book. 

"Taking  the  year  through,''  said  he  in 
mild  kind  of  whistle,   "  I  don't  cry  a  ^ 
deal.   Tt  may  beamatterof  fortyyearafiD,!'' 
more,  since  I  snivelled,  but  to  he  left  tkxt 
Again  doesn't  seem  to  suit  nie.** 

"  Your  friend,  the  corporal,  must  coo* 
and  ace  you  occasionally  when  we  are  gone, 
remarked  XIrs.Woodbee,  "  and  opportuniue* 
will  occur,  I  hope,  of  our  meeting  again.' 

"Ah!"  sighed  the  veteran,  sliaking  l>i* 
head,  "  there's  no  knowing  when  folb  p«rt 
in  this  world  that  they'll  ever  meet  again- 
I've  been  at  many  a  mess  where  those  ^ 
dined  together  at  noon  didn't  live  to  meet 
at  supper;  and  this  is  not  exactly  confiiw^ 
to  us  soldiers.  Butit'snousea-grumblinft* 
continued  he,  with  a  wave  of  the  boot 
"  What  is  must  be,  and  what  must  he's  tl» 
best!" 
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"It  would  ^ve  me  much  regret,"  said 
Leonard,  taking  the  old  Peninsular  by  his 
3litary  hand,  *'  if  I  thought  that  I  should 
ever  see  you  again.  Your  kindness  has 
lade  me  feel  strong  and  well,  and  that  I 
ad  not  been  for  years — three  long  years.'' 

**And  If  you  don't  remain  so,  young 
)entleman,''  replied  Bill  Stumpit,  ^^  or  should 
bey  break  their  promise  of  treating  ye  like 

Christian — and  not  a  particularly  tough 
ne"— added  he,  "  you  know  where  to  march, 
^ir.  Paradise  Liodge  is  the  name  o'  the 
Uarters,  and  once  inside  'em,  nothing  short 
f  artiUery  should  force  a  breach." 

"I  shall  always  remember  Paradise 
odge,"  rejoined  Leonard,  ^^as  a  refuge 
here  a  kind  friend  has  a  hearty  welcome 
)  receive  me  with." 

"That's  it,  young  gentleman,''  returned 
le  old  Peninsular ;  "  that's  the  English  of 
le  text  as  sure  as  my  father's  great  grand- 

VOL.  in.  c 
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£fttber*»  nMne  was  Stompit.  And  if  they 
think — I  don't  aay  who,  but  anybody — ^tbey 
could  carry  the  defences,  let  'em  be  told 
that  I  was  at  the  siege  of  Cadiz,  and  conse- 
quently know  something  of  fortifications. 
That  8  all,"  continued  he,  as  if  he  had 
clenched  the  argument  with  a  rivet.  ^  Let 
'em  be  told  that  I  was  at  the  siege  of  Cadiz,'* 
and  the  hook  flourished  in  concord  with  the 
bit  of  British  oak,  as  if  the  reminiscence 
stirred  his  martial  spirit,  and  fired  his  blood. 

"From  the  assurances,  however,  which 
we  have  received,"  observed  Mrs.  Woodbee, 
"  I  entertain  but  little  dread  of  our  meeting 
with  all  the  consideration  promised,  and, 
therefore,  believe  that  the  fortifications,"  con- 
tinued she,  smiling,  "will  not  be  necessary." 

"I  hope  so,"  said  the  veteran;  "al- 
though if  my  feelings  were  to  be  thought 
of  only,  we  should  set  about  em  at  once, 
and  make   Paradise   Lodge  a  citadel;  fot 
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there's  something  runs  in  my  mind,  that 
when  folks  have  been  particularly  cruel, 
they  don't  know  how  to  become  the  reverse 
in  a  hurry.  But,  as  I  said  before,  what  is 
must  be,  and  what  must  he's  the  best/' 

"  But  we  are  all  liable  to  err,"  replied 
Mrs.  Woodbee,  "  and  if  amendment  be  pro- 
mised, it  can  only  be  carried  into  effect  by 
the  opportunity  being  given." 

"That's  true,"  rejoined  the  old  Peninsular, 
"  and  there's  no  getting  over  truth.  She'll 
show  her  face  at  last,  although  a  plaguy 
long  while  about  it  sometimes.  But  there's 
one  thing  puzzles  my  brain  sorely,  and  I 
can't  get  the  better  of  it." 

"  What's  that?  "  inquired  Leonard. 

The  bit  of  British  oak  was  raised,  and 
then  down  it  went  upon  the  floor  with  for- 
cible action. 

"Dicky  Crump,"  replied  its  proprietor, 
"  brought  ye  here,  placed  ye  under  my  par- 

c  2 
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ticular  care,  told  me  to  let  no  harm  come, 
or  overtake  ye,  and  be  on  guard  both  night 
and  day«  Now,  although  a  non-commis* 
sioned  officer,  he*s  my  sooperior  youll  re- 
collect, and  may  bring  me  to  a  kind  of  pri- 
vate court  martial  for  disobeying  orders." 

"  In  what  way  have  you  failed  to  observe 
the  duties  imposed  iq>on  you?  *"  asked  Mrs. 
Woodbee. 

*'  I  don't  think  it  can  be  said  that  I  hwe 
disobeyed  em,"  rejoined  the  old  Peninsular, 
"  but  what  I'm  going  to  do  is  a  different 
matter." 

"  How  so  ?  "  returned  Leonard. 

"  ^^'hy  ain't  I  going  to  surrender  ye 
into  the  very  hands  of  the  enemy?"  said 
Bill  Stumpit.  "  Don't  you  beat  a  retreat, 
as  it  were,  right  upon  his  bayonets,  trusting 
to  his  humanity  to  give  quarter  and  ground 
arms?  " 

"  My  mother  thinks —  " 
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"  Ay,  young  gentlemaii/*  interrupted  the 
veteran  with  an  emphatic  flourish  of  the  bit 
of  British  oak,  *'but  what  will  Dicky 
Crump  say?  A  man  of  my  acquiiintance 
was  flogged  once  for  thinking  right  when 
his  orders  were  wrong;  but  he  caught  it  on 
the  grounds  that  he  had  no  business  t«D  think 
at  all.'' 

"  Our  good  friend  the  corporal,"  said  Mrs. 
Woodbee,  "  is  too  polite  to  oppose  our  plans, 
of  which,  by  this  time,  he  is  acquainted.'* 

"To  be  sure,  that's  correct  enough," 
replied  the  old  Peninsular,  "  and  in  a  land 
of  liberty  like  this,  people,  to  get  anything 
in  the  shape  of  a  return  for  the  money  it 
cost  to  make  it  one,  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
do  as  they  please.  But  a  trust  is  a  trust, 
and  I'm  far  from  certain  that  I'm  not  about 
committing  a  breach  in  mine." 

"  You  shall  be  held  harmless  for  giving 
up  possession  of  us,"  rejoined  Mrs.   Wood: 
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bee,  ^^  and  receive  the  united  thanks  of  the 
corporal,  with  our  own,  for  the  andeviating 
care  you  have  taken  of  your  charge." 

''  Well,  Ma'am !  "  responded  Bill  Stumpit, 
^^  I  must  run  the  risk,  I  suppose,  of  being 
broke;  but  I  should  like  to  have  had  ye 
longer  with  me.  I've  got  used  to  company, 
d'  ye  see,  and  what  Tm  to  do  alone,  for  the 
time  to  come,  I  don't  know." 

*^  Perhaps  we  shall  hear  of  a  Mrs.  Stum- 
pit,"  remarked  Leonard,  looking  archly  at 
his  mother. 

"A  Mrs.  what,  Sir?  "  said  the  old  Penin- 
sular. "  No,  no,  young  gentleman,''  con- 
tinued he;  *'  Bill  Stumpit,  or  what  is  left  of 
him,  isn't  going  into  drill  again,  take  his 
word  for  it." 

At  this  juncture  a  post  chaise  and  pair, 
for  the  first  time  since  it  swung  upon  its 
hinges,  drew  up  at  the  gate  of  Paradise 
Lodge,  and  from    the  interior   glided — for 
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bhere  was  no  appearance  of  the  ordinary 
^it  known  as  a  walk— Doctor  Starkie  the 
[)xford  double-first  prize-man. 

Leonard  was  prepared  to  see  him — quite 
prepared — ^but  the  sight  of  the  parenthesis, 
IS  the  doctor  came  smiling  up  the  gravel 
path,  sent  the  blood  back  into  his  heart,  and 
»he  tinge  of  ruddy  health  upon  his  cheek 
hded  into  the  paleness  of  the  lily.  Old 
scenes  rushed  in  a  torrent  upon  his  memory, 
and  there  was  not  one  but  he  would  wil-^ 
lingly  have  buried  in  oblivion. 

Doctor  Starkie  expressed  himself  ad  beil^ 
in  a  most  felicitous  state  at  meeting  with 
his  dear  young  -fiiend  again,  and  shook 
Leonard  with  both  hands,  and  held  him  off 
so  as  to  be  able  to  examine  him  minutely 
from  head  to  heel,  and  conveyed  a  decided 
opinion  that  he  had  grown  much  hand- 
somer, and  more  like  his  mother  than  ever. 
Nothing  and  no  one    escaped    Doctor 
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Starkie,  and  such  was  bis  excellent 
humour  with  the  world  in  general,  that 
he  praised  and  lauded  all  that  his  eyes  fell 
upon. 

Paradise  Lodge  was  an  elysium  in  itself 
and  the  old  Peninsular  a  living  monument 
of  heroic  deeds.  The  mechanical  arrange- 
ment of  the  hook  did  not  escape  his  admi- 
ration, and  he  thought  the  bit  of  British 
oak  a  perfect  model.  The  birds,  too,  were 
worthy  of  the  attention  of  the  most  enthu- 
siastic of  ornithologists,  and  he  should  take 
an  early  opportunity  of  mentioning  them 
to  a  few  of  the  learned  societies,  with  the 
view  of  their  becoming  liberal  purchasers. 

Time,  however,  pressed,  and  if  he  might 
suggest  that,  provided  the  luggage  was 
ready — it  could  have  been  held  in  his  hat, 
and  that  he  knew  —  it  would  be  better, 
perhaps,  to  commence  the  journey  without 
further  delay ;  and  the  parenthesis  came  out 
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remarkably   strong   as   he    concluded   the 
proposition. 

No  objection  was  offered  to  this,  and  in 
silence  the  old  Peninsular  watched  the  con* 
eluding  preparations  for  their  departure. 
Many  kind  words  were  spoken  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  his  hospitality  and  kindness; 
but  Bill  Stumpit  appeared  too  much  moved 
to  speak,  and  stood  staring  with  his  Cyclops' 
eye  in  silence, 

A  few  more  brief  units  of  the  hour,  and 
the  old  Peninsular  was  straining  his  optic 
in  watching  a  yellow  post-chaise  being 
whirled  away  in  the  distance.  A  cloud  of 
dust  arose,  and  was  blown  high  into  the 
air  as  the  rapid  wheels  increased  in  velocity, 
and  as  long  as  he  could  see  even  this,  he 
still  continued  his  riveted  and  earnest  gaze. 
At  length  there  was  nothing,  not  even  a 
sound,  to  mark  the  course  it  took,  and  then 
he  turned  upon  his  bit  of  British  oak,  and 
brushed  away  a  tear. 
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CHAPTER   III. 


Corporal  Crump  was  not  one  of  thow 
efoSLy  excited  and  nervous  individuals  to  be 
put  greatly  out  of  his  way — in  the  diction 
of  household  words — by  a  mere  trifle ;  but 
had  a  shell  ploughed  its  way  through  the 
general  shop  into  the  little  back  settlement, 
and  burst  then  and  there,  he  could  scarcely 
have  evinced  greater  astonishment  or  con- 
sternation than  he  displayed  at  the  contents 
of  the  letter  which  he  then  held  in  his  hand. 

Short — of  necessity — and  quick  was  the 
corporal's  march  as  he  continued  to  peruse, 
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in  a  muttered  tone,  the  astounding  docu- 
ment ;  and,  from  the  laborious  pains  which 
he  bestowed  upon  the  work,  it  appeared  that 
he  intended  to  make  himself  complete  master 
of  each  word  and  syllable  down,  perhaps,  to 
the  crossing  of  the  T's,  and  dotting  of  the  Fs. 

The  longest  as  well  as  the  most  fleeting 
of  tasks  pertaining  to  humanity,  must  have 
an  end,  unless,  indeed,  a  Chancery  suit  may 
be  considered  in  the  light  of  an  exception, 
and,  at  length,  the  corporal,  perfect  to  the 
nicest  particular,  carefully  folded  the  letter 
in  its  pristine  creases,  and  threw  it  on  the 
table  before  him. 

^^  If  wonders  should  ever  come  to  an 
end,*"  soliloquised  he,  **  it  will  be  when  the 
world  does.* 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  sage  remark  he 
resumed  his  march  up  and  down  the  back 
settlement,  blowing,  rather  than  whistling,  the 
popular  air  of  "  The  girls  we  left  behind  us.'* 
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,  their  weather  vane  in  a 

^  west  to  north   by  east. 

my   memory  doesn't 

,  if  they  will,    they  will, 

iif  they  won't,  they  won't, 

}  on't,  and,  in  my  opinion, 

lesactly  the  truth  of  the 

ne,"  sighed  the  Corporal, 

l-una!"    and  to  the  great 

»b  Giles,  who  was  occu- 

I  customer  in  the  shop,  he 

[oor  of  the  back  settlement, 

ogth  view  of  his  upright, 


ized,  and  expressed  the  feel- 
Was  the  care  which  had 
beserve  the  secret  inviolable 
I  aside,  and  recklessly  sent  to 

e? 
onsider  yourself  accountable 
inquired  the  little  general 
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This  vent,  however,  did  not  seem  suffi- 
cient for  the  escape  of  the  excitement,  whidi 
had  risen  to  a  pressure  of  something  like  a 
hundred  and  twenty  to  the  square  inch,  and 
he  therefore  resolved  to  try  what  the  powers 
and  parts  of  speech  would  accomplish. 

**  Women  are  rum-uns  !*  ejaculated  Cor- 
poral Crump.  "  There's  no  getting  over  or 
under,  through  or  out  of  that  &ct.  I  haven't 
had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  the  feminine 
sex  throughout  my  life,  but  experience  tells 
me  that  women  are  rum-uns!  There's  no 
calculating,  with  anything  like  certainty, 
what  they'll  do  or  what  they  won't  do.  To- 
day they  think  one  thing,  to-morrow  ano- 
ther. It's  all  white  at  one  time,  and  all 
black  sooner  afterwards  than  anybody 
would  suppose  the  change  could  be  made 
in.  In  case  they  say  they  will,  you'd  think 
they  would,  by  tlie  way  in  which  they 
express  themselves ;  but  the  odds   are  even 
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that  round  comes  their  weather  vane  in  a 
jifiy  from  south  by  west  to  north  by  east. 
Somebody  said,  if  my  memory  doesn't 
deceive  me,  that  if  they  will,  they  mll^ 
depend  on't ;  but  if  they  won't,  they  i^on'f, 
and  there's  an  end  on't,  and,  in  my  opinion, 
that  chap  spoke  exactly  the  truth  of  the 
matter.  Oh  dear  me,"  sighed  the  Corporal, 
"  women  are  rum-uns !"  and  to  the  great 
amazement  of  Jacob  Giles,  who  was  occu- 
pied in  serving  a  customer  in  the  shop,  he 
flung  open  the  door  of  the  back  settlement, 
and  gave  a  full-length  view  of  his  upright, 
stiff,  anTl  wiry  figure. 

Jacob  felt  amazed,  and  expressed  the  feel- 
ing in  his  looks.  Was  the  care  which  had 
been  taken  to  preserve  the  secret  inviolable 
thus  to  be  cast  aside,  and  recklessly  sent  to 

sport  with  fortune  ? 

"Do  you  consider  yourself  accountable 

for  your  acts?"  inquired  the  little  general 
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general  shopkeeper,  rmsiDg  his  hands.  "  Tdl 
me  all  aboat  it.  What's  the  matter?— Do 
speak." 

"  Powder,  tow,  tinder,  and  brimstone ! " 
exclaimed  the  old  soldier  with  onnsual  irri- 
tability. "Am't  I  letting  fly  the  words, 
comrade,  as  hard  as  I  can  let  'em  drive? 
Don't  I  tell  ye  that  the  entire  stock  of 
crockery's  gone  to  everlasting  smash? '' 

Jacob  Giles  rubbed  his  nose,  and  replied 
"  Certainly/' 

*'  Very  good  then ! "  rejoined  the  Corporal, 
*'  that's  what  I  mean.  But  if  you're  not 
satisfied  with  an  outline  of  the  manoeuvres 
which  have  stole  a  march  upon  us,  there  are 
the  particulars,"  continued  he,  handing  the 
letter  to  Jacob,  which  had  caused  so  much 
perturbation  in  his  mind. 

"  Why,  where  did  this  come  from  ?  "  in- 
quired the  little  general  shopkeeper,  exa- 
mining the  superscription. 


•«. 
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"  Miss  Clara  sent  Bridget  with  it  not  three 
minates  since,"  responded  the  Corporal. 

"Perils  of  the  deep!"  again  exclaimed 
Jacob  Gilesy  at  the  end  of  the  first  paragraph 
of  the  epistle.  "  Persuaded  of  the  necessity 
of  returning  home  and  confident  of  the — — ." 

"There,  there!"  interrupted  Corporal 
Crump,  "  keep  the  pleasure  of  reading  it  all 
to  yourself,  comrade.  I  know  every  word, 
and  would  repeat  them  backwards  for  a 
small  wager.  Birds  are  said  to  be  caught 
easily  if  you  can  put  a  pinch  of  salt  on  their 
tails,  and  darn  my  old  coat  if  it  doesn't  seem 
too  true  to  be  denied.'* 

"  And  will  arrive  this  very  day,"  muttered 
Jacob,  as  he  devoured  the  information  with 
an  avidity  which  can  scarcely  be  described. 

"  Without  so  much  as  giving  an  hour's 
notice  of  the  movement,"  remarked  Corporal 
Crump,  with  more  ill-humour  than  he  had 
ever  yet  displayed  upon  any  subject,  "  and 

vo  L.  HI.  D 
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of  others,  "  that  being  discovered, 
t  see  what  Mrs-  Woodbee  was  to  do, 
than  to   return   home.     If  the 
^CBT  lady  hadn't  come  by  her  own 
ill,  they  might  have  dragged  her.'* 
^  if   I'd  been    by   her  elbow,"   ob- 
d     the    Corporal,     sternly.      "They 
Mi*t   have  dragged  her,  comrade,  if  Fd 
•rithin  a  musket's  length." 
rat     you    were    not,"  argued    Jacob, 
that  makes  a  wide  difference.     They 
ced  upon  her,  doubtlessly,  like  a  hawk 
a  fledgling^  and  she  yielded  perhapa, 
nend,  from  a  cause  which  often  makes 
liter  heart  than  hers  quail  in  the  battle 
5 — ^necessity." 

^^^  weU !  »  gaid  Corporal  Crump,  as 

P*^v>     at    least,   coincided  in  this 

^^'        A  itiay  have  been  somewhat  too 

^y  judgment;  but  it  does  seem 

^^e  Q   ^Q^YQ  j^i^^  trouble  should  be 

d2 
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taking  us  all  by  surprise ;  it's  what  I  a& 
mutinous.  What  was  the  use,  I  should  &> 
to  be  informed,  of  ray  slipping  about  tisi  ' 
neighbourhood  like  a  thief  in  the  dark,  and 
wearing  a  hat,"  continued  he,  pointing  to  tlie 
brigandish-looking  beaver,  occupying  a  re- 
mote comer  of  the  back  settlement,  "  raort 
to  cover  my  face  than  my  head,  when 
directly  lay  back  was  turned,  or  soon  iSiet- 
wards,  all  one's  care  is  set  at  Dongfat,  u^ 
straight  into  mischief  they  go,  like  moth* 
into  a  candle?" 

"  But  I  don't  see,"  observed  Jacob  ;  "but 
I  don't  see — " 

"  Nor  I  either,"  interrupted  the  Corponl, 
impatiently.  "  It's  impoaaible  that  any  oot 
should  through  such  a  haze  of  circnnf 
stances." 

"  But  I  was  going  to  add,"  resumed  the 
little  general  shopkeeper,  for  it  was  part  * 
his  kindly  nature  to  find  excuses  for  ^ 
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conduct  of  Others,  ^^  that  being  discovered, 
I  don't  see  what  Mrs.  Woodbee  was  to  do, 
otherwise  than  to  return  home.  If  the 
poor  dear  lady  hadn't  come  by  her  own 
free  will,  they  might  have  dragged  her." 

"Not  if  rd  been  by  her  elbow,"  ob- 
served the  Corporal,  sternly,  "They 
wouldn't  have  dragged  her,  comrade,  if  Fd 
been  within  a  musket's  length." 

"But  you  were  not,"  argued  Jacob, 
^^  and  that  makes  a  wide  difference.  They 
pounced  upon  her,  doubtlessly,  like  a  hawk 
upon  a  fledgling,  and  she  yielded  perhaps, 
my  friend,  from  a  cause  which  often  makes 
a  stouter  heart  than  hers  quail  in  the  battle 
of  life — ^necessity." 

"  Well,  well ! "  said  Corporal  Crump,  as 
if  he  partly,  at  least,  coincided  in  this 
opinion.  "  I  may  have  been  somewhat  too 
hasty  in  my  judgment;  but  it  does  seem 
hard  that  one  s  care  and  trouble  should  be 

d2 
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turned  over,  when  least  expected,  like  a 
pail  of  Buds.'^ 

"  Time  reveals  most  things,"  repKed  the 
little  general  shopkeeper,  ^^and  I  think, 
with  patience,  that  we  shall  find  Mr^ 
Woodbee  has  acted  neither  hastily  nor  un- 
wisely.'* 

Corporal  Crump  administered  upon  his 
own  breast  a  sonorous  thwack,  with  the 
intent^  it  appeared,  of  correcting  some 
feelings  within,  and  gave  a  succession  of 
quick  double-knocks  between  Jacob's  shoul- 
ders, in  unlimited  approval  of  the  senti- 
ments which  he  had  expressed. 

"  Two  heads  are  said  to  be  better  than 
one,'*  remarked  the  old  soldier,  "and  / 
know  that  two  hearts  are." 

There  was  a  slight  bustle  in  the  shop 
at  this  moment,  a  sound  which  might  have 
been  conjectured  as  the  effect  of  leaves 
agitated  by   the  dying   wind    at  eventide. 
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It  proved  however,  to  be  the  rapidly  re- 
volving skirts  of  Doctor — in  the  absence  of 
his  stiff  partner  his  title  will  be  renewed — 
Grimes's  coat,  as  that  pounder  of  drugs  came 
with  a  whirl  among  piles  of  Cheshire 
cheeses,  bales  of  calico,  barrels  of  the  real 
Dorset,  and  other  miscellaueous  articles 
comprising  the  stock  of  the  general  shop. 

"Is  anybody  here?  is  nobody  here?" 
quickly  asked  the  apothecary,  turning 
round  as  if  set  on  an  easy-going  pivot. 

"  Oh  yes,  Doctor,  here  we  are,"  replied 

Jacob,  making  his  appearance  from  the 
murky  depths  of  the  back  settlement. 

"  Come,"  rejoined  the  doctor,  panting  like 
a  coursed  hare,  "that's  right!  wouldn't 
have  missed  ye  for  a  shilling.  Just  come 
from  the  Oaks?  Have  ye  heard  what's 
happened?" 

Jacob  was  about  replying  in  the  affirma- 
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tive;  but  the  corporal  checked  him  with 
a  hidden  dig  in  the  ribs  from  behind. 

"  Ye — no,"  returned  he,  "  that  is  to  say, 
not  exactly,  perhaps.* 

^'  Hoped  I  should  be  the  first  to  tell  ye, 
rejoined  the  breathless  apothecary,     "  Like 
to  carry  the   freshest   news  at  all   times. 
Who  do  you  think  is  to  be  at — " 

"  If  that's  all,'*  broke  in  the  Corporal, 
suddenly  appearing  above  Jacob's  head  like 
a  poplar  above  a  pollard,  "  well  not  trouble 
you.  Doctor.  The  intelligence.  Sir,  so  to 
speak,  is  crusted." 

"  What,  are  you  back  again?"  ejaculated 
the  apothecary,  with  as  much  amazement 
as  if  an  apparition  of  one  of  his  late 
lamented  patients  stood  before  him. 

"  If  I'm  not,"  rejoined  Corporal  Crump, 
'*  the  counterfeit's  so  good,  that  it'll  pass,  I 
know." 


■^  ■" 
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^^  What  news  for  Margaret ! '  exclaimed 
Doctor  Grimes,  exultingly;  and  making  a 
irm  pull  to  get  his  hat  well  over  his  eyes, 
iway  he  went  at  a  pace  which  made  the 
Ails  of  his  coat  stand  out  like  buckram. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Dark,  heavy  tapestry  fell  around  a  deep  bay 
window,  through  the  lattice- worked  panes 
of  which  the  moon  beams  stole,  throwing  a 
varied  light  upon  the  walls  of  the  apartment 
and   streaking  long,  gaunt   shadows   upon 
the   floor.      In   the  distance    they   danced 
glitteringly  in  bars  of  liquid  silver  as  the 
night  wind  swept  in  ripples  the  bosom  of 
the   lake,    and   darting   through   the   dew 
drops,  studding  the  greensward,  myriads  of 
stars  flashed  as  brightly  on   earth,  as  those 
then  glistening  in  the  realms  above. 
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In  the  recess,  and  commanding  a  full 
view  of  the  brilliant  moon-lit  scene,  sat 
Alice  Woodbee,  and  a  second  chair,  within 
a  few  feet  of  hers  was  occupied  by  the 
proud  proprietor  of  the  Oaks,  and  the 
manors  thereunto  belonging. 

For  an  hour  they  had  been  left  alone,  and 
for  an  hour  not  a  sentence  or  word  had 
dropped  from  either  of  their  lips.  The 
silence  was  most  awkward — a  pause  of  the 
most  unpleasant  kind ;  but  neither  seemed 
disposed  to  break  it. 

Scrupulously  particular  with  his  promise, 
as  he  would  have  been  in  meeting  his  accep- 
tance, Tobias  Woodbee  received  his  wife 
and  son  as  if  they  had  been  from  home,  for 
a  time,  with  his  full  leave  and  concurrence. 
He  shook  both  by  their  hands,  and  even, 
after  a  moment's  hesitation,  went  to  the  un- 
expected length  of  saluting  his  wife's  cheek. 
There  was  a  formality  in  the  action  which 
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conveyed  a  feeUng  not  deeper  than  the  skm; 
bat  it  had  the  effect  of  rendering  the  recep- 
tion much  less  embarrassing.      Regarding 
Leonard,   he  was  agreeably    surprised  to 
witness  such  an  alteration  for  the  better  in 
his  health,  and  said  so  with  a  frankness  ex* 
pressive,  one  might  think,  of  the  honesty  of 
the  assertion.     He  had  smiles  for  both,  and  no 
shades  of  a  frown  for  either,  and  a  stranger 
would  have  reasonably  supposed  that  Tobias 
Woodbee  was  a  pattern  of  a  husband,  and 
the  finest  sample  of  a  father  capable  of  pro- 
duction, let  the  search  for  the  jewel  be  never 

so  wide. 

The  dinner — that  to  which  the  apothecary 
had  been  invited — passed  off  remarkably 
well,  and  nothing  could  exceed  the  apparent 
delight  of  Doctor  Starkie,  as  the  good 
humour  of  his  patron  became  more  strongly 
developed  as  the  evening  advanced. 
Quietly,  and  in  a  way  beyond  being  de- 
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scribed  with  anything  like  accurateness,  the 
Ox£3rd  double-first  prize-man  applauded 
everything  done  and  said  to  the  echo,  and 
the  parenthesis  looked  fixed  as  he  often 
glanced  in  triumph  towards  Alice  with  eyes 
which  spoke  as  clearly  as  eyes  were  ever 
known  to  speak: — ^^'TisI  who  have  done 
this,  remember,  /  who  can  do  and  undo." 

Hours  passed  swiftly  and  smoothly  as 
were  ever  turned  from  the  sycle  of  Time, 
and  the  pleasant  little  apothecary  of 
Grundy's  Green  quitted  the  Oaks  with  the 
firm  conviction  that  a  more  united  family 
he  had  not  eaten  a  nicer  selected,  better- 
chosen  dinner,  withal,  since  he  walked  the 
hospitals.  Whatever  differences  might 
have  existed,  they  were  now  healed,  and  he 
resolved  to  promulgate  this  intelligence  to 
the  entire  neighbourhood  between  the  next 
lisingof  the  sun  and  settingof  that  luminary. 

Upon  the  apothecary's  departure,  Doctor 
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Starkie  observed  that  he  desired  a  priyate 
conference  with  his  inestimable  young  papil, 
and,  somewhat  to  Leonard's  dismay,  he 
looped  an  arm  within  one  of  his,  and  took 
him  oat  of  the  room,  with  a  force  slightly 
blended  with  persuasion. 

For  an  hour  they  had  been  left  alone, 
and  for  an  hour  not  a  word  or  sentence  bad 
dropped  from  either  of  their  lips.  One  had 
much  to  say,  however,  and  she  felt  that  the 
present  was  too  precious  to  be  lost.  Falter- 
ing words  rose  to  die  inaudibly  upon  her 
tongue.  She  knew  not  how  to  begin,  and 
yet  her  heart  told  her  that  each  momcDt 
but  added  to  the  danger  of  delay. 

Oh,  that  he  would  say  something!  She 
could  bear  reproaches,  coarse  as  even  he 
could  speak  them,  better  than  this  terrible 
silence.  His  aflfected  welcome  and  kindness 
she  saw  was  mere  shallow  acting — a  ray  of 
pale,    watery   sunshine,    which   sometimes 
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precedes  the  gloom — and  that  the  outside 
Tarnish  scarcely  screened  the  gaping  clefts 
beneath.  He  had  made  a  promise,  however, 
and  Tobias  Woodbee  entertained  too  high 
notions  of  respectability,  and  what  was  due 
to  his  character,  to  forfeit  a  word  of  it. 
The  immediate  successor  of  the  great  man 
on  'Change  possessed  lofty  notions  of  pro- 
mises, and  every  button  would  have  flown 
off  the  white  waistcoat  at  the  ghost  of  a 
suspicion  being  circulated  that  he  had  not 
kept  the  strictest  faith  in  every  engagement 
of  his  life,  whether  coming  under  the  head 
of  commercial,  political,  or  social. 

There  he  sat  with  a  hand  placed  beneath 
the  treasured  garment,  and  across  his  breast, 
while  the  other  drummed  an  imaginary 
tune  upon  an  arm  of  the  chair,  for  no  sound 
came  from  it.  As  far  as  the  uncertain  light 
permitted  the  picture  to  be  brought  out 
with   correctness,    the  portrait  of    Tobias 
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Woodbee  appeared  proud,  triumphtuit,  ivl 
satisfied. 

"  Can  you — will  you  listeQ  to  me  f  it 
length  fell  in  a  Low,  plaintive  voice  upoB 
his  ear. 

The  respectable  head  of  the  proprietor  rf 
the  Oaks  bent  slowly  forwards,  and  r^un* 
ing  its  perpendicular  in  the  same  measuml 
form,  an  affirmative  might  be  supposed  W 
have  been  thus  signalised. 

"  I  need  not  ask,"  said  Alice,  in  the  same 
tone,  "  whether  my  conduct,  in  quitting 
your  roof,  deeply  offended  you — that  I 
know.  But,"  continued  she,  "  that  st^ 
would  never  have  been  taken,  had  1  then 
had  what  I  now  hope  to  possess." 

"  May  I  inquire  what  that  is,  Hadunr 
returned  her  husband,  with  infinite  polite- 
ness, if  with  little  warmth. 

"  A  patient  hearing,"  replied  Alice, 
calmly.     For  the  third  time  the  respectJ* 
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bead  signified  that  a    silent    assent  was 
given. 

And  the  qoick  words — ^words  uttered  in 
a  soft,  apprehensive  whisper — ^were  poured 
into  his  ears,  and  the  listener  edged  his 
chair  nearer  and  nearer  to  her  who  spoke 
them.  He  no  longer  drummed  an  imaginary 
air,  neither  was  a  hand  thrust  among  the 
dainty  plaits  beneath  the  white  waistcoat  ; 
but,  leaning  forward,  he  clutched  the  arms 
of  the  seat,  and  breathed  like  one  whose 
breath  was  hard  to  get. 

The  moonbeams  streamed  through  the 
lattice- worked  panes  of  the  bay  window 
brighter  and  brighter  yet,  and  the  long, 
gaunt  shadows  on  the  walls  began  to  dwin- 
dle into  pigmies ;  but  still  he  listened. 

"  To  be  deceived ;  for  Azmto  bea  popinjay !" 

Beads  of  cold  sweat  oozed  from  his  brow. 

"A  cuckold!" 
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An  oath,  deep  and  blasting  burst  from  lus 
tongue. 

*•  He  would  — ;"  but  hb  utterance  was 
choked. 

"  Stay !"  exclaimed  the  soft,  trembling 
voice,  ^'  and  hear  me  to  the  end.  As  husband 
and  wife — in  the  holy  meaning  of  those 
words — we  have  never  been,  perhaps  never 
can  be ;  but  an  AUseeing  Eye  knows  that  I 
never  deceived  you  in  thought,  word,  or 
deed.  What  I  have  now  told  you,  and  what 
yet  remains  for  you  to  learn,  was  far  from 
my  wish  to  withhold  even  for  a  moment, 
had  I  dared  to  make  the  communication.  It 
was  not,  however,  from  any  fear  of  conse- 
quences to  myself  or  your  honor  — " 

"  Damnation ! "  muttered  he,  wringing  his 
hands  convulsively  together. 

"  It  was  not  from  any  fear  of  these,"  re- 
sumed Alice,  "  that  I  became  a  fugitive  and 
wanderer,  but  the  dread  of  — " 
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"  Tell  me  no  more,"  interrupted  the 
wretched  man,  in  a  strange,  unearthly  tone. 
"  I  see  all,  all,"  continued  he.  "  I  was  the 
fool  and  you  the — ha,  ha,  ha !"  and  the  wild 
laugh  jarred  upon  the  ear  like  a  shriek  of 
misery.  "  My  boy,  too !  To  make  him  a 
victim,  and  me  a  devil ! " 

"  Suppress  these  feelings,"  returned  she. 
"  I  have  still  more  to  say." 

"  Unless  you'd  drive  me  mad,"  added  he, 
jumping  upon  his  feet,  "  speak  not  another 
word.  There's  a  fire  here,"  continued  he, 
thumping  his  breast,  "  which  can  only  be 
quenched  by  death.     I'll  murder  — " 

With  that  word  his  lips  closed,  and 
his  head  drooping  gradually  on  one  side,  he 
dropped  upon  the  floor  as  if  a  bullet  had 

passed  through  his  brain. 

A  scream,  loud  and  long,  echoed  through 
the  house  from  room  to  room,  startling 
many  a  drowsy  bat  in  the  oaken  wainscots. 

VOL.  III.  E 
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Within  a  few  brief  seconds  Doctor  Starkie 
bore  away  the  inanimate  form  of  Alice  in 
his  arms,  and  ashy  as  were  her  lips  he  would 
then,  dead  as  she  looked,  have  smothered 
them  with  burning  kisses,  had  not  her  weep- 
ing child  been  near  to  guard  her  from 
sensual  touch. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


**Ip  these  days  be  so  particularly  en- 
lightened," remarked  Corporal  Crump,  oc- 
cupying that  coziest  of  cozy  seats,  the  old  arm 
chair,  in  the  bar-parlour  of  the  Harrow  and 
Pitchfork,  "  if  these  days  be  so  particularly 
enlightened,"  repeated  he,  "  as  some  people 
say,  it's  my  opinion  Folly  must  hold  the 
candle." 

Mistress  Twigg  felt  almost  sorry  that 
somebody,  besides  herself,  was  not  present 
to  benefit  by  so  erudite  a  remark,  and  yet 
that  buxom  relict  of  the  departed  unknown 

k2 
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would  have  admitted,  had  the  secrets  of  her 
heart  been  revealed,  that  to  be  alone  with 
the  corporal  was  a  treat  of  no  common 
order. 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is  or  why  it  is,** 
continued  he,  musingly ;  "  but  there  seems 
to  be  a  kind  of  rabid  movement  now-a^yS) 
to  improve  everybody  and  everything,  al- 
though, as  far  as  I  have  yet  seen,  folks 
neither  live  longer  nor  die  easier." 

Mistress  Twigg  observed,  that  as  far  as 
her  practical  knowledge  extended,  she  fdt 
justified  in  entertaining  an  opinion  so  per- 
fectly similar,  that  it  might  properly  be 
compared  to  a  twin  currant  on  the  same 
stalk. 

"  I  am  not  one  of  those  either,"  said  the 
Corporal,  *'  who  think  there's  nothing 
like  the  good  old  days  of  Adam  and  Eve." 

The  widow  blushed  like  the  roseate  mom, 
for  a  slight  sketchy  outline  of  the  primitive 
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costume  of  that  early  period  in  the  World's 
history,  at  that  moment  presented  itself  to 
her  mental  vision. 

"  It's  by  no  means  uncommon,"  continued 
Corporal  Crump,  "to  find  people  giving 
prmse  to  nodiing  but  what's  old,  barring 
always  a  woman,  who,  if  her  word  is  to  be 
taken,  never  grows  ancient ;  but  if  I'm  any 
judge,  the  scales  of  the  past  and  the  present 
are  pretty  evenly  balanced.  The  pull  is  not 
great  on  either  side." 

The  hostess  expressed  herself  satisfied  of 
the  statement  being  grafted  upon  unques- 
tionable and  veritable  fact. 

"Do  what  we  may,"  resumed  the  Cor- 
poral, "say  what  we  please,  dance,  limp, 
sing,  or  weep ;  the  beginning  of  life  will  re* 
main  the  same  as  it  has  been,  and  so  will 
its  end." 

The  widow's  capacious  bosom  heaved  a 
eorresponding  sigh,  and  with  a  shake  of  the 
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head  she  added,  that  ^^it  was  very  true, 
remarkably  so," 

"Speaking  of  life,"  continued  the  old 
soldier,  who  appeared  inclined  to  retain  the 
thread  of  the  discussion,  *^I  often  think 
what  histories  the  newspapers  contain  under 
the  head  of  births,  deaths,  and  marriages.** 

Mistress  Twigg  looked  intently  upon  the 
pointed  toe  of  her  buckled  slipper,  but  made 
no  rejoinder.  She  began  to  feel  a  flutter 
within,  caused  by  these  words,  of  no  ordi- 
nary kind. 

'*Ah!"  ejaculated  Corporal  Crump,  re- 
ferring to  the  white-washed  ceiling  directly 
above  his  head,  as  if  a  few  notes  might  be 
referred  to  from  that  quarter,  "there's  s 
great  deal  in  those  few  words,  Charlotte, 
births,  deaths,  and  marriages.'-' 

It  was  very  strange  that  he  should  thus 
dwell  upon  them,  at  least  so  thought  the 
relict   of  the    dep  rted    Twigg,    and    her 
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slipper  began  to  beat  time  to  the  whirligig 
of  thoughts  in  her  brain,  and  the  crimson 
ribands  rustled  in  a  way  which  fiilly  indi- 
cated the  condition  of  the  feelings  of  the 
wearer. 

Perchance,  and  flattering  hope  prompted 
the  pleasing  thought,  Corporal  Crump  was 
arriving  at  a  state  of  focus. 

"  Our  acquaintance,  Charlotte,"  said  the 
old  soldier,  and  his  voice  sounded  to  the 
widow's  ear  as  soft,  and  far  more  musical 
than  a  well-played  flute  or  shepherd's  pipe, 
"  our  acquaintance,  Charlotte,"  repeated  he, 
*4s  not  of  yesterday's  date.  We  have 
known  each  other  long  enough  to  under- 
stand each  other,  I  believe,  and  if  I've  not 
spoken  plainly  out — " 

It  was  coming  then;  the  question — that 
question  which  she  had  once  heard  before, 
was  on  the  air-trigger  of  being  popped 
again.      No   wonder  that  the    bar-parlour, 
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lemons,  and  teaspoons  started  off  in  a  waltt* 
The  punch-bowl  threw  a  somerset,  and  the 
corporal  stood  on  his  head* 

It — ^that  is  to  say,  whatever  it  was-- 
passed.  All  was  still,  save  those  goahing 
emotions  which  rise  from  loving  hearts,  lOs 
sparkles  of  light  from  wine. 

The  corporal,  lemons,  teaspoons,  and 
punch-bowl,  resumed  their  wonted  places 
and  positions,  and  none  appeared  the 
worse  for  those  movements  which,  in 
engineering  diction  would  be  described, 
eccentric. 

"  If  I've  not  spoken  plainly  out,"  thoee 
were  the  last  words  she  heard,  and  to  hcf 
inexpressible  joy  these  followed ;  "  force  d 
circumstances,  Charlotte,  alone  caused  me 
to  halt  in  my  inclination.  I  did  not  see  my 
way  clear  enough  to  ask  you  to  become  an 
old  soldier's  wife  before  ;  but  if  you'll  be 
content  to  share  my  pension—*' 
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She  would,  and  there  was  her  hand  as  a 
)ledge  for  her  word. 

Corporal  Crump  accepted  the  guerdon 
bs  well  became  a  pliant  spirit,  and  pressing 
t  a  little  below  the  Waterloo  medal 
nrhich  garnished  his  breast,  he  gave  a 
cud  explosive  kiss  upon  the  widow's 
ips,  sounding  not  unlike  detonating 
M)wder. 

"  While  my  poor  missis  lives,"  said  the 
Corporal,  after  a  slight  pause — and  a  shade 
>f  sorrow  passed  over  his  features  as  he 
spoke —  ^'  and  Miss  Clara  remains  a  forlorn, 
lelpless  orphan,  Charlotte,  we  mustn't  for- 
^t  that  the  pension  has  some  claims  upon 
it.  I  couldn't  give  up  all  the  pension  for 
wrhatis  called  pin  money." 

"  Pin  money !  " 

The  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork 
thought  of  a  certain  private,  well-protected 
secret  drawer,  the  key  of  which  then  hung 
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at  her  girdle,  and  laughed  pleasantlyi  not 
sarcastically,  at  the  idea  of  pin  money. 

'^  I  don't  mean  to  raise  false  hopes  or 
fiEibulous  expectations  concerning  my  pro- 
perty,** replied  she  with  thesmallestapproadi 
to  the  minutest  display  of  vanity;  '^bat 
for  all  our  earthly  wants,  dear  Richard,  and 
indeed  comforts,  I  have  enough — perhaps  a 
little  more.** 

Corporal  Crump's  countenance  became 
illuminated  with  this  intelligence.  The 
"  little  more  "  topped  it  with  the  cream  o^ 
perfect  satisfaction,  and  fanned  the  embers 
of  his  affection  until  they  began  to  glow  in 
a  white  heat. 

"Charlotte,"  rejoined  he,  impressively, 
"  we  are  not  children ;  not  of  that  age  to 
require  being  fed  with  a  spoon,  and  there- 
fore I  shall  forbear  from  saying  anything 
which  might  lay  me  open  to  the  charge 
of  being  spooney.     At  the  same  time,  if  I 


THE    BELLK    OF    THE    VILLAGE.  59 

were  to  give  vent  to  all  my  feelings  on  this 
occasion,  you'd  find  some  of  them  as  fresh 
a43  water-cresses,  and  in  saying  that  I  look 
with  an  anxious  hope  that  as  little  delay  as 
possible  will  take  place  before  we  march  to 
that  church,  where  Fll  make  you  mine,  and 
endow  you  with  those  few  earthly  goods  I 
possess,  together  with  as  liberal  a  share  of 
the  pension  as  circumstances  will  permit,  it's 
no  more  than  an  old  soldier  may  say,  upon 
the  only  security  which  he  has  at  this 
moment  to  offer — ^his  honor." 

Mistress  Twigg,  like  a  fond  happy  woman 
that  she  was,  entertained  the  most  compre- 
hensive faith  in  all  that  the  corporal  asserted, 
and,  therefore,  why  she  considered  it  neces- 
sary to  raise  the  comer  of  her  black  silk 
apron  to  her  eyes  at  this  moment,  and  go 
through  the  ceremony  of  shedding  two 
tears,  cannot  be  explained.  Speculation 
may  trace  their  source  from  the  fountains 
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of  joy ;  but  there  they  were,  big  and— it  is 
supposed — ^briny. 

^^  I  shall  ever  make  your  comforts, 
Richard,  the  study  of  those  remaining  days 
which  may  yet  be  spared  me,"  sobbed  the 
jolly  widow. 

^^A  wife  who  studies  that,  Charlotte," 
replied  he,  ^^  knows  her  duty,  and,  as  a  great 
improvement  upon  the  knowledge,  does  it' 

''  We  can't  expect  to  be  happy  in  this 
world,  or  be  worthy  of  blessings,"  rejoined 
Mistress  Twigg  with  the  apron  still  at  the 
comers  of  her  eyes,  "  unless  we  make  our 
homes  comfortable ;  and  how  is  a  home  to 
be  comfortable,  unless  the  husband  of  it  is 
at  peace,  and  enjoys  his  ease?" 

*^Well  would  it  be,  Charlotte,"  said  the 
Corporal,  with  a  gravity  of  manner  amount- 
ing almost  to  the  solemn,  "  if  that  question 
was  written  in  letters  of  gold  in  every 
household  in  England.     Many  a  man  would 
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then  sit  by  his  own  fireside,  who  now  makes 
it  his  care  to  keep  as  wide  from  it  as  possi- 
ble." 

The  hostess  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork 
felt  flattered  at  the  compliment ;  and,  it  is 
fairly  conjectured,  that  a  betrothed  scarcely 
could  be  found  within  the  belt  of  this  sublu- 
nary planet,  on  better  terms  with  herself 
and  her  lover,  than  Mistress  Twigg. 

"  There  is  just  one  thing  I  will  mention," 
returned  she.     "  You  have  been  generous 
enough,  dear  Richard,  to  speak  of  my  share 
of  the  pension.     I  beg  to  state  that  whatever 
that  may  be,  is  at  your  free  disposal.     I'll 
not  take  one  sixpence  of  it,  and  if" — the 
widow  drew  in  a  long  breath,  like  the  hiss 
of  a  stray  goose — "  I  may  be  guilty  of  one 
act  of  liberality  without  provoking  the  cen- 
sure of  my  neighbours,  and  having  false 
motives    scored  to   what  I  do,  without  so 
much  as  ever  thinking  of  them,  let  me  teU 
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you  that  willingly,  not  grudgingly,  Ricliapl, 
I  place  at  your  disposal  my  savings,  and  tbey 
amount  to  a  sum  which,  to  see  clearly,  re- 
quires no  strong  miignifying  glass  nine' 
take  upon  myself  the  responsibility,"  con- 
tinued the  widow,  looking  down  the  sides  o( 
her  nose,  "  to  point  out  the  ways  and  taem 
by  which  my  savings  may  be  appUed  in 
accordance  with  my  own  wishes ;  but  shool^ 
a  slender  hint  not  be  objectionable,  I  will 
be  brazen-iaced  enough  to  observe,  that  if 
the  whole  is  appropriated  to  the  uses  ctf 
Mrs.  Lieutenant  Somerset  and  her  pret? 
daughter,  I  shall  not  consider  that  I  saved 
a  farthing,  without  getting  a  fully  penny  by 
my  thrift." 

"  I  could  stand  cool  in  some  positioiUi 
observed  Corporal  Crump.  "  I  have  done 
BO,  although  1  say  it;  but  there's  no  resist- 
ing force  like  this.  Charlotte,  you're  » 
angel ! "  and  seizing  the  object  of  his  afiec- 
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tions  in  a  strong  gripe,  he  would  doubtlessly 
—  to  apply  figurative  language  —  have 
smothered  her  with  his  kisses,  had  not  the 
chink-wink  twang,  chink-wink  twa-a-ang  of 
a  horn  suddenly  caused  him  to — still  figu- 
ratively speaking-^ound  arms. 

"  The  mail,"  whispered  Mrs.  Twigg,  with 
a  finger  upon  her  lip,  "  the  mail's  coming." 

The  corporal,  in  a  moment,  became  bolt 
upright,  stiff,  and  perpendicular  as  a  ramrod. 

^^  That  Jonathan,"  said  he  \vith  a  martial 
firown,  "  and  I  had  better  not  meet  I  think." 

"Not  meet?"  exclaimed  the  widow, 
feigning  a  degree  of  astonishment  which 
she  most  decidedly  did  not  entertain.  "  I 
thought  you  were  the  best  of  friends." 

"  We  don't  always  command  the  force  of 
circumstances,"  mysteriously  remarked  the 
Corporal.  ''  Td  rather  not  meet  that  Jona- 
than to-night." 

"  Come,   come,   dear    Richard,"    replied 
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Mistress  Twigg,  pleased  M  every  woman  ii 
at  the  display  of  jealoas  rivaliy  for  ha 
channs,  "you  have  no  cause  to  pick  a  qutf- 
rel  with  Jonathan.  He  always  spoke  of  yon 
as  you  deserve,  and  never  said  a  word  tome 
but  what  might  be  repeated  to  your  face- 
Be  just  to  Jonathan,"  pleaded  the  widoir, 
"  as  he  has  been  just  to  you." 

A  shout  of  laughter  now  broke  from  tlie 
vicinity  of  the  bar,  and  being  taken  up,  or 
seconded,  by  a  hoarser  description  of  mem- 
mcnt,  the  noise  was  prodigious  in  tbe 
extreme. 

"  I  said  so,"  hallooed  a  voice,  "  I  said  bow 
it  would  be,  widder.  A  man  that  goes  up 
the  road  is  sure  to  come  down  again.  Up 
pumpkin  and  do^vn  squash.  That's  your 
sauce  for  Michaelmas !  " 

"What's  the  toast  now?"  croaked  tbe 
Guard.  "  Is  it  the  King  with  no  heel-taps? 
Hnw   haw,  h-a-w." 
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"  Shouldn^t  wonder  but  what  he*8  got  a 
milder  sort  by  this  time,  eh,  widder?*"  re- 
marked Jonathan  with  a  wink. 

The  hostess  simpered,  that  her  customers 
were  sometimes  rather  more  than  she  could 
manage. 

"Take  a  partner  then,  widder,"  replied 
Jonathan,  ^^  and  if  I  had  the  choice  of  being 
either  your  sleeping  one,  or  t'other  kind,  I 
wouldn't  occupy  a  whole  week  to  consider 
of  it." 

This  observation  caused  a  slight  uneasi- 
ness in  Mistress  Twigg's  bosom,  and  she 
began  to  think  that  it  might  have  been  as 
well  that  the  Corporal  and  Jonathan  had 
not  met. 


VOL.  II  r.  V 


CHAPTER  VL 

The  gossips  of  Grundy's  Green  were  uni- 
nimous  in  the  report  of  Mrs.  Woodbee's  tsA 
Leonard's  return  to  the  Oaks.  There  coou 
be  no  doubt  whatever  as  to  that  feet;  tat 
whether  they  were  coerced  or  induced,  wl* 
ther  compelled  by  the  strong  arm  of  Ae 
law,  or  decoyed  by  more  subtle  means,  R- 
mained  a  subject  on  which  there  existed  a 
diversity  of  opinions,  and  conflicting  stJ^ 
ments. 

Great  was  the  perplexity  also,  upon  the 
rumour  gaining  ground  of  the  serious  indis- 
position of  the  Squire  and  his  wife.     1^ 
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both  should  be  attacked  at  the  same  time 
looked  truly  suspicious,  and  stories  were 
rife  that  the  soup,  flesh,  or  fowl  at  dinner 
was  poisoned ;  but  whether  accidentally,  or 
otherwise,  met  with  both  supporters  and 
defenders. 

Some  never  thought  that  good  would  come 
of  such  a  proud,  consequential,  hard-hearted 
man  as  Squire  Woodbee  was,  and  deplored 
the  day  that  made  the  great  house  his.  It 
was  a  sorry  one  for  the  poor  of  those  parts, 
although  they  had  nothing  to  say  against 
the  lady  and  Master  Leonard.  Poor  things ! 
they  had  a  kind  word  for  everybody,  and 
how  it  was  such  a  wife  and  son  belonged  to 
him,  passed  their  understanding. 

That  bookman,  too !  they  wondered  who 
he  could  be,  and  what  he  looked  at  the  stars 
so  often  through  a  spy-glass  for.  A  few 
old  women  shook  their  heads  at  such  ques- 
tions,   and    expressed    a   determination   of 

F  2 
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nailing  horseshoes  on  the  thresholds  of  their 
doors  in  case  he  sliould  pass  that  way.  Ab 
evil  eye  that  bookman  had,  and  no  wondff 
that  Master  Leonard  withered  undtr  it  H 
was  not  for  thena  to  say  all  they  thongiii, 
wise  people  never  did ;  but  if  that  bookman 
was  not  the  devil  himself,  he  was  a  nearer 
relation  than  fifth  cousin. 

To  convey  on  approach  to  the  aatonidi- 
nient  which  Miss  Christina  Baxter  felt  it 
the  turn  which  things  had  taken,  wouldbe 
beyond  the  range  of  possibility,  long  as  that 
range  unquestionably  is.  She  had  been 
duly  informed  by  the  considerate  corporal, 
of  the  astounding  intelligence,  fresh  as  it 
had  arrived  at  the  general  shop,  of  the 
inttndtid  return  of  her  dear  friend  and  pajnl 
of  other  days.  Vague  and  undefined  a» 
the  cause  appeared  for  this  most  unexpected 
proceeding,  Miss  Baxter  came,  by  a  sudden 
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jamp,  to  a  similar  conclusion  with  Jacob 
Giles,  that  it  had  been  adopted  from  the 
total  absence  oi  any  choice,  and  expressed 
hersdf  fuUy  justified  in  the  conviction  that 
the  amiable  partner  of  the  tyrannical  Blue- 
beard would  not  have  cast  herself  again  into 
his  jaws,  but  tliat  a  cruel  destiny  had  made 
her  its  helpless  victim. 

This  was  Miss  Christina  Baxter's  senti- 
ment, making  a  complete  proselyte  of 
Corporal  Crump,  who  at  once  dismissed  a 
lurking  doubt,  concerning  the  want  of  dis- 
cretion which  had  been  exercised  by  the 
old  Peninsular,  in  preventing  danger  to  his 
charge. 

"  Rest  assured,  gallant  Sir,**  observed  Miss 
Christina,  "  truth  will  discover  that  there  is 
no  blame  whatever  due  to  that  charming 
veteran  with  the  wooden  leg,  or  my  excel- 
lent and  persecuted  friend.  They  are 
saorifices  to  a  pitiless  fate.'* 
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"  So  Miss  Clara  said,"  replied  the  Co- 
poral,  musingly. 

"  And  the  fair  Clara — good,  sweet,  pretty, 
modest  girl  that  she  is,"  rejoined  Miss  Bai- 
ter, "  is  unquestionably  correct  in  her  m- 
mise.  But  the  time  is  so  near  at  haiiA,' 
continued  she,  "  when  all  suspense  most 
cease,  that  I  think  it  will  be  wiser,  and  mm 
liberal  to  prejudge  no  one  and  nothing."' 

The  corporal  concurred  entirely  with 
Miss  Baxter,  and  found  his  reverence  ^ 
the  little  lean  governess  greatly  augmented 
at  the  termination  of  his  interview. 

It  may  be  better  to  observe  that  this  ex- 
ceedingly slight  link  in  the  chain  of  eroits 
took  place  on  the  day  of  Mrs.  Woodbee'B 
anticipated  arrival. 

But  what  was  Miss  Christina  Baxter's 
surprise  at  finding  a  messenger  at  the  dow 
of  her  domicile  on  the  night  of  that  voy 
self-same  day,  in  the  person  <^  Hr.  Jamn 
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Burly,  who  abruptly  informed  her  that  she 
was  wanted  as  soon  as  the  utmost  despatch 
fiovld  transport  both  herself  and  her  band- 
box to  the  Oaks? 

"Bandbox!"  exclaimed  the  affirighted 
Miss  Christina,  as  the  communication  com- 
pletely took  her  breath  away.  "  May  I  ask 
for  an  explanation,  should  it  be  in  your 
power,  good  Mr.  Burly,  to  render  me  one?" 

"You  shall  have  the  best  I  can  give, 
'M,"  replied  Burly  James,  "  but  reeUy 
my  head  feels  a'most  agoin'  to  part  in  halves 
clean  down  the  middle.  I've  got  my  whack 
of  muscle,  ^M,"  continued  he,  tapping  the 
biceps  of  his  anna  with  an  alternate  action, 
"  but  as  for  strength  of  head  I  can't  boast  no 
great  deal." 

Miss  Baxter  sympathized. 

"  A  little,  'M,  d'ye  see,"  resumed  the  knight 
of  the  thews  and  sinews,  drawing  a  hand 
down  his  low,    square  forehead,  **  seems  to 
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shake  up  all  my  i-deas  uito  a  kind  of  thick 
yeast,  which,  working  into  a  frothy  sort 
o'  wabble,  leaves  my  brains  not  ([uite  w 
clear  as  some  of  my  neighbours'  may  be 
found.'' 

Again  Miss  Baxter  sympatliized,  I'Ot 
there  was  a  slight  involuntary  impatieiic* 
blended  with  her  compassion. 

"  I  never  did  know  how  to  begin  to  tell 
anything,"  continued  Mr.  James  Burlyi 
"  and  I  suppose  it's  too  late  now  to  learn; 
but  if  youll  let  me  help  pack  your  band* 
box,  'M,  we  shan't  be  a-losin'  so  much  time. 

Miss  Baxter  assured  good  Mr.  Burly  thit, 
if  his  communication  warranted  the  effort, 
her  bandbox  could  be  packed,  by  the  as* 
sistance  of  her  own  hands  alone,  in  less  than 
no  time, 

"  Well,  'M,"  rejoined  he,  "  you  shall  soon 
know  as  much  as  I  do,  and  that's  not  much 
and  never  was.     In  course  I  needn't  tell 
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you    who    we    expected   back   again     to- 
day?'^ 

So  far  Miss  Baxter's  source  of  infor- 
mation had  taken  precedence  of  Mr.  Burly's. 

"  Very  good,  *M,"  said  the  knight  of  the 
muscles,  "  we  shall  get  on  by  an'  by  I  see. 
Well !  they  came,  and  more  improved  con* 
dition  I  never  seed  considerin'  the  time 
they'd  been  in  trainin';  but  more  par- 
tickerly  Master  Leonard's.  Missis,  as  I 
put  my  eye  over  her,  I  thought  still  drawn 
a  little  too  fine,  but  there  was  a  bloom  on 
her  skin  which  I  hadn't  seen  for  many  a 
day." 

"  I'm  rejoiced  to  hear  you  say  so,  good 
Mr.  Burly,"  returned  Miss  Christina  Baxter 
with  fervour.  "  But  don't  let  me  interrupt 
you.     Proceed,  pray  proceed." 

**  Things  seemed  to  go  smoother  than  any 
prophet  could  foresee,  "  continued  Burly 
James,  "  and  Master  behaved  himself  as  if 
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he  had  taken  m  new  lesBon  in  mami 
Missis  had  been  a  stranger,  *M,  an 
him  nothin\  he  oonldn*t  have  bee 


civiL* 

^  How  fbll  c^  ioy  is  such  inteUigenoe!* 
ezdaimed  Miss  Baxter.  ^^Ifflaebeard,  per 
haps,  is  a  repentant  sinner.^ 

'' Blnebeaid, 'M ! "  ejacuhited  the  knigbt 
of  the  muscles,  lifting  the  lids  of  his  ligbt 
sky-blue  eyes, 

**  Pardon  me,  good  Mr.  Burly,'"  added 
Miss  Christina,  correcting  herself,  "  I  b^ 
that  you'll  not  let  my  foolish  remarii^  inte^ 
nipt  these  interesting  particulars." 

"  We  must  cut  em  short  though,"  re- 
turned he,  as  if  a  dereliction  of  duty  wsi 
making  itself  palpable  through  ^  the  frothy 
yeast-'  "  I  was  ordered  to  be  quick,  but  it 
appears  to  me  that  I  m  terribly  afflicted  with 
the  slows,  'M.'' 

"  Nay,  nay,"  responded  Miss  Baxter,  "do 
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not  reproach  yourself  with  tardiness^  good 
Mr.  Burly.^ 

"  But  Fve  got  to  go  to  Apothecary  Grimes's 
for  a  cataplasm  on  our  way,"  added  he,  ^^  and 
it  will  be  ready  before  the  bandbox,  I  know." 

^^  Cataplasm  ?"  repeated  Miss  Christina 
Baxter. 

^^  I  think  it  was  a  cataplasm,''  said  the 
knight  of  the  muscles,  thoughtfully;  ^^but 
at  any  rate  its  somethin'  in  the  medical 
line." 

"  For  what — ^for  whom?"  asked  i^e. 

"  Thank'e,  TA^  for  arskin'  that  question," 
replied  Burly  James.  ^^  It's  a  wonderful 
asMstance  to  me  I  do  assure  ye.  Why  to 
say  who  iC^s  for,"  continued  he,  ^^  doesn't 
exactly  lie  in  my  overalls;  but  the  bettin  s 
even  diat  it's  either  for  master  or  missis." 

"  What  do  I  hear?"  ejaculated  Miss  Bax- 
ter, with  alarm. 

"  Fits,"  rounded  Mn  Burly* 


76  THB  BELLS  OF  THE   VILLAOB. 

Miss  Christina  ndsed  her  hands  and  stood 
mutdy  gazing  at  her  informant. 

^^They  was  both  took  with  fits  in  the 
same  nick  o'  time,"  resumed  he,  '^  and  not 
bein'  used  to  'em,  &re  badly  enough,  ao- 
cordin*  to  *pothecary  Grimes.  My  fioither,'' 
continued  James  Burly,  ^^  was  used  to  fits 
all  his  life,  and  lived  to  be  a  fine,  firesh  old 
man  notwithstandin'.'* 

*  Is  there  the  remotest  degree  of  danger? " 
gasped  Miss  Baxter. 

"  Missis  has  come  round,  'M,"  responded 
he,  ^^  but  master  remains  quite  at  the  t'other 
end  of  queer  street." 

"  Am  I  then  sent  for?*'  inquired  Miss 
Christina,  as  a  new  light  broke  through  the 
ambiguous  information. 

''  That's  it,"  replied  the  knight  of  the 
muscles.  "  YouVe  hit  the  right  nail  on 
the  head,  'M,  at  last.  Missis's  orders  are  for 
you  and  bandbox  to  be  with  her  as  soon  ss 
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possible,  and  that  I,  on  no  account,  was 
to  leave  either  behind." 
"  Fm  expected  then  to  pass  the  night — " 
"  That's  it,  'M,'*  interrupted  Burly  James. 
^'  Tou  are  as  right  in  that  partickler  as  ever 
you  were  wrong  in  your  life." 

Miss  Christina  Baxter  heard  no  more. 
Rapid,  indeed,  were  the  preparations  for 
her  departure,  and  with  a  speed  rarely 
equalled  in  ordinary  pedestrianism,  might 
she  have  been  seen  trotting  on  her  road  to 
the  Oaks. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


It  was  sunset.  Golden  waves  rose  and 
fell  upon  the  walls  of  that  little  haven  of 
rest,  Jacob's  snuggery,  and  the  babny 
breath  of  the  summer's  wind  stole  through 
a  screen  of  flowers,  decking  a  stand  before 
the  open  window. 

"  Clara,"  said  Mrs.  Somerset,  raising  her- 
self with  difficulty,  as  she  turned  upon  the 
sofa,  "  how  long  have  I  been  sleeping? '' 

''  For  nearly  an  hour,  Mamma,''  replied 
Clara,  cheerfully,  "  and  now  that  you  have 
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:)ecn  so  good,  so  very  good,  tell  me  that 
f  ou  are  ^better." 

'^  I  have  often  said  so,  dear  one,"  rejoined 
ler  mother,  faintly ;  ^'  but  I  cannot  do  so 
low,  not  now,  Clara,"  she  added. 

There  was  a  strange  foreboding  tone  in 
iiese  words,  which  drove  the  tint  from 
[Sara's  cheek,  and,  without  knowing  why, 
tears  started  to  her  eyes. 

"Come  closer  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  So- 
merset, '^  my  voice  is  weak,  and  I  would 
^peak  to  you  now  that  we're  alone, 
Olara,"  and  she  drew  her  child  upon  her 
bosom,  and  kissed  her  fondly. 

"And  never  to  be  parted,"  replied  Clara, 
^'  oh  tell  me  that ! "  she  added.  "  Say  that 
we  shall  always  be  together,  never,  never 
to  be  parted." 

"  Hush,  love,  hush,"  rejoined  her  mother; 
"'tis  this  grief  I  would  have  you  check. 
Th6    hour    approaches,    Clara,    for    your 
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greatest  earthly  trial,  and  fop  mine,  that  of 
our  separation." 

A  wild  cry  rose,  a  cry  as  if  a  young 
heart  had  broken. 

"  Clara,  listen  to  me,*'  said  Mrs,  Some^ 
set,  calmly ;  "  I  have  much  to  say,  more, 
perhaps,  than  I  shall  live  to  tell.  Let  tis 
waste  no  moments  in  useless  grief^  bat 
rather  strive  to  soothe  the  pain,  pain  beyond 
all  mortal  power  to  heal.'' 

Scalding  tears  streamed  from  Clara's 
eyes,  but  she  stifled  the  choking  sobs, 
and  tried  to  look  as  her  mother 
wished. 

For  a  few  seconds  not  a  word  was  spoken, 
the  golden  waves  rose  and  fell  upon  the 
walls,  and  the  flowers  sent  forth  their 
sweetest  perfume. 

*'  Has  any  one  been  here  during  my 
sleep?"  inquired  Mrs.  Somerset. 

"  Both  Leonard  and  Miss  Baxter  call^," 


nil';    iJELLK    OF     iilL     V1LLA(JK.  81 

replied  Clara,  ^'  and  will  do  so  again  in  the 
course  of  the  evening." 

"  How  is  my  sister  ?* 

"  Better,  much  better,"  rejoined  Clara, 
"  but  is  still  too  weak  to  leave  her  bed." 

This  invalid  appeared  to  repeat  these 
words  to  herself,  and  murmured,  "  Then  on 
earth  we  shall  never  meet  again.'* 

"  Oh,  Mamma,  say  not  so!"  exclaimed 
Clara,  throwing  her  arms  round  her  mother. 
"  You  are  not  worse,  are  you?  Tell  me 
that  you  are  not." 

*'  For  your  sake,  if  not  for  mine,  dear 
one,"  returned  Mrs.  Somerset,  sorrowfully, 
"  would  that  I  could  do  so!" 

"  Then  let  me  fetch  — " 

"  Not  now,  not  now,"  interrupted  her 
mother,  dividing  the  clustering  curls  from 
Clara's  hot,  burning  brow,  and  pressing  her 
lips  to  it,  "  none  must  be  near  me  now,  but 
my  own  dear  child.     Often  have  I   heard," 

VOL.  III.  G 


82  THE   BELI.E   OF   THE   VILLAQS. 

continued  she,  with  a  voice  steadied  by  an 
effort  as  she  looked  earnestly  in  her  daugh- 
ter's face,  *'  that  the  world  is  harsh  and 
uncharitable  to  the  forlorn  and  helpless,  and 
that  those  who  are  in  the  most  need  of 
friends,  have  to  seek  them  geMorally 
in  vain.  But  methinks  this  scarcely  can 
be  so,  Clara,  for  we  have  found  many 
friends,  and  few  could  have  been  more  fo^ 
lorn  and  helpless  than  ourselves.  But  He 
who  makes  the  hearth  desolate,  who  causes 
the  >viJow  to  mourn,  and  the  orphan  to 
weep,  mingles  the  cup  of  affliction  with 
mercy.  He  who  directs  the  storm,  stays  the 
hurricane.  The  hiiiul  that  unbinds  the 
wiml,  ttiupers  it.  In  Him  then,  dearest, 
we  will  put  our  trust,  and  pray  for  that 
support  which  comes  from  Heaven  alone.*' 

Clara  wept  bitterly;  but  not  a  sound  es- 
caped her. 

*'  For  a  long,  long  time,''  continued  Mrs. 
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Somerset,  twining  an  arm  about  Clara's 
waist,  and  pressing  her  to  her  bosom,  **  have 
I  seen  this  coming  hour,  and,  as  with  those 

generally  who  delay  their  duty,  it  was 
nigh  arriving  when  too  late  for  its  fulfilment/' 

ifM  invalid  paused,  as  if  to  recruit  her 
exhausted  strength. 

^  The  past,  Clara,"  continued  she,  "  as 
fer  as  concerns  yourself,  you  know.  It  is 
of  the  future,  the  hidden,  unfathomed 
course  which  your  frail  bark  must  take, 
dear  child,  amid  life's  chequered  sea, 
that  I  would  speak.  Think,  then,  well  on 
what  I  say,  and  never  let  my  injunction  be 
blotted  firom  your  memory." 

"  To  forget — oh,  mother !  "  exclaimed 
Clara,     "you   cannot  think   that   I   could 

forget ! " 

"  Nor  do  I.  dear  one,"  rejoined  Mrs- 
Somerset;  "but  my  thoughts  are  anxious, 

and  I  speak  to  you  as " 

g2 


THK   TILLAOE. 


Br  fdfid  hoe  spread  its«lf  over 
iAk  6mmm  «f  tk  speaker,  and  the  ann 
^iftBanf  Oum  fen  poweriess  by  her  ude. 

With  s  cry  of  terror  (^ai&  sprang  npon 
ferfaet. 

*Sc»T.  hyn^StaXy'  whispered  her  nfllNr, 
**  do  BM  kare  me.  I  shall  be  better  pre- 
aettif,  mmch  better." 

K?::s-^r  TO  mm  and  flv  Ibr  assistance, 
CUn  stood  daspin?  one  of  her  moUier'i 
bloodless  hsudss  and  looked  as  motdonles 
as  sculpCufcd  marble. 

'•  Xot  vet,  Clara,"  said  Mrs.  Someneti 
with  her  eves  riveted  on  her  dangbta) 
"  not  vet;  it  will  not  be  yet,"  and  again  she 
drew  her  to  ber  side,  with  her  head  rest* 
ing  upon  her  breast. 

"  I  taught  you,  Clara,"  continued  hff 
mother.  "  on  the  night  which  made  you  > 
little  fatherless  child,  to  lisp  your  in&nt 
prayer  to  God  for  strength  and  resignatioD 
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nnder  those  trials  and  vicissitudes  which  it 
might  please  Him,  for  all-wise  and  inscru- 
table  purposes,  to  visit  you.  We  joined  in 
our  petition  that  we  might  bear  our  burden 
cheerfully,  that  ,we  might  resist  temptation, 
and'ibfe  calm  under  the  harsh  frowns  and 
menaces  of  poverty  and  trouble.  It  was 
then  that  we  knelt  together;  Clara,  and  sup- 
plicated for  trust  and  reliance  alone  in  virtue, 
in  truth,  and  in  God.  Do  yourememberthis?" 

Remember?      Her  scalding  tears  could 
answer  that ;  but  she  could  not  speak. 

"  Whatever  sorrows  or  danger  may  beset 
you,  dearest,  when  I  am  gone,"  continued 
her  mother  with  slightly  increased  energy, 
"whatever  griefs  assail  and  wring  your 
heart,  bend  your  knee  to  Him  whose  attri- 
bute is  love,  and  whose  ear  is  ever  open  to 
the  voice  of  suflfering.  Be  again  the  little 
child  when  you  knelt  by  your  mother's  side, 
and  ask  for  that  patience  which  the  sorely 


F  «iif«*8iBflfAft  need  so  niQdi.  Moun 
DOC  M  if  joo  canDed  at  the  AlmigH^ 
decreet;  bat  reinemberia«  that  the  lovin; 
and  beloyed  in  this  world  must  part — that 
fife  puaeth  away  like  a  dream — look  beyond 
tW  mtcertain  span  of  poor  mortality,  IllKre 
ihae  are  no  sepantioDS,  and  where  pcAce, 
aodreit,  and  eternal  joy  await  the  bletsei' 
in  heayen.  Do  this,  Clara,  for  vonr  own 
sake  and  for  mine,  and  let  your  promise  be 
sealed  upon  your  dying  mother's  lips.'' 

"I  will,  indeed  I  will,"  sobbed  Clara;  "not 
a  word  but  111  think  of;  not  a  duty  but 
shaU  be  observed ;  but  tell  me  not  that  yoo 
are  dying — oh  say  not  that!"  and  abe 
clasped  her  hands  together,  and  wrung  then 
in  her  agony. 

"  Kiss  me,  love,"  returned  Mrs.  Somerset, 
"  and  while  I  speak  a  few  words  to  our  kind 
friends,  the  corporal  and  Mr.  Giles,  seek 
your  chamber,  where,  I  hope,  calmer  feeling! 
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will  take  possession  of  you.  You  shall  not 
be  absent  from  me  long,**  continued  she, 
seeing  the  reluctance  with  which  Clara 
turned  to  tear  herself  away  from  the  couch. 

And  then  she  was  alone. 

With  ill-concealed  trepidation,  although 

each  was  evidently  endeavouring  to  school 

* 

his  feelings,  both  Corporal  Crump  and  Jacob 
Giles  made  a  somewhat  abrupt  entry  into 
the  apartment,  as  if  the  summons  they  had 
received  had  shaken  them  from  their  pro- 
priety. 

"  My  dear  Mem,"  said  the  little  general 
shopkeeper,  stepping  forward  with  the 
deepest  solicitude  in  his  voice  and  gesture, 
"  do  we  b|^r  from  Miss  Clara  that  you  are 

worse? "  •' 

*'  Far,  fiir  worse,"  replied  Mrs.  Somerset, 
holding  out  a  hand  to  Jacob,  and  giving 
the  other  to  the  corporal ;  ''  but  it  is  not  of 
myself  that  I  would   either  think  or  speak 
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just  now.     It  is,"  continued  she,  glancing  a 
look  full  of  gratitude  on  both,  "  of  you  whom 
I  have  to  be  so  thankful  to,  and  those  I 
love,  and  who  love  me  and  mine.    But  the 
best  of  friends  must  part,  and  the  oldest  of 
comrades.  Corporal,  as  you  know  full  well.'' 

Corporal  Crump  lifted  his  right  hand 
stiffly  to  his  brow,  and  saluted  this  sad 
truth  in  silence. 

"  For  all  your  kindness,"  resumed  Mrs. 
Somerset,  addressing  the  old  soldier,  "  and 
years  of  self-denial,  and  faithful  service,  how 
can  I  repay  you  sufficiently  with  my 
thanks?" 

''  rd  rather,  Marm,"  replied  the  Corporal 
hoarsely,  for  he  had  been  too  accustomed  to 
see  the  dying  not  to  know  that  death  was 
m  possession  of  Jacob's  snuggery,  'Td 
rather,  Mann,"  replied  he,  "  that  you'd  say 
as  little  about  them  as  may  prove  agreeable 
to  yourself.     If  I  have  done  my  duty  to 
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your  satisfaction,"  and  he  again  brought 
his  hand  to  his  forehead,  ^^  it's  more  than 
I  can  say  of  it's  being  so  to  my  own." 

"  And  what  shall  I  say  to  you,  dear  friend?" 
continued  Mrs.  Somerset,  turning  to  Jacob, 
"  you  whose  roof  has  sheltered  us  so  long?.* 

"  Spare  me,**  responded  Jacob  as  unshed 
tears  rose  in  his  eyes.  "  Don't  say  anything 
about  it,  Mem,  pray  don't.  I,  I  can't  bear 
much.'* 

"  I  must  be  brief,"  remarked  the  in- 
valid as  if  communing  with  herself.  "  My 
strength  is  waning  fest,  and  darker  shadows 
are  hovering  round  than  those  which  even- 
ing casts." 

"Let  m*  go  for  Doctor  Grimes,"  said 
Jacob  in  a  voice  scarcely  articulate  with 
grief.     "  The  cures  he  works — " 

A  hand  gently  pressed  upon  his  arm 
checked  his  praise  of  the  apothecary. 

"  Hark ! "  cried  Mrs.   Somerset,   "  there's 
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a,  step  upon  the  stairs,"  and  as  she  epohs 
gentle  knock  announced  the  advent  of 
Leonard  and  Miss  Baxter. 

"  Friends,''  said  the  invalid,  smiUog  and 
extending  her  arms  to  greet  them,  *'  friaidi 
— dear  beloved  friends !  " 

"  Let  me  hope  that  Clara's  fears  are  ex- 
aggerated," responded  Mias  Baxter  with* 
voice  trembling  with  emotion  as  slie  kndt 
and  saluted  the  invalid's  cheek. 

A  shake  of  the  head  was  the  silent 
answer. 

"My  sister  is  unable  -to  be  here?"  swl 
Mrs.  Somerset. 

"Alas!"  rejoined  Leonard,  "that  it 
should  be  so;  but  she  is  incapa^  still  <^ 
quitting  her  b^." 

"  Tell  her,"  continued  she,  "  that  she  *i> 
with  my  latest  thoughts,  and  as  in  life  I 
loved  her  well,  so  in  death  that  love  grew 
stronger.     And  now,  before  we  pul,  one 
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word  about  my  child— poor,  helpless  girl ! 
You  will  all  befriend  the  orphan;  that  I 
know ;  and  if  no  earthly  rewards  compensate 
your  charitable  hearts,  yet  shall  they  be 
requited  where  the  worm  preys  not,  and 
treasures  remain  imperishable." 

"Fear  nothing,*'  rejoined  Corporal  Crump, 
steadying  his  nether  lip,  "  on  her  account, 
Marm.  We  will — "  but  he  could  say  no 
more,  and  he  wheeled  suddenly  towards  the 
open  window  as  if  an  object  had  attracted 
his  attention  in  that  quarter. 

"  There  is  one  thing  more  I  wish  to  add," 
said  Mrs.  Somerset  with  perceptibly  in- 
creasing faintness,  "and  that  I  niust  be 
pardoned  for  imparting  to  Leonard  with 
no  witness  by.  Give  me  your  hands,"  con- 
tinued she,  "  before  you  go ;  you  shall  not 
be  absent  from  me  long." 

Conforming  to  her  wish,  Leonard  was 
left  alone  with  the  dying. 


T  A-»r  oaL  Trnii  is  £ 
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told  of  a  mother's  love,  imperishable  as  the 
soul  from  which  it  springs,  and  over  which 
death  can  claim  no  victory. 

Her  look — the  last,  fond  look — was  fixed 
upon  her  child. 

Soft  shadows  fell  upon  the  golden  waves. 
Faint  and  feinter  yet  they  flitted  round, 
lingering  but  not  departing. 

And  then  a  plaintive  voice  rose  in  tremu- 
lous accents,  "  Father  of  all  mercies,  vouch- 
safe to  listen  to  an  orphan's  prayer  !'* 

All  fell  upon  their  knees  save  the  cor- 
poral, who  stood  erect  with  a  hand  to  his 
brow  in  an  attitude  of  the  profoundest 
attention  and  respect. 

"  Thou  to  whom  a!l  hearts  be  open,"  sup- 
plicated Clara,  "  knowest  the  sufferings  of 
mine!  Give  me  strength  to  bear  them 
with  meekness,  for  thy  will  be  done  on 
earth  as  it  is  in  heaven ;  and  yet  remember- 
ing  my  infirmities,  bestow  the  clemency  of 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Stbanoe  events  had  taken  place  in  rapid 
succession  of  late,  and  that  connoisseur  of 
news,  intelligence,  and  reports,  the  apothe- 
cary's stiff  partner,  felt  an  acute  want  of 
breath,  as  each  came  upon  her  like  a  galvanic 
shock,  which  she  fervently  trusted  might 
not  prove  chronic.  At  the  same  time,  her 
appetite  grew  on  what  it  fed.  It  may  be 
erroneously  supposed,  from  repeatedly 
drawing  the  reader's  attention  to  the  apo- 
thecary and  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes,  when 
transformed  into  a  kind  of  human  sandwich 


96  THE  BELLB  OF  THE  VHXAGB. 

between  the  domestic  sheets,  that  they 
passed  more  than  the  mean  time,  l^  Shrews- 
buiy  clock,  in  a  dormant  state;  bat  the 
conjecture  would  be  founded  in  error. 
They  were  not  unusually  early  to  bed,  « 
extraordinarily  reluctant  to  rise,  and  it  has 
been  asserted,  as  regards  the  latter,  at  least, 
in  and  around  Grundy's  Green,  by  Tecom- 
tongued  envy,  neither  particularly  healthy, 
wealthy,  nor  wise. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  there  were  Mrs.  Doctor 
Grimes  and  the  apothecary,  as  they  have 
been  before  seen  in  their  respective  night- 
caps, the  one  intricately  frilled,  and  the 
other  terminating  in  a  plain  and  unpre- 
tending tassel. 

Mrs.  Ooctor  Grimes  cleared  her  voice 
with  a  cough,  sounding  not  unlike  the  sharp 
bark  of  a  fo.x.  It  \vas  a  way  she  had,  and 
Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes  made  it  a  rule  to  in- 
dulge in  those  ways  which  pleased  her  most. 
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The  apothecary's  ears  pricked  forward. 

"  I  i^all  be  sorry  to  disturb  your  repose," 
sfud  the  stiff  partner  of  the  firm,  with  a  jerk 
of  the  bed  clothes  practically  refuting  the 
allegation,  "  quite  sorry ;  but  if  you  carij  Sir, 
deny  yourself  a  few  moments  of  sullen  plea- 
sure by  assuming  a  degree — limited  as  it 
must  be — of  confidence  with  the  wife  of  your 
bosom,  she  wiH  endeavo  ur  to  forgive — ^ifnot 
forget — 'a  portion  of  those  injuries  'which 
seem  to  form  part  and  parcel  of  the  mar- 
riage lot." 

"Really,  Margaret^"  replied  the  apothe- 
cary, "  I  am  not  aware  of  being  systema- 
tically cruel." 

*' Systematically  cruel?"  repeated  Mrs. 
Doctor  Grimes,  raising  her  voice.  "  Hoighty 
toighty,  Sir !  Do  you  flatter  yourself  for  a 
single  moment  that  I  should  tamely  submit 
to  the  most  distant  approach  to  systematic 
cruelty  ? 

VOL.  in.  H 
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"  By  no  means,''  replied  the  apotbecarj". 
"  1  should  not  for  one  instant  considBT  it 
possible  that  you  would  do  so,  chuck." 

"  Come,  come,''  rejoined  the  stiff  pMtiieCi 
"no  foolery.  Sir,  if  you  please.  I  disapprove 
of  that  obsolete  term  chuck,  and  hnvingoon- 
veyed  my  sentiments  upon  this  suliject, 
you'U  study  your  own  comfort  by  avoiding 
a  repetition  of  it  for  the  future.'' 

The  apothecary  promised  that  it  shouU 
be  forthwith  expunged  from  his  vocabolaij- 
"  So  far,  then,  I  will  endeavour  to  be 
satisfied,"  resumed  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimtft 
"  although,  Heaven  knows,  I've  little  (MSt 
to  be." 

•'I'm  sure,  Margaret,"  espostulatetl  tbe 
subdued  dispenser  of  nauseous  compound^ 
*■  I  do  my  best  — " 

"  Besc !  yes,"  snapped  the  sharer  of  his 
bed  and  partaker  of  his  board,  "  I  don't  My 
that,  ;jir,  do  I  ?    If  I  did  not  take  care  that 
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you  did  your  best,  partial  blame  would  rest 
on  my  shoulders.  But  what  is  your  best, 
Sir,  let  me  ask  ?" 

^  There's  my  professional  reputation.  Mar* 
garet,**  ventured  the  apothecary  by  way  of  a 
mild  reproval.    ^^  I  beg  youll  think  of  that/' 

^'  Your  professional  reputation  I"  echoed 
Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes  with  a  sneer  which, 
although  not  seen,  might  be  heard  in  th6 
dark,  like  the  sneeze  of  a  cat.  *^  Fortu* 
nately  for  me,"  she  continued,  ^^  that  I 
possess  a  stomach  not  easily  turned.  The 
world  might  call  it  strong,  but  fortified  would 
best  express  it.'' 

"  Visit  me  with  whatever  vials  of  your 
wrath  you  please,"  rejoined  the  apothecary 
in  a  melodramatic  tone ;  ^^  but  spare,  Mar« 
garet,  spare  my  professional  reputation." 

"  He,  he,  he !"  laughed  Mrs.  Doctor.  "  He, 
he,  he !  Poor  misguided,  duped,  and  con- 
fiding victims.*' 

h2 
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"  May  I  inquire,  without  offence,  Mm- 
garet,"  said  the  apothecary  with  serioiu 
apprehensions,  "  to  whom  vou  refer  u 
poor,  misguided,  duped,  ftad  confiding 
victims?" 

"  Run  your  fore-finger  down  each  column 
of  your  ledger,"  rejoined  Mrs.  DoctM 
Grimes,  with  wormwood  in  every  word.  ' 
"  From  the  day  you  first  rolled  a  pill  or 
ahook  a  bottle,  to  this,  and  every  Christiaii 
and  surname  you  come  to  is  one  of  them." 
"  Margaret,"  returned  the  apothecary,  "I 
cannot  submit  to  this.  I  shall  leave  my 
bed." 

"  Ab  it  would  chill  me.  Sir,"  added  she, 
with  a  determination  which  he  thought  it 
advisable  not  to  oppose,  *'  you'll  do  nothing 
of  the  sort.  I  am  merely  ^ving  yon  a 
little  bit  of  my  mind,  which  is  nothing  more 
than  my  privilege  and  my  pleasure." 
"  It  was  not  always  so,"  said  the  apothe- 
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caiy  moistly,  for  his  injuries  moved  him 
to  tears.  ^^It  was  not  always  so,  Mar* 
garet." 

^^  I  am  quite  aware  of  that,"  responded 
Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes/'  and  will  therefore  not 
trouble  you,  Sir,  to  waste  your  breath  in 
informing  me  of  what  I  already  know*  We 
all  have  our  moments  of  weakness,^  con-* 
tinned  she,  "and  I  am  far  fix)m  being 
regardless  or  forgetftd  of  mine." 

His  professional  reputation  having  beeH 
stabbed  to  the  quick,  the  apothecary  was 
bleeding  inwardly,  and  he  felt  it  prudent 
to  abandon  the  unequal  contest. 

"  Ho ! "  ejaculated  the  stiff  partner,  after 
a  slight  check,  "you're  sulky  now.  Sir,  I 
suppose.     Is  that  it?  ^ 

"No,"  replied  the  poor  little  apothecary 
of  Grundy's  Green,  "  not  sulky,  Margaret, 
but  woimded." 

"  In  that  case,"  she  rejoined,  "  you'd  bet- 


Art  <rf4«l 


Doctor   Grimes  scdiloqiiized  in  > 
-  ever  eqaaUed  in  mA- 
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ness,  ^^  Having  oiled  the  screw  well,  FU 
»ow  proceed  to  turn  it." 

Her  voice  was  again  husky,  and  she 
cleared  away  the  impediment  with  the  same 
sharp,  fox-like  bark. 

"  Yielding  to  your  express  desire,'^ 
ireplied  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes  aloud,  ^^  as  a 
weakness  for  which  I  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  myself,  I  will  endeavour  to  be  as  ex- 
pUcit  as  possible.  It's  my  wish,''  continued 
she,  ^^  to  learn  generally  the  state  of  cir- 
cumstances, as  they  may  have  presented 
themselves  to  your  notice  throughout  the 
day;  but  in  order  that  no  mistake  should 
arise,  I'll  proceed  to  put  those  questions 
which  comprehend  the  greatest  interest." 

"  Do,  Margaret,**  rejoined  the  apothecary, 
greatly  relieved  with  the  prospect  of  a  ces- 
sation  of   hostilities;    "I'll   answer  every 


one." 


*'  That  I'll  be  bound  you  will,"  returned 


'•'^^BltS!  ::  Tisu 


"^^n^  gmt  »  Sw 
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of  that  tale.     Where  was  the  money  to 
come  from^  I  should  like  to  be  informed?"* 

^^  But  it  is  not  because  that  we  are  igno- 
rant of  the  resources-— *' 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  interrupted  the  stiff  partner, 
^^  that's  the  very  cause  for  any  one  but  a 
fool's  believing  ridiculous  trash.  Seeing's 
believing ;  but  what  else  is,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?  " 

^^  /  was  paid,"  argued  the  apothecary, 
"  every  sixpence." 

^^  You  must  have  blushed  to  have  taken 
it,"  returned  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes.  "  How- 
ever, let  that  pass,  as  you're  qualified  by 
law  to  perpetrate  extortion.  And  what  is 
to  become  of  the  man  Crump  ?  "  continued 
she,  in  a  caustic  tone. 

^^  They  talk  of  a  marriage  being  settled 
between  him  and  Mistress  Twigg,"  replied 
he,  meekly ;  for  he  feared  the  subject  might 
prove  an  exciting  one. 


1^  ttUMvacT  ._^ii— il  mad  begu  » 
lni«  «3HBil7  M  At  Mete-fadl  above  )im. 

•"■■  Wjua  jnnft^saKS  «c  skaR  hsre  witk 
wnraCT-JMuhMii!'' MBcred  the  stiff  jwrtPg- 
~Aa*£^ti!Edv  ca^vcaUl  vear,  and  ike 
isks  ve  itefl  twT— vb  J  the  Harrow  u^ 
nKUwfc«»1  k4d  BsalL     Wemuithiie 
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the  roof  raised  a  story  I'm  sure,  and  the 
doors  widendd.'* 

The  apothecary  deemed  it  wiser  to  say 
nothing  in  answer  to  this  explosion* 

"  And  howis  that  Mrs.  Runaw  ay  Wood- 
bee?*'  resumed  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes.  "If 
I  had  the  opportunity  of  advising  her  unfor- 
tunate husband,  I  should  suggest  the  expe- 
diency of  fixing  a  heavy  chain  on  one  of  her 
ancles  at  least,  and  having  it  riveted  to  the 
bed-post/' 

"  My  patient  is  not  so  well  to-day,  Mar- 
garet," simply  replied  the  apothecary. 

"  If  all  your  patients  were  in  the  same 
state,''  rejoined  she,  for  the  announcement  of 
Mistress  Twigg's  anticipated  union  with 
Corporal  Crump  turned  the  microscopic 
quantity  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness  in 
her  bosom  into  curds,  "it  would  not  occa- 
sion the  smallest  astonishment  in  any  one 
who  knew  you  as  well  as  I  do ;  but  the  less 
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Zero,  "  in  a  state  of  extreme  danger.  The 
blood  vessels  extending  across  the  os 
frontis — " 

"  Os  fiddlesticks  I "  interrupted  Mrs.  Doc- 
tor Grimes.  "  I  want  none  of  your  out- 
landish gibberish  here,  Sir,  and  if  you  think 
to  blind  your  ignorance  by — ^ 

"  Ha,  ha ! "  His  heart  leaped  again.  The 
bell!  glad  tidings.  No  matter  for  whom 
— profitable  or  profitless.  It  called  him 
hence,  and  that  was  enough. 


r  sfe  had  ber  sorrovAiI 
■iiiM  ini  BeaArrwcrtrfs-^OsaChristiBi 
Ruavw^  oea^cmmDj  be,  sbe  posesied 
i^K  nrest  of  TirtocB  of  coocealhig,  if  not 
finseCDBg.  ber  o«b  cares  in  order  thit 
sWaMa  leseoi  tbosp  of  bcr  frioids  and 
MjghKiMS — bat  to  be  a  neighboor  of  Mia 
fbaner  ««s  to  be  ber  fiioid. 

TW  keait  of  the  pocH- little  Itam  Sanuritu 
heat  witk  nmisaa]  depresdon,  and  as  sbt 
stocl:  tbe  dnvcr  of  a  poker  into  the  mini*- 
tmrc  fiir,  to  raise  a  flame  coder  the  hjaang, 
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spluttering,  copper  kettle,  she  made  as  much 
noise  as  possible  for  the  purpose,  probably, 
of  driving  away  those  imps  of  evil  the 
demons  blue,  by  whom  she  appeared  to  be 
encircled.  At  the  conclusion  of  this  feat 
she  rubbed  the  bright  and  knobby  end  of 
the  poker  smoothly  down  her  nose,  and 
seemed  to  be  refreshed  by  the  movement. 

"  My  dear  Clara,"  remarked  she  to  her 
companion,  who  sat  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  fire-place,  "  I'll  certainly  light 
the  candle,  and  make  an  unusually  good 
cup  of  tea  this  evening ;  for  really  there's 
anything  but  a  cheerful  appearance  about 
us,  and  there  is  nothing  more  catching,  not 
even  the  typhus  fever  itself  or  the  measles, 
than  what  a  maiden  aunt  of  mine — poor 
dear!  she  was  attached  to  cats  and  white 
mice — used  to  call  the  dumps.  If  you 
have  the  dumps,  as  she  frequently  observed, 
lock  yourself  in  a  room  and  fling  the  key 
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out  of  window,  so  that  nobody  can  get  near 
you,  and  you  can  get  near  nobody.    Then 
either  cry,  grumble,   growl,  howl  or — ^the 
wicked  maiden  aunt  sometimes  added  if  no 
clergyman  was  near — swear  at  your  ease; 
but  be  particular  that  not  a  creature  hears 
you,  and  never  leave  thai  room  until  fully 
convinced  of  having  made  a  fool  of  year 
self.     That  was  my  maiden  aunt's  cure  for 
the  dumps,"  concluded  Miss  Baxter,  with  a 
perfect  triumph  over  her  own. 

"  But  we  cannot  control  our  spirits," 
replied  Clara;  "  they  so  much  depend  upon 
the  circumstances  by  which  we  are  sur- 
rounded." 

"  Doubtlessly  so,"  rejoined  Miss  Baxter, 
*'  but  by  the  dumps  my  .maiden  aunt— she 
who  was  attached  to  cats  and  white  mice — 
rather  referred  to  a  bad  temper,  I  suspect^ 
than  the  gloom  which  care,  of  necessity, 
must  bring." 
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"  Ahl"  sighed  Clara,  "how  little  of  life 
is  without  its  gloom !  I  never  felt  happy 
yet  without  the  dread  of  coming  evil." 

^^  Yes,  my  dear,"  returned  Miss  Christina 
Baxter,  blowing  the  cotton  wick  of  a  candle 
into  a  shower  of  sparks,  as  a  pretiminary  to 
a  permanent  ignition;  ^^  but  that  is  not 
exactly  the  Christian  trust  which  we  are 
desired  to  put  in  the  future.  ^Sufficient 
for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof/  says  the 
Divine  law,  and  if  we  are  in  continue  fear 
of  the  succeeding  hour,  it  is  at  direct 
variance  with  the  injunction  which  bids  us 
not  to  take  too  much  heed  of  the  morrow." 

"  And  yet  apprehension  for  the  future," 
added  Clara,''  seems  to  be  linked  to  our 
very  being.  Who  can  say  that  he  feels  his 
happiness  secure  even  for  a  moment?'' 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Miss  Baxter,  "if 
his  happiness  is  based  on  a  perishable 
foundation ;  but weare  taught/'continuedshe, 

VOL.  III.  I 
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"not  to  boild  our  houses  upon  the  saod,  and 
our  own  senBes  tell  us  that  if  we  do  so  they 
must  fall.  I  am  not  a  lecturer  or  philo- 
sopher, Heaven  knows!  but  what  I  baye 
seen  of  the  world  forces  upon  me  this  caa- 
elusion,  that  as  everything  bel(mging  to  it 
is  ever  on  the  change,  that  as  everything 
on  which  we  can  raise  an  earthly  hope  must 
perish,  happiness  can  alone  be  attained  hj 
looking  beyond  the  world.  Too  many  of 
us  live  day  by  day,  as  if  we  were  to  live  for 
ever,  instead  of  hourly  approaching  that 
end  here,  which  is  but  the  commencement 
of  an  immortal  existence.  Selfish,  short- 
sighted human  nature  labours  for  the 
shadow  of  happiness,  not  for  the  substance. 
It  depends  for  satisfaction  on  that  which  of 
necessity  must  fail,  and  hence  the  disap- 
pointment, trouble,  vexation,  and  misery, 
of  which  all  complain,  because  all  seek,  or 
make  no  effort  to  avoid  them." 
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The  candle  now  gave  forth  a  bright, 
cheerful  light,  and  the  diminutive  copper 
kettle  sent  forth  a  volume  of  curling,  hiss- 
ing steam,  spurred  to  a  proud  display  by 
the  fierce  crackling  fornace  of  a  whole 
quarter  of  a  peck  of  the  best  Wall's  End 
underneath.  The  scene,  on  a  small  scale, 
was  quite  inspiring,  and  by  the  time  Miss 
Christina  had  collected  and  arranged  the 
tea  things  in  due  order  upon  the  table,  cut 
the  bread  and  butter  into  the  veriest  shav* 
ings,  and  brewed  that  beverage,  poetically 
described  as  possessing  refreshing  properties, 
without  those  of  inebriation,  any  additional 
luxury  must  have  proved  superfluous  in 
the  extreme. 

Events  which  appear  to  be  purely  acci- 
dental are,  sometimes  as  fortuitous  as,  on 
the  other  hand,  they  occasionally  present  a 
very  different  aspect.  Just  as  the  last 
touch  of  the  pencil  was  being  given  to  the 
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to  meet  with  it,  '^  nothing,  I  Bhould  say,  at 
a  umali  veuture  of  labouring  under  a  great 
mistake,  could  be  more  in  union  with  the 
feelings  of  all  parties;"  and  then  Miss  Bax- 
ter began  to  busy  herself  among  the  teacups 
and  saucers  with  a  spirit  which  threatened 
to  demolish  the  entire  set. 

^^  How  is  my  dear  aunt?"  asked  Olara, 
turning  h^  eyes  with  melancholy  tender- 
ness upon  Leonard. 

*'  Greatly  improved,"  replied  he,  "  and  she 
desired  me  to  ^ve  her  best  love,  and  say 
that  she  hopes  to  be  able  to  come  and  see 
you  to-morrow." 

^^That  will^  indeed,  be  a  pleasure!" 
nelcined  Qara,  but  tears  flowed  down  her 
dieeks  notwithstanding;  for  the  thought 
flashed  across  her  mind  that  the  last  time 
tibey  met,  she  little  dreamt  of  never  again 

doing  so,  except  as  an  orphan. 

"And  permit  me  to  inquire   after  the 
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health  of — "  Miss  Christina  Baxter  was  li 
near  as  possible  adding  Bluebeard ;  but  good 
breeding  arrived  just  in  time  to  the  rescue, 
and  she  managed  to  swallow,  if  not  eat,  the 
obnoxious  term.  With  the  aid  of  a  sli^^ 
cough  Misa  Baxter  was  safe. 

"You  would  saj  my  father,"  retonied 
Leonard.  "  A  more  favourable  account  wis 
given  of  him  this  evening,"  continued  le, 
"  but  the  fever  continued  so  far  unsubdued, 
that  he  remains  quite  unconscious  of  all  that 
passes  around  him." 

"  Poor  gentleman  !  "  exclaimed  Mi» 
Christina,  for  she  pitied  all  who  suflfered, 
and  would  have  relieved  the  pain  <rf  an 
enemy — had  she  possessed  one — at  the  foK 
cost  and  charge  of  her  own  pains  and 
penalties. 

"  Is  there  still  great  danger?"  asked 
Clara. 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  her  cousin,"  or  at 
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any  rate,  no  cause  exists,  Mr.  Grimes  says, 
for  fear  of  an  immediate  change  for  the 
worst.  I  saw  him  a  short  time  before  leav- 
ing," continued  he,  ^^  but  he  did  not  know 

me/' 

Miss  Baxter  thought  that  this  want  of 
knowledge  was  not  confined  to  the  present 
moment,  but  she  kept  the  reflection  to 
herself 

That  time  flies  fast  the  poet  sings,  and 
never  did  he  appear  stronger  or  fleeter  on 
the  wing  than  at  this  small  tea-party,  under 
the  roof  of  the  domicile  of  Miss  Christina 
Baxter.  She  did  not  see,  of  course,  that  one 
of  Leonard's  hands  held  a  corresponding 
member  belonging  to  Clara  under  the  table, 
nor  was  there  any  necessity  for  her  observ- 
ing that  when  her  back  was  turned,  in  the 

act  of  refilling  the  teapot,  upon  two  distinct 
and  several  occasions,  that  a  strange  sound 
saluted  her  ears,  not  unlike  the  chirp  of  a 


I  Baxter  knew  ^awieotf 


could  nererbe  tenrtedwiA  aaydegncd 
ecxtainlj.  Sbe  tfaerdbve  pud  as  GOle  iM 
tmtiaa  as  posriblp  to  wliat  die  heard,  and 
•8  to  seeing,  wbr  unless  she  went  to  tbe 
incoiiTenience  oi  dn^tping  on  ber  knees  <ff 
Ktoafing  and  peeping  at  oonaiderable  trooUe, 
under  the  table,  bow  was  Miss  Baxter  tod» 
cover  wbat  was  [""""E  ^  ^^^  concealed 
quarter? 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Such  a  strange  piece  of  mechanism  is  the 
forked  animal  man,  so  incomprehensible  in 
his  tastes,  prejudices,  likings,  and  dislikings, 
that  even  to  himself  he  must  be  a  marvel 
and  a  mystery.  As  well,  or  indeed  better, 
might  an  attempt  be  made  to  discover  the 
cause  of  water  finding  its  own  level,  a  total 
want  of  friendship  among  women,  or  a  don- 
key's love  for  thistles,  as  the  search  for  the 
hidden  whys  for  his  inexplicable  wherefores. 
He  is  as  totally  ignorant  of  them  himself  as 
any  of  his  more  inquisitive  neighbours,  who, 
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as  a  matter  of  course,  profess  to  know  raiidl  I 
more  of  the  secret  springs  moving  the  mi*  j 
cHinery  of  his  actions  than  he  does.    Tliey 
can  tell — can   tliose  inquisitive  neighboun 
— the  ins  and  outs  and  roundabouts  of  every*  _ 
body  and  everything ;  but 

"  Great  negative  t  how  vualy  would  the  wiae 
Inquire,  define,  di«tiiigui*li.  teach,  deviw. 
Didst  thon  not  stand  to  point  tJieir  dnll 


The  old  Peninsular  had  been  happy  in 
Paradise,  and,  unlike  his  great  ancestor 
Adam,  sighed  not  for  an  Eve  to  share  hii 
Eden.  Satisfied  with  his  early  and  lite 
vegetables,  gratified  with  the  profits  and 
occupation  of  catching  the  linnets  and 
such  small  deer,  and  contented  with  tbe 
snug  little  carpet  trade,  Bill  Stampit  cooU 
scarcely  place  his  book  upon  his  breast  ind 
say,  with  truth,  that  there  existed  a  wish  on 
earth  but  met  with  a  ready  supply  to  the 
demand.    This,  however,  referred  rathal* 
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the  past  than  the  present,  for  ^^  a  change 
had  come  o'er  the  spirit  of  his  dream ;"  and 
the  old  Peninsular  felt  no  longer  that  abso- 
lute contentment  which  had  been  both  his 
^  pride  and  happiness  to  enjoy  for  the  long 
lease  of  upwards  of  forty  years.  But  it  now 
seemedy  like  the  longest  that  was  ever  yet 
engrossed  on  parchment,  to  be  open  to  the 
encroachments  of  time,  and  if  not  expired, 
yet  on  the  eve  of  expiring. 

To  his  lot,  as  before  has  been  alleged, 
without  the  perfectly  smallest  f^r  of  con- 
tradiction,  the  old  Peninsular  was  recon- 
ciled; but  the  vegetables  became  neglected 
and  choked  with  weeds,  the  songs  of  the 
linnets  lost  their  charm,  and  as  for  the 
carpet  business,  he  positively  refiised  to 
fulfil  several  of  the  most  important  and  pro- 
fitable orders. 

Things   could   not   remain   long  in  this 
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state,  and  therefore  it  is  superfluous  to  ^y. 
they  did  not. 

Among  the  many  inhabitants  of  Hanip- 
stead  Vale  there  lived  a  broker,  a  man  with 
keen  sensibilitica  concerning;    the  value  of   | 
goods,  chattels,  and  efiects,  both  moveable   i 
and  immoveable.      To  this  quick-sighled,  ' 
quick-scented  broker  Bill  Stumpit  repaiMd  ' 
one  night  when  the  moon  was  down,  and 
down  beyond  the  probability  of  an  imiiK' 
diate  lise,  and  then  and  there  created  no 
little  aAtooishment  in  the  broker's  breast,  by 
offering  him  in  one  lot,  the  8to<^  crop,  ud 
good-will  of  Paradise  Lodge. 

"  I'll  sell  'em  all,"  said  the  old  Peimuultft 
recklessly,  "  without  reserve." 

Caution  was  one  of  the  most  stiiking 
characteristics  of  the  Invker  of  Hampsteid 
Vale,  and  a  few  succeeding  seconds  were 
occupied  in  satisfyiog  himaeli^  by  a  close 
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inspection,  that  Bill  Stnmpit  was  quite  sober 
and  completely  rational. 

There  being  no  oatward  or  visible  signs 
of  his  condition  being  otherwise  than  com- 
posed and  reasonable,  the  broker  began  to 
entertain  the  notion  of  turning  a  penny  by 
the  bargain. 

"  The  fumiter,"  observed  the  broker  by 
way  of  *  crabbing^  the  articles^  "  is  old  and 
ricketty/' 

^^  But  clean  and  free  from  bugs,'*  added 
Bill  Stumpit,  with  a  flourish  of  the  bit  of 
British  oak. 

"Consisting  of?*'  returned  the  broker 
prepared  -to  make  a  mental  inventory. 

"Three  stump  bedsteads  and  a  shake 
down,  with  sheets,  blankets,  pillows,  bolsters, 
and  rugs  to  match,"  replied  Bill  Stumpit. 

"  Good,''  briefly  responded  the  broker 
of  Hampstead  Vale,  lotting  the  articles 
enumerated  in  his  brain. 
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^  Six  rubh-bottomed  chairs,  four  ditto  of 
wood,  a  deal  table,  and  a  frying  pan,"  ccm- 
tinned  the  old  Peninsular. 

"  Proceed,"  remarked  the  broker,  calcu- 
lating the  intrinsic  value  of  the  respective 
household  goods  with  a  rapidity  which 
great  practice  only  could  have  acconh 
plished. 

"  A  blue  washing  basin  with  the  willow 
pattern,"  resumed  the  veteran ;  "  two  ditto 
plain  white,  and  other  crockery." 

The  broker  nodded. 

"Fifty-seven  bird  cages,  large,  small, 
and  breeding,"  continued  the  old  Penin- 
sular, "fourteen  linnets,  six  goldfinches, 
nine  red  poles,  three  hedge  sparrows,  one 
torn- tit,  and  a  blackbird." 

*'  Can  give  but  little  for  this  lot,"  said 
the  cautious  broker.  "  I  dont  like  to  buy 
things  that  eat." 

'*  Two   saucepans,    one  gridrion,   and  a 
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rolling  pin,"  added  the  old  Peninsular,  "  as 
good  as  new." 

"  All  right,"  returned  the  broker. 

^^  A  washing  tub  and  a  wanning  pan,  pail 
and  flat  iron,  a  clothes  horse,  and  a  musket." 

The  broker  was  prepared. 

"  A  fancy  portrait,  in  a  black  ebony  frame, 
gilt,  and  colored,  of  His  Right  Honor- 
able Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  leading 
Bonyparte  by  the  nose,  with  Marshal 
Blucher  a-stirring  up  the  latter  with  the 
ramrod  of  a  piece  of  flying  artillery." 

"  Anything  more  ? "  asked  the  broker  of 
Hampstead  Vale. 

"  A  water-butt  and  a  pepper-box,  two 
pewter  saltcellars,  and  a  cut-glass  mustard- 
pot." 

"Antique  or  modern?"  inquired  the 
broker,  looking  out  of  the  extreme  comers 
of  his  eyes. 

"  Ancient,"  briefly  replied  Bill  Stumpit. 
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Tbe  broker  sijnufied  that  he  was  read;  to 
go  oQ  with  the  valuation. 

"  Half-a-dozen  of  real  German  silver  tta* 
apoons,  one  large  ditto  for  gitivy,  a  bottle- 
jtA,  dripping-pan,  and  door  mat." 

The  broker  had  them  down  in  hissdtedole 
as  soon  as  named. 

"There  may  be  a  few  more  odds  ud 
ends,"  conlinued  the  old  Peninsular,  with 
prodigal  generoaty,"but  those  I'll  throw  in." 

'*  Three-pun-ten, "  observed  the  hroka, 
diving  hb  hands  into  the  pockets  of  lus 
troasers,  and  throwing  his  head  on  <uie 
side,  "  would  be  about  the  marketable 
value,  I  should  say." 

'^Hand  over  the  coinj"  rejoined  the  old 
Peninsular,  "  for  I'm  off  at  break  of  day." 

"You'll  be  missed  in  the  neighboor 
hood,"  remarked  the  broker  of  Hampstesd 
Vale.  "  What  is  the  cause  of  this  move? 
Not  rent  is  it  ?  " 
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"Rent?"  repeated  Bill  Stumpit,  as  if 
his  honor  had  been  touched,  "  who  says 
rent?  1  have  paid  my  rent,  Sir,  like  a 
Christian,  and  the  Great  Mogul  was  never 
more  punctual.    Who  says  rent?  " 

"No  offence,"  replied  the  broker,  finding 
himself  on  slippery  ground.  "  I  meant  no 
offence,  but  our  business — " 

"  Is  sometimes  that  of  other  folks,"  added 
the  veteran.  "  Isn't  that  it  ?  " 

The  broker  felt  the  reprooi^  and  thought 
it  advisable  to  pay  the  "three-pun- ten," 
without  further  observation. 
.  The  stars  were  just  beginning  to  fade  as 
the  light  of  day  threw  a  burnished  streak 
of  gold  across  the  east,  when  the  old  Penin- 
sular issued  from  the  garden  gate  leading 
to  and  from  Paradise  Lodge.  With  folded 
hook  and  arm  he  stood  contemplating  the 
resolve  which  he  had  taken,  and  hastily  put 
in  execution.    It  was  late  in  life,  so  quoth 
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he  to  his  inward  self,  to  turn  his  back  upon 
the  home  which  had  sheltered  him  so  long. 
He  had  been  used  for  many  a  year  to  look 
upon  it  as  the  last  quarters  he  should 
occupy  until  that  roll-call  was  made,  which 
few  are  prepared  to  obey,  although  none 
can  resist. 

"  Three-pun-ten  !*'  said  Bill  Stumpit,  with 
a  sigh.  ^^  IVe  sold  the  lot,  stock  and  crop, 
for  three-pun- ten ;"  and  then  rubbing  hard 
the  tip  of  his  nose  with  the  point  of  the  iron 
hook,  he  wheeled  upon  his  bit  of  British 
oak,  and,  shouldering  a  small  bundle,  con- 
taining his  wardrobe,  in  a  blue  and  white 
spotted  handkerchief,  began  to  employ  his 
powers  of  locomotion  by  placing  Paradise 
Lodge  gradually  in  the  rear. 
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Since  the  night  he  had  had  her  in  his 
arms — since  that  night  he  had  borne  her 
insensible  form  to  her  chamber,  Doctor 
Starkie  had  not  seen  either  Alice  or  her 
husband,  and  was  totally  unconscious  of 
the  origin  of  the  scene  which  presented 
itself  upon  the  alarm  being  given. 

Like  all  profoundly  cunning  men,  he 
thought  the  game  that  he  was  playing  was 
far  too  deep  for  discovery,  and  relied  upon 
his  own  skill  alone  to  achieve  tlie  object  of 
his  desire.     He  believed,  and  almost  hoped, 
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that  some  violent,  ungjovernablc  paroxysm 
flf  rage  hftd  produced  the  ilUie&«  of  tbe 
one,  wiiile  terror  was  the  cause  of  the 
indisposition  of  the  other.  Tbe  Oxford 
donble-tirst  prize-man  reckoned  not  tbaf 
bis  mask  was  seen  through,  or,  at  least, 
so  suspected  of  being  the  hypocrite's,  that 
Alice  Woodbee  determined  to  hold  no 
terms  with  him;  but,  let  ibe  conscqueneffl 
be  what  they  may,  to  defy  all  rather  than 
keep  the  knowledge  of  bis  guilty  passion 
fmm  her  husband — her  husband  still. 

Upon  her  place  of  refuge  being  discovered, 
she  felt  the  truth  of  the  threat  of  her  per 
secutor,  that  she  could  not  escape  from  him- 
She  knew  that  it  would  be  hopeless  to 
struggle  in  the  snare,  and  therefore  pre' 
tended  to  believe  that  he  was  honest  iu  bis 
protestations  of  contrition,  in  order  that 
she  might,  through  his  boasted  influence 
over  her  husband,  obtain  a  friendly  recep- 
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lion  for  herself  and  Leonard,  and  above  all 
a  patient  hearing  of  that  which  she  had  to 
reveal.  To  return  to  the  roof  she  had  left 
with  no  interference  to  save  her  from  his 
wrath  and  wounded  pride,  shook  her 
woman's  heart;  but  a  written  promise  came 
pledging  his  honour  to  receive  them  as 
became  a  gentleman,  and  AUce  remembered 
who  had  wrung  it  from  him.  So  far,  how- 
ever, her  purpose  was  served,  and  instead, 
perhaps,  of  being  forced  to  submit  to  some 
cruel  or  humiliating  indignity,  she  had  no 
cause  whatever  to  complain  of  any  want  of 
outward  kindness,  whatever  might  be  more 
deeply  rooted. 

Burning  to  justify  herself  in  the  eyes  of 
him  who  had  so  deeply  wronged  her,  in  the 
supposition  that  she  had  acted  merdy  in 
perverse  defiance  of  his  authority,  and 
groundless  complaint  of  the  harsh  treatment 
which  Leonard  had  received  at  the  hands  of 
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Dr.  Starkie,  Alice  put  in  executioo  her  re- 
solve the  earliest  moment  that  the  opportu- 
nity presented  itself. 

In  the  sombre  and  still  hour,  which  before 
has  been  referred  to,  the  injured  wife  and 
mother  recounted  a  history  of  her  woes  and 
insults.  She  told  him  in  words  that  were 
evidence  of  themselves  of  the  truth  she 
uttered,  words  which  spoke  of  patient  tsaS- 
fering,  of  a  soul  without  guilt,  of  a  bruised 
and  broken  spirit ;  but  one  in  which  no  re- 
venge or  rankling  poison  lurked.  She  told 
him,  and  he  believed  her,  that  to  saw 
their  child  Irom  a  &te  far  worse  than  the 
grave — a  living  death— the  loss  of  his  totte^ 
ing  mind,  she  had  braved  the  dangers  of 
fleeing  from  the  shelter  of  his  roof  to  go  she 
knew  not  where.  She  told  him  of  the  loDg, 
long  anxious  days  and  sleepless  nights  she 
had  passed  in  watching  the  flickering 
apark,  and  what  joy  the  gradual  return  of 
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reason  had  brought  to  her  almost  hopeless 
heart.  She  told  him  of  the  humble  home 
and  friends  she  had  met  with,  of  their  care 
and  solicitude  for  Leonard's  health  and  hap- 
piness, and,  in  praising  these,  held  up  a 
mirror  before  Tobias  Woodbee  which  re- 
flected a  picture  of  his  own  blind  pride,  and 
miserable  selfishness. 

There  could  be  no  secrets  now. 

Event  followed  on  event.  It  was  now 
that  he  learned  that  the  stranger,  whom  he 
had  slightly  heard  of  as  Jacob  Giles's 
lodger,  was  the  heroine  of  the  tale  he  had 
so  lately  told,  and  that  the  pretty  girl  he 
sometimes  met  in  his  rambles,  and  desig- 
nated, as  he  was  informed,  the  Belle  of 
the  Village,  was  the  daughter  of  his  suc- 
cessful rival.  Lieutenant  Somerset.  It  was 
now  he  learned  that  his  wife  had  denied 
herself  for  years  every  luxury  and  comfort 
that  he  would  not  miss,  to  assist  her  un- 
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happy  sister,  and  how  his  increa^g  thrift 
— she  woxild  not  call  it  by  a  harsher  term- 
rendered  it  difScalt,  at  last,  to  keep  her  and 
her  child  from  the  pangs  of  abject  poverty. 
With  declining  health,  he  learned  that  it 
had  been  arranged  between  the  sisters  that 
Mrs.  Somerset  should  come  and  live  in 
seclusion  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Oa^a, 
so  that  they  might  occasionally  be  together 
without  giving  offence  to  him. 
All  this  he  was  told,  and  more. 
In  those  few,  brief  minutes  the  pages  of 
his  past  life  were  opened,  and  there  was  not 
one,  no,  not  one,  that  he  could  wish  to  read 
again.  All  his  plans  and  schemes  were 
like  broken  bubbles  or  crumbled  dust. 
Every  one  plotted  against  them,  and  there 
he  was,  as  he  knew  full  well,  neither  loved 
nor  feared. 

It  was  a  painful,  humiliating  truth  for 
Tobias  Woodbee.     He  had  never  cared  for 
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the  good  opinion  of  any  one,  but  that  for 
himself,  which  he  had  long  entertained  with 
undiminished  strength,  began  to  evaporate 
with  a  speed  which  he  little  anticipated. 

"  Fooled,  fooled ! "  exclaimed  he  with 
bitterness ;  and  these  were  the  last  words  he 
uttered.' 


CHAPTER  Xin. 


Thb  lit^  dark  back  at^ement  in  die 
rear  of  the  gExieral  shop  cootaineil,  one 
eresung,  wboi  the  basiness  of  the  day  wu 
done,  two  companiona  of  long  standing,  and 
nmoD  of  tastes  and  sentiments. 

**  What  I  shall  do  when  yoa're  gone," 
said  Jacob,  doldolly,  **  is  more  than  I  can 
ten." 

"Cliea' up,  man!"  replied  the  CorponL 
~  Whv  yoall  pass  your  evraiings  in  our  bar* 
parioor,  to  he  sore,"  continued  he,  "  and 
fed  aa  fafitbe  as  a  bird." 
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"Ah!"  rejoined  Jacob,"  but  there  are 
other  times  besides  evenings,  and  IVe  been 
used  to  company  for  all  hours  of  late ;  and 
habit  is  like  one's  skin,  d'ye  see,  we  get 
used  to  it/* 

"  There's  Bridget,"  returned  Corporal 
Crump,  with  sly  humour  twinkling  in  his 
eyes-     "  You  won't  be  left  quite  alone.'* 

"  Poor  Bridget!*'  exclaimed  Jacob  Giles. 
"  Her  temper  was  never  of  the  best,  and 
increasing  age  and  deafness  seldom  act  as 
improvements." 

^^  But  drill  and  strict  discipline,"  said 
Corporal  Crump,  "work  marvellous  changes. 
Think  what  she  is,  and  what  she  was." 

"  Thanks  to  your  generalship,"  added 
Jacob,  "  Bridget  is  certainly  better  in  all 
respects ;  but,"  and  he  shook  his  head  de- 
spondingly,  "I'm  afraid  there'll  be  a  relapse." 

"  Keep  up  the  drill,'*  responded  the  old 
soldier,    "  there's  nothing  like  drill." 
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"  You  are  a  fortunate  man,  Corporal,*' 
observed  the  little  general  shopkeeper,  with 
a  slight  moan. 

"  Well,"  ejaculated  the  old  soldier,  "  I've 
known  8ome  of  my  comrades  unluckier  than 
myself.  In  a  charge  at  Talavera,  there 
were  two  cut  down  right  and  left  of  me, 
and  I  got  off  with  a  bit  of  a  scratch." 

'^  I  was  not  alluding  to  those  deeds  of 
fame  which  must  Uve  for  all  time  in  song 
and  story,  '*  replied  Jacob,  with  a  sudden 
burst  of  enthusiasm  ;  ''  but  referred  parti- 
cularly to  the  domestic  position  which  you 
are  about  taking  up." 

"  You  think  then,  Jacob,"  rejoined  the 
veteran,  "  that  I  may  be  called  fortunate  in 
that  particular?" 

"  As  a  defender  of  my  country,"  returned 
the  little  general  shopkeeper,  "  1  could  not 
stand  by  and  see  you  made  a  martyr  of  at 
the  shrine  of  matrimony.     No,"  continued 
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Jacob,  "  I  would  long  Hince  have  warned 
you  of  danger,  like  the  pilot  fish  is  supposed 
to  warn  the  whale,  and  a  small  blue  bird 
does  the  rhinoceros,  provided  there  bad 
been  any  caution  necessary,  but — "  and 
then  he  lowered  his  voice,  "  Mistress  Tirigg 
is  no  common  widow,  she's  no  man-swal- 
lower  or — "  Jacob  paused  and  looked  over 
both  his  right  and  left  shoulders  to  see  thst 
nobody  was  near,  "  she  might  have  swal- 
lowed me,"  he  added,  throwing  himself  back 
in  his  chair  to  mark  the  anticipated 
startling  effect  on  the  nerves  of  the  coi^ 
poral. 

To  his  chagrin,  however,  the  effect  was 
not  so  startling  as  expected. 

"  Flash  in  the  pan,  eh?'  said  Corporal 
Crump.  "No  matter,  comrade;  clear  your 
touchhole  and  prime  again !" 

"  No,"  replied  Jacob  Giles,  "  I  shall  never 
do  that  now.     It  was  my  first  and  my  last 
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speculation  in  that  kind  o'  goods,  and  Tm 
only  glad  that  my  loss  is  your  gain." 

"  Spoken  like  a  generous-hearted  Briton/* 
rejoined  the  old  soldier,  giving  Jacob  his 
hand  to  shake  across  the  table  which  sepa- 
rated them.  ^^  Spoken  like  a  generous- 
hearted  Briton,"  repeated  he. 

Scarcely  had  the  sentence  been  concluded 
when  a  strange  sound  became  audible  from 
without,  as  if  some  one  was  perambulating 
the  general  shop  mounted  on  stilts. 

Both  rose  from  their  chairs,  with  a  simul- 
taneous movement  for  the  purpose  of  mak- 
ing a  discovery  of  the  cause  of  the  disturb- 
ance, and  as  Jacob  Giles  took  the  prece- 
dence of  the  order  of  their  going,  the  cor- 
poral felt  almost  electrified  at  hearing  him 
send  forth  a  screech  denoting  the  most 
acute  pain. 

"  Thunder  and  lightning!'*  ejaculated 
Corporal  Crump.     "  What  is  the  matter?" 
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"  Oh!  oh!  oh!"  roared  Jacob. 

"  Thunder  — ;"  but  the  exclamation  w« 
cut  short  in  the  repetition. 

"  It's  only  I,"  cried  a  well-known  voice, 
for  the  whistle  once  heard  wb3  not  likely  to 
be  forgotten.     *'  Don't  ye  know  me?" 

"  If  not  his  ghost,"  said  the  Corpot^ 
"  that's  Bill  Stumpit  a-blowing." 

"■  To  be  sure,"  replied  the  old  Peninsular. 
"  Tm  your  late  comrade  in  rank  and  fil^ 
square  and  line.  But  get  a  candle  and  let'* 
see  who's  this  caught  in  a  trap." 

"  Oh !"  hallooed  Jacob,  '*  my  foot,  my 
foot.     Oh!  oh!  oh!" 

"  I  shall  swear  presently,"  returned  Co^ 
poral  Crump,  "  I  know  I  shall!  Wbatscre* 
is  loose  with  you,  Jacob?  " 

"  I'm  lamed  for  my  mortal  life,"  shouted 
the  little  general  shopkeeper.     "  Oh!  oh!" 

"  Why  if  I  don't  begin  to  think,''  re- 
turned Bill  Stumpit,  reflectively,  "  that  I've 
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been  pounding  my  bit  of  British  oak  upon 
my  neighbour's  toes  here,  I  beg  your  pardon, 
friend,"  continued  he,  ^^  but  let  me  take  it 
off,  for  Fm  sure  it's  been  there  long 
enough." 

**  Thank  you,"  replied  Jacob,  relieved 
from  his  painful  situation,  ^^  I'm  exceed- 
ingly obliged  to  you,  I'm  sure  *,"andhe  limped 
to  his  seat  in  the  back  settlement  with  lively 
impressions  of  what  the  rack  must  have  been 

in  the  most  barbarous  of  ages. 

"  Attention !"  cried  Corporal  Crump. 
"  Let  every  man  hold  his  breath,  and  listen 

to  the  word  of  command.     Stand  at  ease 

while  I  strike  a  light." 

"  Stand    at  ease  !"   repeated   the  little 

general  shopkeeper,  drawing  in  his  breath 

between  his  clenched  teeth,  "  I  shall  never 

do  that  again  I  know." 

Deftly  the  corporal  threw  a  spark  upon  a 

prepared  stratum  of  tinder,  and,  through  the 
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**  Aad  it's  nUf  JIM,"  nmarted  the  Co^ 
porml,  hnHing  the  ordin&rj  dqt  above  lui 
bead,  ood  throwTDg  a  stroospr  light  If 
plaoDg  a  hand  betv«en  hkn  and  the  olgect 
of  his  inspection.  "  It's  really  you  in  ytat 
own  fitrsb,  bone,  and  blood.  Bill  Stompit,  is 
it?" 

"  The  identical  bit  of  steel,"  replied  the 
o!d  Peninsular,  and  then  the  two  old  wte- 
rans  grdj>pled  with  band  and  book,  sud 
(lanctrd  a  slight  jig  as  an  act  of  pubhcly 
celebrating  the  joy  of  their  meeting. 

"  What  brought  you  here?"  asked  the 
Curporal,  cutting  a  double  shuffle. 

"  My  prop  of  British  oak,"  replied  the 
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old  Peninsular  in  triumph ;  ^^  and  although 
worn  as  fine  as  a  needle  at  the  point,  hang 
me  but  rd  have  ground  him  to  sawdust  to 
the  knee  but  I'd  have  come  !" 

"  You  would,  eh?  "  rejoined  Corporal 
Crump. 

^^  So  help  me,  potatoes !  "  returned  Bill 
Stumpit,  with  an  expression  of  religious 
fanaticism. 

**My  eyes  then  behold,"  said  Jacob 
Giles,  still  rubbing  the  injured  foot,  "  that 
hero  of  a  hundred  fights,  the  ancient  Penin- 
sular?** 

"What  remains  of  him,"  rejoined  the 
Corporal,  "  you  now  can  behold  at  your  lei- 
sure, comrade.  But  when  a  man  becomes  a 
stump,"  continued  he,  ^'  or  kind  of  pollardy 
he  requires  a  wonderful  deal  of  nourishment- 
Are  you  thirsty  ?  " 

"  As  a  mackerel,"  replied  the  old  Penin- 
sular, dropping  himself  into  a  chair,  "and 

l2 
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by  the  free  leave  and  willing  consent  of  tbc 
present  company,"  continued  he,  "I'U  un* 
limber  ray  bit  of  British  oak,  for  after  a 
march,  I  like  to  stick  him  in  a  comer."' 

"  Make  yourself  at  home,  celebrated  indi- 
vidual," rejoined  Jacob,  still  rubbing  hi* 
contused  foot,  *'  and  whatever  my  homely 
store  affords,  you  shall  be  thrice  -welcome 
to." 

In  a  remarkably  short  space  of  tiine— 
considering  what  was  done — Bill  Stumpit 
had  his  bit  of  British  oak  lodged  in  ft 
comer  of  the  back  settlement,  and  the  co^ 
poral,  from  a  familar  knowledge  of  where 
just  to  put  his  hands  on  things,  omamenie<l 
the  hospitable  board  with  more  than  wa* 
requisite  for  the  improvement  of  the  physical 
exhaustion  of  a  Prince  of  the  blood  royal- 

"  And  now,"  said  Corporal  Crump,  after 
duly  assisting  to  moisten  what  remuned  of 
the  clay  of  bis  old  comrade,  and  seeing  that 
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he  was  getting  iu  tune  for  a  little  examina- 
tion in  cliie^  ^^  what  has  brought  you  here, 
BiUStumpit?" 

The  hero  of  a  hundred  fights  pointed  in 
silence  to  the  bit  of  British  oak  which  stood 
within  a  few  inches  of  his  elbow. 

^^  You  don't  mean  to  lead  us  to  suppose 
that  you  padded  it?"  added  the  Corporal, 
Ufdng  his  eyebrows. 

"  Every  inch  of  five  score  miles,"  replied 
the  old  Peninsular,  taking  his  three-cornered 
felt  hat  fix)m  his  bald  and  polished  head  and 
pitching  it  dexterously  over  the  fork  of  the 
bit  of  British  oak. 

"  But  why  not  ride?  "  asked  Jacob. 

"Can't  trust  myself  off  the  ground," 
said  the  old  Peninsular,  in  a  mild  kind  of 
whistle.  "  My  remainders,"  continued  he, 
pointing  to  his  one  leg,  one  arm,  and  one 
eye,  "  won't  do  for  cavalry  movements." 

"  This  is  sometliing  to  listen  to,  this  is! " 
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observed  Corporal  Grampy  ^^  and  if  one's 
eyes  were  not  used  to  astonishment  they'd 
begin  to  smart  presently  1  expect.  What 
the  devil  has  become  of  Paradise  ?  " 

^*  Sold,''  replied  Bill  Stumpit,  draining  a 
glass  containing  a  preponderating  quantity 
of  brandy  to  water. 

^^  Sold?"  exclaimed  the  Corporal. 

"As  Vm  a  sinner,"  rejoined  the  old 
Peninsular;  "in  one  lot,  Dicky,"  continued 
he,  "  stock  and  crop." 

"  Have  you  a  strait-waistcoat  in  this  part 
of  the  country  ?  "  asked  Corporal  Crump, 
addressing  the  little  general  shopkeeper. 
"For  it's  my  opinion  we  shall  want  one 
presently." 

"  Give  me  a  few  minutes'  breathing  time," 
said  Bill  Stumpit,  tapping  his  breast  with 
his  hook,  "  and  I'll  clear  myself  of  all  them 
suspicions." 

"  Take  your  own  time,  celebrated  indivi- 
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daal,**  observed  Jacob  Giles,  "  and  recollect 
that  undue  haste  often  leads  to  dull  delay." 

*•  A  very  good  check  for  a  fast  man  that 
is,  Richard  Crump,'*  returned  the  old  Penin- 
sular, chidingly.  ^^  1  should  advise  you  to 
mix  them  words.  Sir,  with  your  tobacco,  and 
smoke  'em  gently.  Howsomdever,*'  con- 
tinued he,  "  I'll  make  short  work  of  my 
story,  for  although  it  may  take  longer  than 
the  knife-grinder  who  had  none  to  telL  it 
won't  tire  ye  from  its  length." 

"  We  shall  be  the  best  judges  of  that," 
remarked  the  Corporal.  "  Make  ready,  pre- 
sent, and  let  drive  at  'em !  " 

"  I'd  rather  be  shot  out  an'  out,"  began 
Bill  Stumpit,  "  or  hanged,  if  it  must  come 
to  the  worst,  than  be  in  water  just  hot 
enough  to  keep  one's  feelings  always 
in  a  state  of  slow  simmer.  It's  dreadful, 
comrade,"  continued  he,  turning  to  Jacob, 
**  to  be  eternally  stewing.     I  know  what  a 
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ported,  or  flogged,  according  to  the  judg- 
ment of  this  right  honorable  court.*^ 

^^  What  does  the  old  figger  head  mean? '' 
remarked  Corporal  Cramp.  ^^  I  still  think 
we  shall  want  that  waistcoat,  Jacob.'' 

'^  Ought  not  I  to  have  held  out  as  long 
as  I  could,  fortified  as  we  were,''  rejoined 
the  old  Peninsular,  ^^  with  bastions  and 
breastworks?" 

"  What,  stood  a  siege  ?**  said  the  Corporal. 

"  Ay,'*  returned  Bill  Stumpit,  "  wasn't 
that  my  dooty  ?  " 

"  Not  as  the  surrender  was  desired^"  re- 
plied Corporal  Crump,  "by  the  garrison 
itself.'' 

"And  that's  the  judgment  of  this  right 
honorable  court  ? "  exclaimed  the  old 
Peninsular.  "Hoo-rayl  I  haven't  made 
a  forced  march  of  a  hundred  miles  for 
nothing." 

•*  Refresh  yourself  hero,"  urged   Jacob 


154    THB  BELM  OF  TBM   YILLAGS. 

Gilea^  ^  by  a  farther  sapply  of  brandy-and- 
wmter,'* 

^  May  good  fbrtnne  attend  the  liberal! " 
returned  Bill  Stumpit,  refilling  his  gkss. 
^  And  now,**  continued  he,  ^  yon'^e  got  the 
foundation  of  the  bosinefls  which  brought 
me  so  fisur,  111  go  on  until  we  come  to  the 
roofing  the  matter  in.  Being  as  restless  as 
a  parch-pea  on  a  dram  head,  1  made  up  mj 
mind,  with  quick's  the  word,  and  sharp's 
the  movement,  to  see  a  little  Int  more  of 
the  world  before  leaving  it;  and  plucking 
myself  out  by  the  roots  from  Paradise,  I 
started  to  find  a  new  home  among'' — Bill 
Stumpit  paused  with  dramatic  efiect  before 
giving  the  tag — "old  friends," 

"  And  you  need  not  stir  an  inch,  hero," 
replied  Jacob,  "  for  here  it  is  beyond  all 
doubt  or  question.  I  can't  exactly  take  my 
rank  among  your  old  friends  at  present; 
but  if  you'll  stay  long  enough  with  me^  it 
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shall  go  hard  but  Til  try  to  mellow  into 
one.** 

"  Never  say  no  to  a  good  offer,  Bill,''  re- 
joined the  Corporal.  ^^  It's  one  which  I  can 
answer  for,  that  may  be  set  down,  at  a  long 
figure,  in  the  shape  of  a  heavy  premium." 

'^  Halt  for  a  moment,"  returned  the  old 
Peninsular.  ^'  I'm  not  a  likely  son  of  a 
woman  to  kick  myself  out  of  a  feather  bed, 
Dicky,  as  you  know  fuU  well  from  a  long 

acquaintanceship ;  but  let  me  put  the  thatch 
on  what  I've  got  to  say." 

"  Hear,  hear,"  cried  Jacob  Giles.  "  A 
clear  stage  and  a  fitir  hearing  is  an  Eng- 
lishman's birthright.  Proceed,  hero  of  a 
hundred  fights." 

^^  Pve  kept  the  tit  bit,  like  a  child  with  a 
jam  tart,"  continued  the  old  Peninsular; 
"  but  the  truth  is,  Dicky,  that  I  dreamt  so 
much  of  the  Mrs.  Corporal  that  is  to  be, 
that  at  last  she  sat  upon  my  buzzim,  as  soon 
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fcjjii  «»  gEK  ■•  flat  as  »  pancake." 
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IS  SbaMfk!"  gaenUted  the  relenn,  vhb 
IB  cxiaaMon  anKxintuig  almost  to  seriott 
AflnMBe.  "  How  came  you  to  dnam 
l^stl^asthat,  Sir?" 

"  ToH  wouldn't  can  die  hero  to  accomtt 
for  dreaaui^,  would  ye?"  retained  Jacob. 

■*  Xoc  as  a  role,  perfaapa,"  replied  Corpwil 
Crump;  *^bat  a  soldier's  honor,"  condoaed 
be.  with  a  martial  frown,  "is  easily  toudKi" 

"Well!"  exclaimed  the  old  PeninsnliT) 
scratching  the  t(^  of  bis  poliabed  bead  villi 
bis  inm  hook,  "  right  or  wrong  there  die 
aqnatted,  Dicky,  and  to  shake  her  off  wu 
beyond  my  strength.  Being  a  weight  more 
than  I  could  bear  coostautly,  I  thought  it 
better  to  try  what  a  change  of  quarters 
might  do,  and  this  was  another  and  Itft 
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reason  for  turning  my  back  on  Paradise 
Lodge." 

^^  Mistress  Twigg,  Iter©,"  observed  the 
little  general  shopkeeper,  "  is  a  magnificent 
specimen  of  a  female,  and  so  yoa'U  say  when 
you  see  her." 

^^I'd  a  great  mind  to  pay  her  a  visit 
before  coming  here,''  rgoined  Bill  Stumpit; 
"  but  seeing  your  name  over  the  shop  front, 
licensed  dealer  in  coffee,tea,tobacco,and  snuff, 
and  finding  the  door  ajar,  I  couldn't  pass  it." 

"  You  want  to  see  Charlotte,  do  ye?  "  said 
the  Corporal,  with  his  brow  now  clear  from 
the  martial  frown. 

*'  1  do,  Dicky,"  replied  the  old  Peninsular, 
<^  and  shall  look  upon  her  as  worth  the  dis- 
tance of  coming  to  inspect  on  my  bit  of 
British  oak." 

"Then  limber  up,"  replied  Corporal 
Crump,  "  we'll  pass  our  evening  in  the 
bar-parlour  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Leonard  was  away,  perhaps  on  a  mis- 
sion to  Miss  Baxter,  and  the  solitary  occu- 
pier of  the  large  and  gloomy  room  in  which 
she  sat  was  Alice  Woodbee.  Her  features, 
blanched  and  delicate,  were  fixed  with  an 
expression  of  the  deepest  sorrow,  and  her 
heart  seemed  charged  to  overflowing  with 
unutterable  grief. 

Alone,  and  in  secret,  she  mourned  for 
her  who  was  now  the  tenant  of  the  tomb. 

Dark,  heavy  curtains  were  drawn  before 
the   French    windows,   opening   upon    an 
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Elizabethan  flower  garden,  where  Alice 
had  passed  many  an  hour  in  days  gone  by; 
but  between  the  folds  Of  the  drapery,  oppo- 
site the  casement,  and  commanding  the 
closest  view  of  her,  the  indistinct  outline 
of  a  man's  face  was  visible,  closely  pressed 
against  the  glass. 

Long  as  it  continued  to  be  there,  she  did 
not  perceive  that  she  was  under  the 
scrutinizing  gaze  of  any  one,  and  the 
harsh  creak  of  the  fastening  of  the  window, 
as  it  was  gently  turned  by  a  careful  hand, 
failed  to  attract  her  attention. 

The  current  of  air,  however,  sweeping 
into  the  room  nearly  extinguished  the  lamp, 
which  stood  upon  the  table  between  the 
window  and  Alice,  and  for  a  few  moments 
screened  the  intruder's  approach. 

"  Who  is  there?"  cried  she,  starting  from 
her  chair. 

The  flickering  flame,  after  flaring  in  the 
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windy  became  steady  again,  and  there  stood 
Doctor  Starkie  with  the  parenthesis  as 
of  yore. 

^^  Be  not  alarmed,  my  good  Madam,"  said 
the  Oxford  double-first  prize-man  in  as 
silky  a  voice  as  ever  man  spoke.  '^  Be  not 
alarmed,"  repeated  he.  "  It  is  only  I,  your 
humble  and,  he  feign  would  hope,  unof- 
fending servant,'*  and  Doctor  Starkie  bowed 
as  became  a  courtier  and  a  gentleman. 

"  Are  you  aware,  Sir,  that  this  is  a  rude 
and  unwarrantable  encroachment  upon  my 
privacy?"  rejoined  Alice,  with  dignity. 

"  Pardon  me  I  beseech  you,"  returned  the 
Doctor,  placing  his  hands  together;  "but  it  is 
long  since  we  have  met,  and  moments  like 
these  are  too  precious  to  be  lost." 

"  I  do  not  imderstand  you.  Sir,"  said 
Alice  as  she  stood  regarding  him  with  feel- 
ings of  inexpressible  dread. 

'•  Do   not   speak   to   me  thus,"   replied 
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Doctor  Starkie  in  the  same  supplicating 
tone.  ^^  I  would  not  offend  you  for  the  hope 
of  heaven/' 

^^  I  can  hold  no  communication  with  you, 
Sir,  and  must  beg  that  you  will  leave  this 
room  immediately. ** 

Her  eyes  flashed  with  indignation  as  she 
spoke,  but  he  quailed  not  under  them. 

"  Forgive  me  if  I  hesitate  to  obey  your 
mandate/'  he  returned,  drawing  himself  up 
to  his  full  height,  and  bending  his  gaze  upon 
her  with  a  rude  and  steady  stare.  ^^  I  came 
not  here  to  be  dismissed." 

Alice's  bosom  heaved  convulsively,  and 
her  upper  lip  curled  with  contempt  as  she 
moved  in  silence  towards  the  door. 

In  a  moment  one  of  her  hands  waa  in  his, 
and  the  firm  grasp  caused  an  involuntary 
exclamation  of  pain. 

"  Stay,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  hoarse  with 
emotion,  "  we  part  not  so." 

VOL.  m.  M 


16'2        -mE  BELLE   OP  TOE    VTLL&GB. 

"  Unhand  me,"  cried  Alice,  tryiag  to 
wrench  herself  irom  his  hold.  "  UnUiiJ 
me !"  repeated  she,  raising  her  voice. 

"  There  is  no  one  within  hearing,"  coolly 
returned  Doctor  Starkie,  "  or  I  should  not 
have  chosen  this  hour  for  seeking  you." 

"  And  what  would  you  with  me,  Sir? " 
ejaculated  she. 

"  Be  patient,"  replied  the  Oxford  double- 
first  prize-man,  placing  himself  betweai  tbe 
door  and  Alice,  "  and  you  shall  hear." 

He  released  her  hand  now. 

"  I  suspect,"  resumed  he,  while  his  fea- 
tures became  deeply  lined,  "  that  we  do  not 
understand  each  other.  Why  have  you 
avoided  me  of  late?  " 

"  Because  your  presence  is  hateful  to 
me,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Indeed !"  he  rejoined. 

"  Because,"  she  continued,  '*  1  knew  that 
your  cold,  calcuUiting,  cruel  heart  assumed 
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a  virtue  which  it  never  had,  «.nd  could  never 
feel,  and,  wicked  in  itself,  would  remain  so." 

"  Indeed !"  again  rejoined  Doctor  Starkie, 
and  his  face  betokened  passions  difficult  to 
suppress. 

"  You  thought  to  play  again  the  demon's 
part,*'  said  Alice,  with  eyes  that  spoke  of  a 
spirit  roused  to  little  short  of  frenzy.  "  Dis- 
covering that  your  devilish  end,"  continued 
she,  "  was  not  to  be  gained  by  — ^ 

**  Stay,  stay,**  interrupted  he,  in  a  husky 
tone.  "  Put  no  construction  upon  my 
actions.  If  you  know  the  object  of  them, 
so  do  I."* 

"  To  your  in&my  be  it  spoken." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  returned  the  Doctor  ; 
*'  but  we  will  not  discuss  so  unimportant  a 
point  May  I  ask  if  your  husband  was 
made  sensible  of  this  display  of  virtuous 
indignation?'*  added  he,  with  a  sneer. 

"  The  disclosure  of  your  perfidy  — " 

M  2 
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^^  Prodaoed  an  unexpected  effect^"  inte^ 
rapted  he.  ^*  Exactly  so.  ParalysU  is  Bot 
unfrequently  the  result  of  a  sudden  dis- 
arrangement of  the  nervous  system,'  and 
Doctor  Starkie,  although  white  as  the  ceil- 
ing above  him,  spoke  as  calmly  as  if  an 
ordinary  topic  was  engaging  his  attention. 

^  And  now,  Sir,  let  me  pass,''  said  Alice. 

"  One  moment  more,"  replied  he.  "  I 
need  not  ask  whether  you  were  believed ; — 
that  is  evident  in  what  followed.  But  as 
none  but  the  mad  act  without  motives — 
and  I  question  whether  even  they  do  so 
without  real  or  imaginary  ones — what  might 
have  been  yours  in  keeping  roe  in  igno- 
rance of  this  confession  to  your  husband? 
You  could  not  wish  that  we  should  meet 
again  ; — ^blood  is  a  sickening  sight  in  a 
woman's  eyes." 

"  There  was  little  fear  of  any  being 
shed,"  rejoined  she,  with  a  proud  demeanour 
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he  had  never  seen  before.  **  Putting  the 
heel  upon  a  worm  crushes  the  msect;  but 
it  provokes  no  feelings  of  murder." 

The  Oxford  double-first  prize-man  s  teeth 
grated,  and  his  eyes  darted  forth  a  light  as 
if  his  brain  was  on  fire. 

^^  But  why  should  I  render  any  explana- 
tion to  you  2  "  said  Alice.  "  Have  I  any- 
thing to  hope  from  you — anything  to  fear? 
If  I  told  you  nothing,  it  was  simply  my 
contempt  that  kept  me  silent." 

Doctor  Starkie  was  not  prepared  for  this, 
and  he  shrank  within  himself. 

"  He,"  she  continued,  pointing  in  the 
direction  of  the  sick  man  s  chamber,  ^^  was 
your  dupe,  and  dismissal  from  his  service 
might  have  come,  perhaps,  irom  him  with  a 
serviceable  lesson.  At  least  so  I  thought, 
and  my  fervent  hope  was — if  it  had  pleased 
Heaven  to  restore  his  health — that  we  might 
never  exchange  another  word." 
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"  My  own  weapons  turned  against  mystif, 
eh?"  rejoined  the  Doctor,  with  a  lai^hei- 
presaive  of  the  minutest  measure  of  merri- 
ment. "  A  woman  for  plotting  against  the 
devil;  but  I'll  not  be  beaten  if  the  gibbet  a 
my  doom ! "  and  thus  speaking,  he  seized 
her  by  her  arms  and  pinioned  them  to  her 
side. 

A  wild,  loud  shriek  rang  piercingtf 
through  the  house. 

"Peace,"  hissed  he;  and  his  hot  broth 
steamed  upon  her  cheek,  "  or  I'll  dash  you 
to  my  foot." 

"  Mercy,"  esclaimed  Alice,  "  have  mercy 
upon  me ! "  and  she  thrust  herself  back  as  if 
from  the  deadly  fengs  of  a  serpent. 

But  in  spite  of  her  strong  struggles  he 

held  her  to  his   breast,  fast  locked,  and 

clutched  in  the  gripe  of  one  terribly  resolved. 

"  What  shall  save  you,  now?"  cried  he  in 

triumph;  but  scarcely  was  the  last  word 
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upon  his  lip  when  a  figure— as  if  newly 
raised  from  the  dead — stood  before  him. 

Doctor  Starkie's  arms  dropped,  and  in 
a  moment  he  was  stricken  to  the  ground 
by  a  blow  which  might  have  felled  an  ox. 


168 


CHAPTER  XV. 


Among  the  great  gifts  and  innate  self- 
possessions  of  that  old  soldier,  Corporal 
Crumpy  was  the  facility  of  his  not  only 
rendering  himself  at  home  upon  all  the  ordi- 
nary occasions  of  life,  but  to  speak  in  a 
figurative  sense,  he  possessed  a  correspond- 
ing ease  of  taking  in  a  lodger. 

With  a  full-length  pipe  in  his  mouth,  the 
bit  of  British  oak  resting  on  a  neighbouring 
chair,  his  hook  and  arm  crossed  upon  that 
breast  which  had  braved  the  battle  and  the 
breeze  of  consecutive  campaigns  and  seasons^ 
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the  three-cornered  felt  hat  placed  with  a 
jaunty  air  over  the  snuffed-out  optic,  and  a 
bright,  BparkUng,  diamond  surface  in  the 
one  remaining,  Bill  Stumpit  looked  as  much 
at  ease  as  if  the  possession  of  the  bar-parlour 
of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork  belonged  to 
him  by  legal  and  indisputable  right. 

Mistress  Twigg  either  expected  company 
or  she  did  not — that  was  a  fact,  great  or 
little,  locked  within  the  casket  of  her  secrets 
— ^but  no  one,  of  the  most  sceptical  turn  of 
mind,  could  doubt  that  she  was  got  up  on 
the  present  occasion  with  more  than  care, 
and  a  total  disregard  of  expense. 

Never  did  Mistress  Twigg  appear  to 
greater  advantage  than  on  the  evening  of  the 
old.  Peninsular's  introduction  to  the  Harrow 
and  Pitchfork.  Her  cap  was  of  the  newest 
fashion,  and  the  ribands  of  the  brightest  hue. 
The  richness  of  her  dress  declared  itself  in 
the  rustle  of  its  stiff  and  liberal  widths,  and 
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the  kerchief,  folded  with  scrupulous  care  i 
across  her  extensive  bosom,  had  more  deli-  I 
cate  flowers,  fruit,  leaves,  figures  of  fantastic 
shapes,  curves,  angles,  and  tangents,  worked 
ID,  around,  and  about  it,  than  fell  to  the 
share  of  a  common  piece  of  muslin.  In  ad- 
dition to  this  splendour,  Mistress  Twigg 
wore,  by  way  of  ornament  more  than  utility, 
a  gigantic  watch  by  her  side,  to  the  chain  of 
which  so  large  a  collection  of  seals,  kep, 
rings,  and  cornelian  hearts,  was  attached, 
that  it  seemed  to  be  the  gathering  of  msnj 
generations. 

As  may  easily  be  supposed,  the  old  Penin- 
sular was  perfectly  dazzled  with  the  effect 
produced  by  the  bride  expectant,  and  be 
remained,  in  the  position  already  deacribedt 
with  his  solitary  eye  fixed  upon  her  in  mote 
admiration. 

Corporal  Crump  never  felt  prouder,  or 
perhaps  so  proud  of  his  Charlotte,  as  he  did 
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on  the  present  occasion,  «in4  was  &r  from 
being  an  indifferent  observer  of  the  great  hit 
she  had  nmde  on  the  s^nsilaUtiet  of  what 
remained  of  Bill  Stmnpit 

It  will  be  better  to  pasaover,  with  as  short 
an  annotation  as  pos9ibH  the  state  of 
the  feelings  of  Jacob  GUes^  as  he  sat  in  the 
remotest  comer  of  the  bar-parlour  slowly 
eating  a  thumb-nail.  If  prone  to  the  envy 
of  anotheri  he  did  his  best  to  keep  them 
down. 

"  I  have  always  been  from  my  youth  up- 
wards," observed  Mistress  Twigg,  without 
raising  her  eyes  iprom  her  knitting  needles, 
which  she  was  plying  >nth  the  spirit  of  in- 
dustry, ^^  a  great  admirer  of  the  military,  and 
I  can  say,  without  the  smallest  intention  to 
flatter,  that  qf  th$  many  gaUant  spirits  I  may 
have  wished  to  have  seen,  from  hearing  and 
reading  of  their  noble  deeds  of  glory,  there 
is  not  one—"     Charlotte  coughed  as  if  on 
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the  eve  of  committing  a  small  error—"  ot    J 
btit  one.,"  continued  she,  bestowing  upon  the    I 
corporal  a  look  of  no  ordinary  tendemesSi, 
"  that  I  desired  to  raake  his  personal  ac- 
quaintance so  much  as  yours,  Penmsular." 

The  old  Peninsular,  as  in  duty  bound— 
for  a  fairer  compliment  could  scarcely  be 
paid  to  merit — toot  off  the  three-comcrol 
felt  hat,  and,  raising  his  hook  to  his  broW) 
saluted  the  widow  aa  became  a  soldier. 

Just  at  this  ciitical  moment  the  calls  of 
buduess  demanded  the  presence  o(  Mistress 
Twigg  at  the  bar. 

Upon  her  departure,  Bill  Stumpit  todi 
the  full-length  pipe  from  his  lips,  and  push- 
ing his  bit  of  British  oak  most  unexpectedly 
forwards,  caught  Corporal  Crump  in  about 
the  middle  of  his  abdomen,  and  delivered  ■ 
monosyllable,  or  sound,  which  can  only  be 
described  in  something  of  the  form  of  Welch 
orth(^raphy,  "IClck!" 
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The  corporal  emitted  a  short  expression 
of  uneasy  surprise,  and  covered  the 
quarter  attacked  with  the  pakns  of  both 
hands. 

^^  What's  the  old  figure-head  about  now, 
I  should  like  to  know?"  said  he,  with  an 
effort  to  knit  his  brows  and  look  serious ; 
but  it  proved  an  eminent  failure. 

"What  have  you  been  about^  Dicky," 
replied  the  old  Peninsular,  in  a  whisper,  and 
threatening  to  renew  the  attack,  "  to  deserve 
such  a  prize  as  that?"  and  he  pointed  over 
his  shoulder  in  the  direction  which  the 
widow  had  taken. 

**  She's  a  fine  woman,"  observed  the  little 
general  shopkeeper,  in  a  confidential  tone, 
and  he  struggled  to  prevent  the  rise  of  some 
e£Eervescing  jealousy,  "  a  remarkable  fine 
woman." 

"  A  field-marshal  of  a  woman ! "  returned 
Bill  Stumpit.     "  She's  what  /  should  call  a 
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"  That's  the  spirit  of  a  true-bom  English- 
man ! "  returned  Jacob  Giles,  rousing  himself 
from  the  dull  occupation  of  rubbing  his 
thumb- naiL 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,"  said  the  Corporal, 
^^  and  so  long  as  such  a  spirit  can  be  found, 
there  will  always  be  a  very  queer  breed  to 
beat.  Bonaparte  was  right  enough  when 
he  said  Englishmen  never  seemed  to  know 
when  they  were  beaten ;  but  he  might  have 
added,  because  they  don't  understand  what 
it  is.  Repulsed  they  have  been,  and  will 
again,  but  beaten — ^never.'* 

"  We've  seen  'em  stand  like  a  wall  of  fire, 
before  now,  haven't  we,  Dicky?'*  remarked 
the  old  Peninsular,  ^^  with  the  round,  grape, 
and  canister  ploughing  'em  up  by  whole 
battalions;  but  as  one  man  was  knocked 
over,  or  fifty,  their  places  were  taken  as 
soon  as  vacant." 

"  And  whether  in  war  or  peace,"  replied 
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a  flagon  of  the  widow's  own  to  his  lips,  and 
pledged  the  toast  in  a  draught  which,  from 
its  depth,  proved  that  he  was  no  stranger 
to  the  mixture. 

"  As  you  say,  Dicky,**  returned  the  old 
Peninsular,  "  there's  no  foretelling  what  a 
man's  end  may  be.  Only  think  of  your 
coming  to  be  a  licensed  victualler  ;  there's 
promotion ! '' 

^*  But  it's  easy  to  see  what  a  cur's  end 
will  be,*  Bill  Stumpit,"  added  Corporal 
Crump.  "  A  man  can  die  but  once,"  con- 
tinued he,  ^^  and  that  he  knows  and  feels, 
and  if  he  has  done  his  duty  to  the  best  of 
his  powers  and  ability,  he  looks  at  death 
with  a  calm  eye,  but  not  callous  heart. 
If  from  prosperity  he  has  fallen  into  the^ 
worst  of  all  earthly  ills,  the  hard  gripe  of 
poverty,  and  so  lost  his  best  and  dearest 
friends,  those  who  once  hung  upon  his 
breath,  he  will  not  burn  with  revenge  or 
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to  call  in  a  special  prophet  to  foretel  the 
way  in  which  MU  wind  up  the  thread  of  life. 
At  the  early  glimpse  of  the  enemy — I  don't 
care  in  what  shape  it  comes — his  first 
thought  will  be  to  run  away,  or  sit  down 
and  weep,  A  nearer  approach  makes  him 
either  bolt  or  faint,  and  after  that  he  thinks 
of  drowning  or  hanging  himself.  Provided 
he  should  not  carry  out  one  of  these 
doglike  modes  of  ending  his  .fears,  he 
shoves  his  head  into  the  slough  of  despair, 
and  then  the  public  walks  over  the  cur  who 
buried  himself  in  the  mud.  And  that's  the 
style  of  his  finish." 

Mistress  Twigg  here  made  her  re-appear- 
ance, and  intimated  that  James  Burly  would 
form  an  addition  to  the  society  in  the 
bar-parlour,  provided  it  was  agreeable  to 
all  parties. 

It  being  unanimously  agreed  that  nothing 
could  be  more  pleasant   to   the   respective 
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feelings  of  every  one  present,  the  knight  of 
the  muscles  came  forward,  and  ivith  a  coun- 
tenance expressive  of  something  more  than 
usual  being  uppermost  in  his  brain,  rather 
startled  the  collective  body  by  exclaiming 
in  a  strong,  healthy  tone,  "  Thank  Heav«i! " 

"  By  all  means,"  responded  Corponl 
Crump. 

*'  I  say,  widder,and  gentlemen  genenDy," 
returned  Burly  James,  making  a  bow  d 
ceremony,  "  thank  Heaven !  " 

"I  see,"  observed  Mistress  Twi^;  "I 
can  see  through  Mr.  Burly  at  all  tunes,  and 
if  he  hasn't  a  peculiar  reason  for  that 
thanksgiving  at  this  moment,  an  extennve 
deception  has  been  practised  upon  me." 

"The  widder's  right,"  rejoined  he,  "I 
have  a  motive  for  my  prayers,  and  alimys 
had,  but  never  a  more  particular  one  thin 
now.  Ctentlemen,"  continued  James  Burly, 
making  a  short  examination  of  the  phy»og- 


I  .._ 


THE   BELLE   OF   THE   VILLAGE.  181 

nomy  of  each  one  present,  "  widder  in- 
cluded, thank  Him  from  whom  all  blessin's 
flow ! " 

^^I  thought  so,"  returned  the  hostess, 
^^  I  expected  as  much ;  but  we  must  not 
hurry  Mr.  Burly,"  continued  she,  shaking 
her  head.  ^^He  requires  time  to  bring 
forth  anything,  like  my  remarkable  Polish 
hen,  that  lays  a  diurnal  egg  throughout  the 
year." 

^^  Right  again,"  exclaimed  the  knight  of 
the  muscles.  ^^  The  widder's  right  again, 
gentlemen.  I'm  not  a  meteor ;  but  let  me 
have  a  few  moments  for  my  i-deas  to 
soak,  and,  if  slow,  you'll  find  'em  re- 
markably sure." 

**Take  a  chair,  Sir,"  said  the  old  Penin- 
sular, removing  his  bit  of  British  oak  from 
that  which  it  occupied  and  pushing  it 
towards  Burly  James. 

"Thanks  be  to  you,  veteran;  for  I  see 
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you're  that,"  replied  James  Burly,  "a^ 
though  a  stranger.  A  man's  i-deaa  I  tluii);,'' 
continued  hu,  dropping  Limeelf  into  a  seat 
by  the  side  of  Bill  Stumpit,  "  flow  belter 
when  sitting  than  standing." 

The  hostess  of  tlie  Harrow  aud  Pitchfork 
raised  a  linger  as  if  to  enjoin  a  strict  sileuce, 
for  there  was  a  presentiineut  in  her  mind 
that  the  knight  of  the  muscles  was  the 
bearer  of  mure  than  common  intelligence. 

"  As  a  stranger,"  said  he,  addressing  the 
old  Peninsular,  aud  offeriug  the  developed 
biceps  of  his  formidable  riglit  arm,  "  do  me 
the  kindness  to  feel  o'  tbat." 

Bill  Stumpit  acceded  to  the  request 
through  the  agency  of  his  hook,  and,  sig- 
nifying his  opinion  that  iron  was  not  harder. 
Burly  James  assumed  a  look  of  combined 
pride  and  enlarged  satisfaction. 

Mistress  Twigg  again  lifted  the  finger, 
and  glancing  down  the  sides  of  her  nose. 
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with  her  head  at  an  angle  to  produce  the 
elevation  of  the  chin,  appeared  to  silently 
order  James  Burly  to  keep  her  no  longer 
in  suspense. 

"  I'm  gettin'  ripe,  widder,"  said  he,  per- 
ceiving that  greater  delay  might  produce 
a  more  decided  expression  of  impatience, 
^^and  shall  drop  presently  like  a  meller 
peer.  Who  do  you  think's  an  outside  pas- 
senger by  his  Majest)r's  four-oss  mail  to 
night?" 

To  consume  time  in  guessing  would  be 
ridiculous,  and  therefore  Mistress  Twigg 
begged  that  Mr.  Burly  would  waive  the  ne- 
cessity of  an  answer. 

"  The  bookman,"  cried  he  in  an  excited 
state,  "  Master  Leonard's  nateral-born  tor- 
mentor." 

"  What,  Doctor  —  ' 

"  The  same,  widder,"  interrupted  the 
kni«;ht  of  the  muscles,  "  and  with  a  mark 
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upou  his  knob  likely  to  last  between  now  and 
Christmas.  I've  seen  many  a  swellin,'  but 
that  was  a  swelUiier!" 

"  Wounded  by  accideut  or  inteution?" 
inquired  the  Corporal. 

"  I  should  say,"  replied  Jamea  Burly, 
"  that  a  better  intention  was  never  brought 
JBto  force  by  a  scientific  upper  cut." 

"  Pray  cease  wandering  from  the  point," 
observed  Mistress  Twigg  with  an  approai^ 
to  vehemence.  "You  have  got  it  now;  pray 
stick  to  it." 

JMr.  Burly  felt  that  the  correction  was  not 
altogether  unmerited. 

"  I  will,  widder,"  responded  he ;  "  I'll 
hammer  away  at  it  in  a  way  that  shall  please 
the  public,  and  so  here  goes.  About  an 
hour  after  dark  this  evening,  we  servantB 
were  havin'  a  httle  amusin'  talk  in  the  ser- 
vants' ball  about  everybody's 
own    included,   when   such   a 
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sounded  dreadfiil  to  our  ears,  made  us  fly 
like  so  many  rabbits  in  a  warren  when  a 
double-barrel  is  pulled  at  *em  behind  a 
hedge  close  by.  Some  scoured  one  way, 
some  another ;  but  1  went  straight  to  where 
the  screech  was  still  keepin*  it  up  as  strong 
as  ever.  Missis's  door  of  what's  called  her 
private  room  was  open ;  in  I  went  without 
knockin',  and  there  a  sight  met  my  eyes 
which  I  shan't  forget  in  a  hurry." 

All  his  hearers  appeared  to  be  interested 
in  the  relation,  but  both  Mistress  Twigg  and 
Jacob  were  breathless  with  the  intensity  of 
their  emotions. 

"  I  say,"  continued  Mr.  Burly,  looking 
singly  at  each  individual  composing  the 
circle,  "  that  a  sight  met  my  eyes  which  1 
shan't  forget  in  a  hurry.  There  stood 
master,  just  as  he  got  out  of  bed— I  don't 
enter  into  particulars  from  feelings  of  deli- 
cacy to  the  female  sex,"  and  he  touched  his 
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~  Ib  his  hand.  I  forgrx  which,*  resumed 
he.  -  he  heW  a  poker  bent  almost  double, 
and  »i  his  feet — I  needn't  say  on  the  fiow 
— laid  Doctor  Starkie  stretched  as  stiff  as  a 

•'  Heavens  I""  exclaimed  Mbtress  Twi^. 

~  A  rosy  stream,'  said  Burly  James, 
"'  poared  down  his  Dose,  and  he  looked, 
altogether,  knocked  out  o'  time." 

"  Not  killed  ?  '  ejaculated  Jacob,  woiked 
to  the  highest  pitch  which  curiosity  could 
attain. 

"  Wait-a-bit,"  rcpUcd  James  Burly,  "  and 
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you  shall  hear  every  partickler.  On  a 
chair,  with  her  hair  hanging  down  her  back, 
sat  my  poor  missis,  a-giving  tongue  as  only 
a  woman  can  when  she^s  hurt  or  frightened. 
She  laughed,  and  cried,  and  hollared  all  at 
once,  and  seemed  to  me  to  have  gone  clean, 
stark  crazy. 

"  I'm  not  a  meteor,  as  I  said  before,  and 
for  a  few  seconds  my  i-deas  felt  to  want  a 
little  soakin'.  1  could  do  nothin'  more  than 
stare  as  if  my  eyes  were  stuck  open  with 
skewers. 

"  '  Take  either  him  or  iiie  away,'  said  my 
master,  in  a  nasty  kind  of  voice,  and  point- 
ing to  the  body  of  the  bookman  with  the 
poker,  '  or  I  shall  add  murder  to  my  sins,' 
and  with  this  he  gave  a  kind  of  reel,  and 
would  have  dropped  had  I  not  caught  him. 
"  It  was  but  a  feather  weight — for  of  all  the 
shruuk-into-nothings  1  ever  saw,  master's 
the  most  so — and  whipping  him  up  across 


188        THE  BBLLE  OF  THE   VnXAGB. 

my  shoulders,  I  carried  him  off  to  the  room 
where  he  came  from,  and  dropped  him 
lightly  on  the  bed. 

^^  Missis  foUered,  how  I  don't  know,  but 
there  she  was,  and,  as  luck  would  have  it, 
'pothecary  Grimes  dropped  in  at  the  veiy 
nick  of  that  very  moment,  and  no  sooner 
put  his  eyes  upon  master's  fisu^e,  and  a 
hand  upon  his  heart,  than,  without  speak* 
ing  a  word,  he  stuck  a  lancet  into  both 
his  arms. 

"I  now  thought  of  the  bookman,  and 
runniu'  back  to  where  we  left  him,  I  found 
that  individooal  crawled  under  the  table, 
surrounded  by  my  fellow-servants. 

**  *  How  are  ye,  Sir? '  said  I,  droppin' 
on  my  knees  to  have  a  squint  at  him. 

"  Bookman  groaned. 

"  '  Can  I  assist  ye.  Sir? ' 

"  Bookman  groaned  worse  than  ever. 

** '  Arc  you  hurt,  Sir  ?  ' 
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"  *  Hurt,'  replied  he,  so  that  I  could  just 
bear  what  he  said,  ^  Tm  brained/ 

"  *  Better  come  out,  Sir,  and  let's  see 
nrhat's  best  to  be  done.' 

"  *  Where's  that — that  madman  ? '  said  he. 

"  *  In  bed,  without  sense  or  motion.' 

"*  You're  sure  o' that?' 

"  ^  As  I'm  a  wicked  sinner,  but  not  a 
miserable  one,  Sir,'  said  I. 

"  *  Then  let  every  one  go  but  you,  Burly.' 

^^  Being  left  to  ourselves,  out  bookman 
crept,  and  a  pretty  picture  he  looked,  take 
my  word  for  it.  Whether  most  frightened 
or  hurt  I  can't  tell ;  but  such  a  mawled 
cocoa-nut  I  haven't  seen  for  many  a  day. 

'^  Gettin'  some  water,  I  sponged  him  up 
a  little  fresh,  and  then  asked  how  it  came 
to  happen  that  he  caught  such  an  ugly 
wipe. 

"  *  The  madman  rushed  in,'  said  he,  'and 
cut  me  down  in  an  instant.' 


^Bh 

— A  -n  rf  fc   en-    ow  Mil  I 

i^p«^Sr?> 
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^   limit  ktlimm,  St,- nfSeiL 

•"•OmgtwiA  Bc  ID  _r  nxo,'  -il 

liil»ii    -ftrl  •OB^  be  leAakoewUfe 

hat-     n  ^sil  tkb   place   for    era*,  and 

last  toa  immedaaitiy.' 

-  Tvmi  aad  scak  as  be  was,    his  more- 

mam  ooaU  scairdy  be  quicker,  and  sotne 
■ame  ht£an  Jmaxhm  tooled  np  to  the  lodge 
zase.  tberc  woe  we.  InggBge  aod  ill, 
A-vsitv'  to  be  takes  op.  Givio'  me  his 
faksao'  for  my  troaHe.  botdanan  cHmbed 
ialD  the  bax-«esL  and  that's  tiie  last, 
I  expect,  thst  I  £haD  see  of  him  b  this 
worid.  and,"  coDtinued  BuHj  James  witii 
ooqiMStiooahle  sincent}',  "  I  shan't  grieve 
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if  we  don't  meet    in  the  next,  gentlemen, 
widder  included,  thank  Heaven !  " 

"  Really,"  exclaimed  Mistress  Twigg,  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  knight  of  the  muscles' 
narrative,  "  I  never  heard  of  a  more  thril- 
ling coincidence  in  the  whole  course  of  ray 
life." 

^^I  began  to  think  the  unfortunate  man 
was  slain,"  observed  Jacob,  in  a  state  which 
can  only  be  described  as  reeking  from  excite- 
ment. 

"  It  would  not  have  proved  a  casualty 
among  the  list  killed,  but  what  /  could 
have  borne  with  considerable  submission," 
said  the  Corporal. 

"  I  don't  think,  speaking  for  myself,"  re- 
marked Mr.  Burly,  *'  that  my  appetite 
would  have  failed;  but  I'm  just  as  well 
pleased  that  he's  taken  himself  oflF  with- 
out giving  us  the  trouble  of  bury  in'  him." 
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"  But  what  could  have  brought  Mr.  Wood* 
bee,  ill  as  he  was,  into  that  room  to  assault 
the  tutor?"  inquired  Mistress  Twigg,  with 
her  eyebrows  raised  far  above  their  naturti 
boundaries. 

"  I  can't  answer  that  questjon,"  replied 
Burly  James,  shaking  his  head,    "for  thft  i 
bookman  himself  didn't  seem  to  know.    I'vB 
told  you,  widder,  all   I  saw,   heard,  and 
did." 

"  No  doubt  of  that,"  replied  the  hosteai. 
"  I  have  not  the  smallest  doubt  of  that,  Sir," 
continued  she.  "My  customers — those  of 
the  bar-parlour — are  in  the  constant  habit 
of  treating  me  with  the  greatest  confidence; 
but  promiscuous  discussion  sometimes  un- 
veils a  mystery." 

"  You'll  excuse  me,  widder,"  rejoined 
James  Burly,  *'  if  I  leave  the  unveilin'  the 
mystery  to   your  three    selves  then,    for 
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after  a  drop  o'  the  right  sort  I  must  be 
gone.'* 

And  after  ^^  the  drop/'  in  the  shape  of  an 
honest  quart,  the  knight  of  the  muscles 
vanished. 


VOL.  111. 


II; 

1 


CHAPTER    XVI. 

In  the  lotie,  dark  hours  of  the  night,  when 
not  a  sound  broke  upon  her  ear,  save  the 
low  moan  of  him  who  lay  paralysed  by  her 
side,  Alice  Woodbee  kept  her  solitarj'  wateh. 
She  seldom  left  him,  but  with  ready  hand 
administered  to  every  trifling  want  that 
might  mitigate  his  sufferings.  To  smooth 
bid  pillow,  to  cool  his  >hot  and  burning 
brow,  to  moisten  his  parched  lips,  and  fan 
the  cheek  which  looked  little  less  red  than 
blood,  were  acts  which  Tobias  Woodbee 
appeared  sensible  of,  but  unable  to  acknow- 
ledge, except  by  tlie  thankfulness  which  as 
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often  beamed  in  his  glassy  eyes  as  she  bent 
over  him. 

They  told  her  that  probably  he  would 
live ;  but  to  what  extent  the  nervous  system 
might  remain  unhinged,  it  was  yet  impos- 
sible to  say.  He  had  not  .uttered  a  word 
from  the  time  of  his  being  borne  to  that 
bed,  from  which  he  rose  to  inflict  the  apt 
retribution  upon  his  subtle  enemy,  and  days 
and  weeks  had  passed  since  then.  Often, 
however,  would  he  start  as  if  from  a  con- 
fused dream  of  the  past,  and  vainly  trying 
to  raise  himself  in  tiie  bed,  the  blue  veins 
swelled  upon  his  forehead,  and  clenching 
Ids  teeth,  he  seemed  to  be  once  more  an 
actor  in  that  dread  scene  of  violence. 

It  was  then  that  Alice  rested  her  cheek 
upon  his,  and  bathing  it  with  her  tears,  the 
paroxysm  passed,  and  he  fell  into  a  dull 
heavy  stupor,  which  lasted,  frequently  for 
hours. 

o2 
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So  day  succeeded  night',  and  nigbt  ibe 
day,  with  little  change. 

The  morning  light  began  to  steal  thronRh 
chink  and  crevice,  and  peep  between  curtain 
and  blind,  and  dart  through  the  lattice,  anil 
to  master  many  a  wily  device  to  keep  bis 
bright  ray  out.  As  it  glanced  upon  her 
wing,  the  hirk  ahook  the  dew-drop  from  it, 
and  the  wood-pigeon  flapped  from  the  rooit 
in  the  fir.  Rook  called  to  rook,  and  the 
chattering  sable  colony  spoke,  perhaps,  like 
other  families,  of  dreams  and  visions  of  the 
night  "  begotten  of  vain  fantasy."  From 
the  eaves  of  the  thatch  it  awoke  slumbering 
sparrows  to  chirp  and  twitter  from  twig  to 
spray,  and  mob  the  blinking  owl  to  his  home 
in  the  old  oak  tree. 

"Alice!" 

She  could  not  be  deceived:  that  was  her 
husband's  voice. 

■*  Alice, "  repeated   he,  in  a  tout  si-arcely 


i 
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audible  from  its  feebleness,  ^^  I  know  you 
are  by  me — ^you  are  always  so."* 

^^ Heaven  be  praised!^  exclaimed  she, 
^^you  can  then  speak  again?" 

"Yes,'*  replied  he,  "and  let  my  first 
words  be  grateful  ones  to  her  I  owe  so 
much.  0  AKce,  Alice !  how  shall  I  ever 
repay  you — how  make  amends  for  all  your 
forgiving  kindness?'* 

"  Hush !  **  she  rejoined,  stooping  over  him, 
and  pressing  a  kiss  upon  his  brow,  "  not 
another  syllable  of  that.  We'll  speak  of 
other  things:  of  strength,  of  health,  of 
happier  days.** 

"  Draw  back  the  curtains,"  returned  he, 
"and  throw  the  casement  open,  Alice.  I 
wish  to  see  the  sunshine  once  again,  and 
feel  the  fresh  air  play  upon  my  face." 

"Dare  I  do  so?" 

"Yes,  yes;  Fm  sure  it  will  not  hurt 
me. 


»  At  {■um.     Where  » 


■^  ix  iei  «i»i  ^wnBf.  I  tru=t.~ 
-Bt*S  it*^<e-i^&«intbe  senate,  Alice," 
Moi^  Ae  ismfci.  viik  a  £uiit  sxnQe  {^ying 
•Bsen.  ioi  £3[tfdT  feamres:  ^'bot  be  shiO 
n^cL  OK  bi'Wt'.-  ^HploT  my  futore  hoareto 
imk±  ao^nenem  fM"  the  past.  You  will 
&«fr  iam.  ABcf.  viU  you  not?  ' 

At.  liai  «^  vould.  and  she  answered  by 
bw  sear&  whkh   stole  id  siloice  down  her 

~  Time  is  raocfa  to  do,  if  each  be  well 
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employed  to  the  last  allotted  of  my  life," 
continued  he ;  "  for  time  misspent,  how  is  it 
to  be  recalled  ?  I  know  all  now,  Alice.  I 
know  what  my  blind  selfishness,  my  over- 
reaching pride,  and  empty  vanity  would  have 
clutched ; — the  shadow  of  happiness  but  not 
its  substance.  It  has  been  said,  that  if  we 
could  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us,  how 
differently  should  we  esteem  ourselves.  I 
think,  Alice,  that  that  mirror,  in  which  my 
reflection  may  have  been  viewed  by  all,  save 
myself,  is  now  held  up  to  me.  It  is  terrible 
to  look  upon — a  distorted,  frightful  picture ; 
but  one  that  I  will  gaze  on  daily,  so  long  as 
life  remains." 

His  voice  became  stronger  as  he  spoke, 
and  a  crimson  flush  spread  over  his  counte- 
nance. "  One  word,  and  but  one,"  con- 
tinued he,  with  a  strangely  altered  tone,  "of 
him  we'll  never  name  again.     Where  is  he, 
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ing  at  her  house  until  your  wishes  were 
learned  respecting  her." 

**  Let  both  be  sent  for  this  morning,"  said 
Tobias  Woodbee.  "  I  have  much  to  say 
to  them,  and  to  Miss  Baxter  especially. 
Had  J,  Alice,  listened  to  her, — had  I  turned 
a  willing  ear  to  the  warning  she  once  gave 
me,  how  much  suffering  might  have  been 
saved  to  all !  But  that  is  too  late,  too  late 
to  think  of  now.  Let  me  rather  employ  my 
time  for  future  good,  than  vainly  regretting 
what  can  never  be  repaired." 


The  delicate  and  tender  green  of  the 
beech,  the  ash  with  its  young  silken  leaves, 
and  the  yellow  and  crimson  tints  of  the  oak, 
proclaimed  that  it  was  that  season  of  the 
year  when  spring  is  just  merging  into 
summer.  The  stichwort,  and  lychness,  and 
the  anemone,  were  in  bloom,  and  beautiful 


ha»-  T»*-s.  n    TK    iratiiw    :c'  ■»iici  the 
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beckoned  for  his  wife  to  stoop  towards 
him. 

'*  Leonard  will  never  shine  in  the  senate, 
Alice,"  whispered  he;  and  with  the  same 
smile  with  which  he  before  made  the  obser- 
vation ;  "  but  if  not  great,  I  think  he  will  be 
happy,"  and,  thus  speaking,  he  raised  a 
hand  and  pointed  significantly  to  Clara. 

"  We  will  hope  so,''  she  replied,  a»d  there 
was  a  joyousness  in  the  tone  leaving  little 
doubt  that  the  hope  was  well  founded. 


so* 


n 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Doctor  Gbimes  had  taken  the  nicest  care 
to  insure  himBclf  agaiust  one  of  those  vi^- 
tations  popularly  known  as  the  discourse 
Caudle,  and  in  the  conscientious  belief  that 
every  art  had  been  used  to  allay  the  chronic 
irritability  of  his  stiff-backed,  stiff-tempered, 
but  pliant-tongued  partner,  he  jumped  into 
bed,  and,  to  perpetrate  a  jingling  of  ivords, 
covered  up  his  head. 

Mrs.  Doctor's  purpose,  however,  was  not 
to  be  frustrated  by  such  an  impotent 
manceuvre,  and  it  somewhat  tended  to  ap^y 
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a  spark  to  the  train  of  her  fiery  indignation 
that  such  a  consummate  piece  of  trans- 
parent evasion  should  be  attempted  upon 
her. 

"  Mr.  Grimes,"  cried  she  in  the  shrill, 
piping  tone  of  exasperated  virtue,  "  am  I 
to  believe  my  senses,  or  do  I  labor  under 
some  profound  and  mysterious  hallucina* 
tion?" 

"  I  am  not  aware,  Margaret  — " 

"  You  never  are,  Sir,"  interrupted  she. 
"  By  some  unaccountable  but  rigid  rule  by 
which  your  domestic  conduct  is  governed, 
you  never  are  aware  of  those  onerous 
duties  which  befit  the  character  of  the 
husband." 

"  My  dear  Margaret  — " 

"  Those  terms  of  assumed  affection,  Sir, 
are  disagreeable  to  me,  and,  consequently, 
by  no  means  pleasant.  You  will  be  kind 
enough — to  oblige   w^,"  said  Mrs.  Doctor, 
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with  empliaBi»,  "  to  make  a  decided  sltt-ra- 
tion  in  them  with  as  little  consumption  of 
time  as  possible." 

The  apotliecarys  nose  was,  by  this  time, 
well  clear  of  the  bed  clothes,  and  he  forth- 
with called  in  aid  all  that  stock  of  resigna- 
tion which  he,  providentially,  kept  on  head 
for  instant  use,  or  as  the  emergency  mi^t 
demand. 

"  I  thought,  Margaret  — " 

"  Oh  bother !"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Doctor, 
"  I  hate  people  to  think.  Thought  possesses 
no  pleasure  to  me,  Sir." 

The  apothecary  would  have  sighed,  but 
deeming  it  a  more  judicious  course  to  sup- 
press the  effect  of  a  discontented  spirit,  he 
strangled  the  sound  in  its  birth,  and  put 
this  question  in  strict  confidence,  as  he  be- 
lieved, to  himself.  What  can  be  the  crime 
that  I  have  committed  t^  be  thus  soused 
head  over  ears  in  purgatory? 


I 
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"  What's  that   your'e  mumbling?"  asked 
Mrs.  Doctor. 

^'  Margaret,"  replied  the  apothecary  with 
a  deferential  tone,  "  I  am  not  mumbling." 

"  Then  we  are  at  issue,  Sir,  that's  all," 
rejoined  she,  with  a  copious  infusion  of  aci- 
dulse.    "  There  is  now  an  affinnative  and 
negative  on  our  respective  sides  of  the  bed.   I 
say  that  you  are  or  were  mumbling — ^which 
if  the  tenses  be  different,  the  sense  is  the 
same — you  as  positively  affirm — and  I  dare 
say  are  ready  to  swear  either  on  the  Old  or 
New  Testament— that  you  are  or  were  not. 
The  case  is   clear,"   argued   Mrs.  Doctor, 
"  that  I  am  either  right  or  I'm  wrong,  and 
such  may  be  received,  by  way  of  supposition, 
that  you  hold  similar  grounds.     Now  — " 
"  To    settle    the     unhappy     difference 
'  between  us,  Margaret,"  added  the  apothe- 
cary, driven  to  despair,  "  I — I  admit  that  I 
was  mumbling." 
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Mrs.  Doctor  laughed  like  a  dramatic 
fiend,  dressed  in  scarlet  tights,  surroonded 
by  a  liberal  display  of  blue  fire,  and  de- 
scending into  that  abyss  where  the  stage 
carpenters  attend  to  break  his  fall  with  the 
windkss,  and  share  the  friendly  pot  of 
Barclay's  unadulterated. 

^^  Ho,  ho,  ho,  Mr.  Grimes !     And  so  you 
tried  to  get  the  better  of  me,  did  you,  Sir,  by 
volunteering  an  untruth?    Upon  my  word, 
things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass !  I  enter- 
tained the   slight  vision  of  a  remote  hope 
that,  remembering  the  respectability  of  your 
connections,  on  the   side  of  my  fiEunily  at 
least,    you  would  hesitate  before   running 
the  imminent  risk — but  just  retribution— 
of  blistering  your  tongue.     But  no,''  con- 
tinued Mrs.  Doctor,  shaking  her  head,  as  he 
conjectured  from  the  action  of  the  bolster, 
"  when  the  mind  becomes  hardened,  all  such 
beacons  are  extinguished." 
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"  In  admitting  an  error — ^" 

^^  Pooh,  pooh !  No  nonsense  of  that  sort 
will  do  for  me,  Sir.  Error  indeed !  Things 
now-a-days  are  never  called  by  their  proper 
names.  It's  the  fashion  I  believe;  but 
one  which  I  don't  think  proper  to  have  ob- 
served in  my  presence." 

"  If  I  may  not  be  permitted  to  extenuate 
my  fault  — " 

"  Certainly  not,*'  again  interrupted  Mrs. 
Doctor.  ^^  In  such  a  clear,  unshackled 
instance  of  open  and  confessed  dereliction  of 
the  commonest  of  duties,  there  can  be  no 
extenuation." 

"  Margaret,  will  you  listen  to  me?" 
pleaded  the  apothecary. 

"  Under  the  circumstances,"  replied  his 
stiff  partner,  ^^  I  much  doubt  whether  I 
ought.     But  pro-ceed.  Sir,  pro-ceed." 

"  May  I  hope—" 

"Decidedly    not;    let    that   at  once   be 

vol..  in.  p 
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nipped  in  the  bod.  How  can  any  one, 
gailty  of  such  gross  impropriety,  be  allowed 
to  hope?** 

«  But,  Margaret— *" 

**  Don't  be  ridiculous,  Mr.  Grimes,  pray 
don't.  Whatever  you  may  have  got  to  say, 
say  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  I'm  not  in 
a  hmnour  lor  long  introductions.'' 

"  I  was  going  to  say — ** 

"  Then  sav  at  once,  and  do  not  be  always 
going,  Sir,''  snapped  Mrs.  Doctor. 

''  If  there  is  anything — " 

*' Of  course  there  is.'' 

''  If  there  is  anything — ^ 

"  You  said  that  before." 

'^  Anything — " 

"  Go  on,  get  over  anything." 

''  Which  I  can  say  or  do,"  continued  the 
apothecary,  "to  put  an  end  to  this  un- 
happy difference,  Margaret,  believe  me  that 
I  am  not   only  most  ready  to  conform  to 
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your  wishes,    but  more,  much  more  than 
willing." 

"  Really,  Mr.  Grimes ! "  returned  the 
stiff  partner,  "  how  very  obliging !"  and  the 
sharp-set  sneer  was  as  distinct  as  the 
strongest  sneeze  of  the  finest  specimen  of 
the  feline  race. 

"Whatever  I  may  have  done,  or  not 
done,''  resumed  the  apothecary,  meek  as 
any  dove;  "whatever  said,  or  left  unsaid, 
make  me  but  familiar  with  my  fault,  and 
the  cause  for  censure  shall  disappear." 

"  What  a  model  of  a  husband !  "  said 
Mrs.  Doctor.  "  I  suppose.  Sir,  that  you 
now  set  yourself  up  for  a  model  of  a  hus- 
band, do  you  not?" 

"  No,  Margaret,''  replied  he,  in  a  melan- 
choly strain.  **  In  respect  to  that  I  fall  far 
ehort  of  the  standard  measure ;  but  willing 
as  I  am  to  acknowledge  and  confess — " 

"  When  found  out!    when  the  proof  is  so 
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dear  thst  the  noee  on  one's  &ce  is  not 
more  self-evident,  the  greatest  criminals 
are  certain  to  confer  upon  society  the  kind- 
ness to  admit  that  which  they  know  it  is 
impossibtey  or  useless,  to  deny.  The  depth 
of  the  cmming  of  incorri^ble  male&ctors 
is  beyond  belief!  "  said  Mrs.  Doctor. 

When  roaghly  handled,  even  the  mouse 
has  been  known  to  bite,  the  sparrow  to  peck, 
and  the  worm  to  wriggle. 

The  spirit  of  the  British  lion,  at  length, 
was  roused.  His  professional  reputation 
scoffed  at ;  his  love  of  books  and  abstruse 
studies,  when  he  walked  the  hospitals,  ridi- 
culed ;  his  proffered  terms,  at  any  sacrifice, 
for  peace,  rejected ;  his  sleep  systematically 
broken ;  his  peace  of  mind  undermined ;  his 
dignity  as  a  man — a  respectable  ratepayer — 
bespattered  with  the  malevolence  of  slander. 
Matters  could  not  be  worse,  and  with  a 
quick   and  firm  resolve  he  determined  to 
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make  a  bold  attempt  to  improve  their  con* 
dition. 

The  apothecary  slowly  raised  himsdf  in 
bed,  and  assumed  a  sitting  posture* 

^^  Unless  you  wish  me  to  lose  all  patience,'' 
observed  Mrs.  Doctor,  "youTl  instantly  re^ 
occupy  the  parallel  with  me^  Sir,  which  you 
have  thought  proper  to  quit  in  opposition 
to  my  desire,  and  greatly  to  my  inconveni- 
ence." 

^^  Mrs.  Grimes,''  said  the  apothecary ;  and 
the  tone  possessed  the  same  chilling  effect 
upon  her  as  if  a  jug  of  freshly-pumped  water 
had  been  suddenly  poured  down  the  centra 
of  her  back,  "  Mrs.  Grimes,''  repeated  he, 
"I'll  see  you  d—d  first." 

Had  a  small  barrel  of  gunpowder  ex* 
ploded  under  the  bed,  or  a  galvanic  battery 
been  applied  to  the  soles  of  Mrs.  Doctor'sfeet, 
she  could   scarcely  have  been  expected  to 
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have  vaulted  higher  as  the  result  of  a  most 
decided  sensation. 

"What  do  I  hear?"  gasped  she,  with 
Btaring  eye-balls.    "  What  do  I  hear?" 

"Thatriliiolongersubmit  to  be  snubbed," 
replied  the  apothecary,  "  and  unless  you 
conduct  yourself,  Madam,  with  becoming 
propriety  to  me,  I'll  embrace  the  opportu- 
nity, while  you're  in  bed,  of  kicking  you 
out." 

"  Robert  Grimes,  are  you  mad?  " 

*'  No,  Madam,  nor  will  I  be  driven  mad  by 
being  robbed  of  my  sleep,  plundered  of  my 
professional  reputation,  and  otherwise  loaded 
with  the  manacles  of  matrimonial  slavery- 
No,  henceforth  I'll  be  free — free  as  air — 
master  of  my  house — lord  of  my  bed," 

Mrs.  Doctor  began  to  think  it  advisable 
to  try  an  experiment  in  the  hysterics,  and 
accordingly  began  to  laugh,  cry,  and  kick 
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with  vigour;  but  the  apothecary  was  not  to 
be  de<teived  by  a  flam  on  his  professional 
acquirements. 

"  Unless  you  cease  these  boisterous  pro- 
ceedings, Mrs.  Grimes,"  said  he,  with  a 
sternness  of  demeanor  which  he  himself 
was  unconscious  of  possessing,  until  then, 
the  capacity  to  adopt,  "  I  shall  try  what  a 
little  basting  will  do." 

"  What  ?"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Doctor,  making 
a  full  stop  in  the  general  round  of  hysterics. 

"  I'll  try,"  returned  the  apothecary,  in  a 
cold  and  calculating  manner,  as  he  seized 
his  pillow  by  a  convenient  corner,  and  shook 
the  feathers  to  the  further  end,  "  Til  try 
what  a  little  basting  will  do." 

"  Robert  Grimes ! "  and  the  stiff  partner 
fused  into  a  liquid  state  of  tears,  "  you're  a 
brute." 

"  I  may  be,  Margaret,"  rejoined  he,  with  a 


-Stfu  ^m\  ^Kt^  »  kuiiily  to  me,' 
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said  Mrs.  Doctor,  persuasively,  "  I  was  your 
own  tiddy-widdy  Margery  at  one  time,  you 
know." 

"And  might  have  been  still  my  tiddy- 
widdy,"  replied  the  apothecary.  "  Hostili- 
ties were  never  begun  by  me.  In  every 
instance  that  I  can  recal  to  my  memory, 
have  I  given  way  to  the  unmerited  attacks 
upon  my  peace;  until  driven  to  the  verge  of 
desperation  I  made  a  stand,  and  that  stand 
I  will  maintain." 

"An  unhappy  difference  shall  not  take 
jdiace  between  us  again,"  rejoined  she. 
"  Resume  your  position,  Robert,  by  the  side 
<rf  the  wife  of  your  bosom." 

The  invitation^  perhaps,  was  irresistible ; 
for  the  apothecary  glided  down  between 
the  sheets,  impressed  with  the  gratifying 
assurance  of  having  achieved  no  doubtful 
victory. 


CHAPTER  XVni. 

Gbuhdt's  Green  presented  an  unusual 
spectacle,  one  to  which  no  stranger  coald 
possibly  have  been  indiflFerent.  The  villagers 
were  'dressedall  in  their  best,'  and  from  the 
furbished  exterior  everybody  wore,  it  was 
obvious  that  some  extraordinary  event  of 
rare  importance,  or  interest,  was  on  the  ex- 
treme point  of  coming  off. 

Undulated  by  a  southerly  wind,  and  its 
lustrous  colors  shining  brightly  under  a 
cloudless  sky,  a  large  red  flag  swept  grace- 
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tuUy  from  tliu  time'lioiiored  sign  of  the 
Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  and,  early  as  the  hour 
was,  a  full  band  of  music,  consisting  of  a 
drum,  a  clarionet,  and  a  fiddle,  played  with 
considerable  spirit  before  the  portal. 

The  selection  of  the  airs  appeared  to  have 
been  made  with  a  view  of  gratifying  an  ex- 
clusive taste,  for  they  had  reference  to  one 
point,  and  to  one  point  only. 

"If  I  had  a  beau  for  a  soldier  Td  go,"  gave 
place  to  "The  white  cockade,"  and  the  last  bar 
was  scarcely  wound  to  a  finish  by  a  mighty 
thump  on  the  big  drum,  when  "There's  none 
so  smart  as  my  soldier  laddie,"  commenced 
with  a  solo  on  the  fiddle,  and  blended  itself 
with  variations,  into  "As  two  little  drummer 
boys  were  going  along,  said  one  to  the  other, 
Bill,  tip  us  a  song." 

Cheery  was  the  music,  cheery  the  players 
— especially  Drum,  who,  however  he  mi^t 
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lack  melody,  made  up  for  the  imperfectioB 
in  the  condensation  of  his  power — and  all 
went  merrily  aa  the  peal  of  belU  which  fit 
this  moment  broke  upon  the  ear. 

The  poet  has  written  "  that  all  the  world 
is  a  stage,  and  each  man  in  his  time  plays 
many  parts."  He  who  has  played  a  moel 
insignificant  one  in  this  history  of  love  and 
war,  and  accident  of  field,  if  not  of  flood,  Ned 
the  ostler,  now — to  apply  a  forensic  descrip- 
tion— entered  an  appearance,  bearing  in  lui 
hand  a  tray  containing  things  of  no  watery 
kind  for  the  solace  of  Drum,  Clarionet,  and 
Fiddle. 

Drum  looked  the  head  and  front  of  those 
proselytes  of  Apollo,  and,  therefore,  Ned, 
with  praiseworthy  observance  of  the  laws  rf 
etiquette,  opened  his  address  to  the  vellom- 
headed  instrument. 

4^'  Missis  told  me  to  tell  you,  one  and  all," 
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eaid  he^  ^^  that  she's  amazingly  obleeged  for 
the  music,  which  she  thinks  is  the  sweetest 
— them  were  her  werry  words — ^that  she 
ever  heerd,  and  she  hopes  this  jug  of  egg* 
flip— which  she  made  with  her  own  blessed 
hands,  as  I  can  witness  whereof  no  one  can 
deny,  or  if  so  let  him  come  for'ard — ^will 
mollify  your  in'ards.'' 

Drum  seemed  fully  alive  to  the  respon- 
sibility of  his  office — either  thrust  upon 
him,  or  virtually  his  own  by  inalienable 
right — and,  clearing  his  voice,  thus  began : 

^^Give  our  thanks  —  the  thanks  of  the 
United  and  Friendly  Harmonical  Fraternity, 
as  incorporated  with  the  Madrigal  and 
Mutual  Benefit  Society — to  your  missis, 
and  say  that  we,  the  members  of  the  same, 
drink  to  the  health,  long  life,  prosperity, 
and  happiness,  for  the  last  time,  of  Mistress 
Twi^g;  but,  with  the  Divine  blessing,  we 
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hope  to  live,  and  live  to  hope,  that  a  few 
hours  only  will  intervene  before  wc  reptst 
the  dose  under  another  name — the  name 
of  Crump;  Mrs.  Corporal  Crump,"  said 
Drum. 

Both  Fiddle  and  Clarionet  signified  an 
entire  concurrence  in  this  aentiment,  and 
the  egg-flip  disappeared  vfxth  a  precipitate 
movement,  to  be  imitated  with  success  uily 
by  constant  practice. 

The  serenade  being  ended,  the  members 
of  the  Friendly  Harmonical  Fraternity,  aa 
incorporated  with  the  Madrigal  and  Mutual 
Benefit  Society,  formed  in  line,  and,  attended 
by  a  large  procession  of  aU  the  small  chil- 
dren in  no  immediate  occupation,  marched 
through  the  village  with  a  succession 
of  gay  tunes,  causing  the  halt  and  the 
old  to  cut  capers  deftly,  and  babies  to  stare 
wili  goggle  eyes,  in  their  nurses'  arms.    . 


THE   BELLE    OF   THE  VILLAGE.  223 

Let  the  cynical  be  as  churlish  as  they 
may ;  let  the  sticklers  for  form  and  fashion 
sneer  their  utmost,  they  shall  not  turn  the 
chronicler  of  the  full  and  particular  account 
of  the  corporal's  wedding  from  the  bent  of 
his  carefully- weighed  judgment,  that  it  was 
an  affair  far  more  worthy  of  record  than 
ninety  and  nine  out  of  a  hundred  of  ,those 
choice  histories  headed  with  the  stereotyped 
title  "  Marriage  in  High  Life." 

There  was  no  crush  of  carriages,  it  is 
true;  neither  can  it  be  asserted  that  the 
lovely  and  youthful  bride's  rich  dress  con- 
sisted of  Brussels  or  Honiton  lace.  A 
bishop  most  unquestionably  received  no 
sweet-scented,  rose-tinted,  delicately-ex- 
pressed hope,  on  satin  paper,  that  his  mitred 
dignity  would  officiate  in  lieu  of  a  more 
humbly,  and  less  remunerated,  representative 
of  the  apostolic  fishermen.     The  d^euner  a 


Itis  vC  imamm  haw  tke  fifll  «u  ob- 
ftBB^  «r  hf  wkne  haads  h  was  90  ia* 
trkaze^  oimped;  bol  oq  Corporal  Cramp 
pccsennng  .hintsetf  on  riew  to  the  pablic, 
it  stood  con&sed,  od  every  side,  that  sacb 
a  shirt  £roat  had  Dot  been  seen  for  many  a 
day-  It  certainly  was  a  prodigious  frill! 
Tbe  qoantily  of  cambric  cannot  be  stated 
with  aoything  like  certainty;  but  as  it 
abutted  ftx>m  his  breast  it  caused  the  Bpceu' 
lative  mind  to  wcwder,  whether  it  wss 
possible  that  he  coald  command  a  view  of 
those  higbly  polished  pumps  which  were 
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decorated  with  bows  of  an  extensive  charac- 
ter. And  then  the  lavender  pantaloons 
remain  among  the  mysteries  of  his  toilet 
on  this  eventful  occasion.  For  no  tailor  in 
that  part  of  the  county  could  claim  them 
as  having  been  turned  from  his  easel,  and 
the  sky  blue  silk  waistcoat  formed  a  corre- 
sponding link  in  the  complicated  chain  of 
obscurity. 

Tittle-tattle,  that  germ  of  dire  mischief 
often  "  no  bigger  than  a  midge's  wing"  ab- 
hors a  vacuum,  and  therefore,  in  the  absence 
of  a  more  colorable  report,  assigned  the 
source,  whence  these  attractive  garments 
were  traceable,  to  the  well-preserved  ward- 
robe of  the  late  pitiable  Twigg. 

The  postulate,  however,  resolved  itself 
into  an  assumption  of  the  most  flimsy  de- 
scription,  and  not  a  particle  of  evidence  was 
ever  offered  in  support  of  this  weak  inven- 
tion, probably,  of  the  enemy. 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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where  both  himself  and  his  Charlotte  were 
to  put  a  seal  upon  that  compact,  irrevocably 
joining  their  hands,  let  the  condition  of 
their  hearts  be  what  it  might. 

Bill  Stumpit,  it  may  be  as  well  to  observe, 
had  made  but  a  slight  change  in  his  exterior, 
consisting  of  tiie  addition  of  a  large  false 
collar  acting  precisely  like  a  pair  of  blinkers, 
between  which  he  looked  like  a  horse  in 
harness. 

With  head  erect,  and  shoulders  back,  the 
old  Peninsular  flourished  his  bit  of  British 
oak,  and  the  three-cornered  felt  hat  jerked 
slightly  on  one  side— attracted  a  full  share 
of  public  admiration. 

The  village  was  lined  with  an  admiring 
throng,  and  nothing  could  exceed  the  enthu- 
siasm with  which  the  corporal  and  his  sup- 
porters were  greeted  as,  led  by  the  full  band 
which    played    ''  See  the   conquering  hero 
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abandoned  the  inyoliiDtaiy  movemeoi  to  its 
own  eccentric  course. 

Now  came  the  eaaeDce,  the  hnenge,  ao  to 
speak,  of  the  attractum  irtikh  drew  that 
motley  crowd  aboot,  and  around^  die  entrance 
of  the  Eburrow  and  Pitchfork. 

Mistress  Twigg  appeared* 

^HoUa,  boys,  hoDal"*  cried  Drum. 

And  then  a  cheer  rote  to  make  the  welkin 
ring,  and  load  the  tremUing  air. 

For  a  bride  of  a  certain  age,  for  one 
whose  charms  required  no  quickening,  it  is 
alleged,  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that 
a  more  comely  candidate  for  the  fevors  of 
Hymen  was  never  beheld  within  the  confines 
of  Grundy's  Green;  no,  not  even  by  the 
oldest  inhabitant. 

Blushing  like  a  full-blown  rose,  and  her 
face  illuminated  with  the  happiest  of  smiles, 
Mistress  TMdgg  stepped  forth,  and  presented 
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them  down  with  a  crash,  Clarionet  and 
Fiddle  took  up  the  melody,  and  on  the 
body  swept,  to  the  strangely  selected  air  of 
*'  Oh !  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be,  nobody's 
coming  to  marry  me." 

There  was  no  accounting,  however,  for 
the  vagaries  of  Drum  after  egg-flip.  That 
everybody  said. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  lesser  stars  are 
invariably  eclipsed  by  those  of  greater  mag- 
nitude, and  as  Mistress  Twigg  might  now 
be  considered  a  planet  of  the  first  degree, 
general  attention  was  directed  exclusively 
to  her. 

Opinions  will  differ  upon  most  subjects, 
and  therefore,  that  they  were  not  in  perfect 
unity  upon  the  knotty  point  of  the  bridal 
array,  will  not  appear  singular.  A  few  of 
the  hypercritical  thought  the  bonnet  of  la 
affiuncee  too  splendid  for  her  time  of  life, 
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But  the  archives,  upon  the  payment  of  a 
small  fee  to  the  worthy  functionary  now  in 
office  as  parish  clerk,  will  furnish  an  authen- 
ticated proof  of  what  then  And  there  took 
place,  between  Richard  Crump  and  Charlotte 
Twigg. 


23i 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  members  of  the  Rollicking  Associa- 
tion were  asked  to  a  man.  The  customers 
and  neighbours,  good,  moderate,  and  indif- 
lerent,  were  also  included,  and  it  is  believed 
that  such  was  the  attention  paid  in  issuing 
the  invitations  to  all  in  the  possession  of 
anything  like  a  qualification,  that  upon  the 
assembling  of  the  guests  in  the  club-room 
of  the  Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  when  the 
moon  was  up  and  the  stars  winked,  not  au 
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exception  had  been  made  either  by  design 
or  accident. 

To  dance  at  Mrs.  Corporal  Crump's  wed- 
ding would  be  a  notch  cut  deeply  in  the 
history  of  the  past,  and  not  to  be  one  of 
that  festive  throng  must  have  savoured  of 
something  &v  from  creditable  to  the  ex- 
cluded. All  were  asked,  however,  and  all 
came,  and  even  Margaret,  the  apothecary's 
stiff  partner,  threw  aside  the  dregs  of  pride 
and  jealousy  which  were  left  at  the  extreme 
bottom  of  her  flat  bosom,  and,  to  the  asto* 
nishment  of  many,  swept  into  the  club^ 
room,  arm  in  arm  with  Doctor  Grimes, 
dressed  in  luminous  blue  satin,  and,  with 
a  bespangled  turban,  surmounting  the  row 
of  mahogany  curls,  created  a  sensation  of  no 
ordinary  kind. 

If  a  slight  lurking  condescension  was  per- 
ceptible in  the  very  grand  obeisance  with 
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wreaths  of  evergreen,  nothing  could  exceed 
the  brilliancy  of  the  entire  effect,  as  the 
authoritative  voice  of  Drum — that  Drum 
was  ever  in  the  van  —  commanded  the 
couples  to  take  their  places  for  a  country 
dance. 

There  was  no  refusing  Drum,  and,  to 
quicken  their  movements,  he  gave  a  roll 
which  brought  them  into  form  much  sooner 
than  could  be  expected. 

The  honor  of  opening  the  ball  with  the 
bride  was  confided  to  the  apothecary,  who,  as 
the  full  band  struck  up  an  inspiring  strain, 
led  her  off  with  a  spirit  and  vigour  which 

required  the  whole  of  Mrs.  Corporal  Crump's 

» 

physical  energy  to  maintain. 

Away  went  the  peach  blossom,  down  the 
middle  and  up  again,  and  opinions  were 
divided  between  the  ardour  and  grace  which 
attended  the  movement.    Some  awarded  the 
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they  threw  up,  both  evinced  the  most  de- 
cided symptoms  of  great  exertion.  Irre- 
spective of  a  decided  loss  of  breath,  Mrs. 
Corporal  exhibited  a  considerable  degree 
of  moisture  upon  her  surface,  and  the 
apothecary  found  it  indispensable  to  apply 
a  little  friction  to  his  dexter  calf  from  a 
decided  tendency  to  cramp. 

It  was  now  the  bridegroom's  turn  to 
attempt  a  corresponding  Terpsichorean  dis- 
play, and  seizing  the  apothecary's  stiff 
partner  with  both  hands,  he  would  have 
led  her,  perhaps,  as  merry  a  jig,  had  she 
not  indicated  a  decided  preference  for  the 
grace  of  attitude,  rather  than  the  agility  of 
step. 

Mrs.  Doctor  sailed  down  the  middle  and 
up  again,  and,  after  setting  with  much 
dignity  to  the  old  Peninsular  and  his  part- 
ner, cast  her  eyes  down  the  line  of  faces, 
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utd  appeared  gratiBed  with  the  impreBsion 
created.  I:  was  a  decided  stately  perfonn- 
ance;  asd,  as  such,  possessed  a  commen- 
datory claim. 

Corporal  Cnimp  in  the  support  of  hia 
reputation  for  accomplishing  everjrthing 
well  that  he  undertook,  fulfilled  his  part  as 
became  a  priDctpal ;  although  as  a  specimen 
of  what  be  cotild  do,  from  beiog  clogged 
with  the  grace  and  dignity  of  Mrs.  Doctor, 
it  might  be  regarded  as  many  degrees  below 
the  standard  of  his  capacity- 

Bill  Stumpit's  was,  of  course,  an  exhi- 
bition in  which  more  stiffness  than  elegance 
might  be  witnessed ;  but  still  he  flourished  bis 
bit  of  British  oak  with  the  greatest  ani- 
mation, and  kept  the  most  exact  time  and 
measure  to  the  tune. 

There  were  a  few  casualties  to  a  collected 
group  of  senseless  toes  which  awkwardly 
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stood  in  his  path  ;  but  these  produced  little 
interruption,  and  the  old  Peninsular  con- 
cluded his  laudable  attempt  to  tread  the* 
mazy  throng  with  well-earned  and  unani- 
mous praise.. 

Set  succeeded  set,  tune  followed  tune,  and 
so  the  hours  skipped  nimbly  by. 

The  bare  thought  would  be  malignant  to 
suspect  that  those  who  came  to  dance  at  the 
corporaVs  wedding  should  be  permitted  to 
do  so  with  feverish  tongues,  parched  palates, 
and  dried-up  lips.  No,  perish  the  idea,  if 
there  be  one  to  perish ! 

Fragrant  as  the  perfume  which  curled 
from  Hebe's  ambrosial  nectar,  clouds  as- 
cended of  the  sweetest  incense  from  many 
a  yawning  bowl,  and  magical  were  the  attri- 
butes of  these  deep  vessels,  for  it  appeared 
impossible  to  drain  them.  At  least,  there 
they  stood  the  test  of  the  live-long  night, 
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the  time  had    arrived    for    their    depar- 
ture. 

There  were  two,  however,  who  resisted 
the  general  decision,  and  vehemently  de- 
clared that  not  only  must  they  decline 
going  home  till  morning,  and  after  daylight 
did  appear;  but  having  vowed  eternal 
friendship,  nothing  could  be  allowed 
to  separate  them  until  the  crack  of 
doom. 

"  Permit  me  to  say,  comrade,"  observed 
Corporal  Crump,  addressing  the  knight  of 
the  muscles,  who  stood  balancing  himself 
through  the  medium  of  a  firm  hold  of  Bill 
Stumpit's  iron  hook,  "  permit  me  to  say, 
comrade, **  repeated  he,  "that  there  is 
nothing  eternal  in  this  world  but 
folly/' 

"The  devil  there  isl't,"  Mr.  Burly 
replied  as  if  his  mouth  was  full  of  hard  peas. 

r2 
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"  You'll  excuge  me,  Corp'l  Kvrumi>,  but  feel 
o'  that,  Sir,"  continued  lie,  offering  an  arm. 
"  If  thnt  ial't  eternal,  Sir,  what  can  be  saiJ 
of  marble?" 

"  He  had  ye  there,  Dicky,"  added  theoU 
Peninsular,  in  a  spluttering  kind  of  whistle, 
find  maintaining  hia  perpendicular  under 
great  apparent  difficulties.  "  It  hasn't  been 
my  lot,"  continued  he,  "  to  hear  such  a  reply 
for  many  a  day." 

"  Well,  well!  "  returned  the  Corporal, 
laughing,  "  may  the  diflFerence  of  opinion 
never  upset  the  cup  of  good  will.  Let  me 
assist  you,  Bill." 

"No,  bridegroom,"  replied  the  old  Penin- 
sular with  an  independent  wave  of  the  hook. 
"  I  want  no  aux-aux-aux-ill-U-ary  aid  from 
anybody.  Sir,  as  you  shall  see,"  and  giving 
a  heavy  lurch  forwards,  the  bit  of  British 
oak  failed  to  maintain  thebalance  of  weight, 
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and  down  he  went  on  the  flat  of  his  back  in 
one  of  the  most  helpless  of  postures. 

"If  you  do  that  again,  veteran/'  said 
Burly  James,  stooping  over  the  feUen  hero, 
"I  shall  begin  to  think  you're  getting 
drunk." 

"  Pick  me  up,"  responded  the  old  Penin- 
sular. "  Upon  second  thoughts,  Richard 
Crump,  rU  avail  myself  of  your  polite  assist- 


ance." 


The  desired  help  being  readily  given.  Bill 
Stumpit  regained  his  perpendicular,  and, 
eschewing  the  eternal  friendship  which  he 
had  just  sworn  with  the  knight  of  the 
muscles,  consented  to  be  placed  carefully  in 
a  wheelbarrow,  and  conveyed  to  his  quarters 
by  Ned  the  ostler.  Jacob  Giles  pretended 
to  steady  the  load;  but  it  was  generally 
believed  that  in  steadying  the  load  he  did 
so  to  steady  himself. 
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There  now  remains  little  more  to  recount 
of  what  befel  the  actors  in  the  scenes  in  the 
historical  drama  of  the  Belle  of  the 
Village. 

Jacob  Giles  experienced  the  greatest  con- 
solation in  the  society  of  the  old  Penin- 
sular, and  it  is  supposed  that  the  battles  in 
which   that  hero  had   been  engaged  were 
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i'ought  over  and  over  again.  For  during  the 
long  winter's  evenings  they  were  known  to 
sit  for  hours  together  in  the  little  back  set- 
tlement, and  with  his  chin  resting  upon  his 
hands,  his  hands  through  the  agency  of  his 
elbows,  and  his  elbows  upon  the  table, 
Jacob  drew  in,  with  his  breath,  those  thrill- 
ing details  of 


"  Most  disastrous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field ; 
Of  hair-breadth  'scapes  i*  the  imminent  deadly  breach, 


«t 


and  appeared  never  weary  with  their  reca- 
pitulation. 

Thus  winter  succeeded  winter,  and  the  old 
tales  were  told  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

As  was  anticipated,  Bridget,  upon  the 
corporal's  departure,  made  a  determined 
eflFort  to  grasp  the  reins  of  government  in 
the  household  of  the  general  shop ;  but,  sup- 
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ported  by  the  old  Peninsular,  Jacob,  with 
many  misgivings  concerning  the  result,  put 
down  the  aspiring  ambition  of  his  house- 
keeper, and  ruled  with  the  combined 
lenity  and  firmness  which  become  a 
master. 

The  apothecary  and  Mrs.  Doctor  Grimes, 
having  arrived  at  a  desirable  understanding, 
continued  to  pass  both  their  days  and 
nights  in  that  conjugal  state  of  harmony, 
which  is  recommended  as  highly  beneficial 
both  for  the  condition  of  the  mind  and 
stomach. 

There  is  no  reason  to  conjecture  that  Mar- 
garet was  ever  rash  enough  to  again  attempt 
a  lecture  of  the  curtain  kind,  or,  indeed,  any 
other,  and  with  undiminished  popularity 
and  confidence,  the  apothecary  supported 
that  professional  reputation,  of  which  he 
was  so  chary,  untarnished  and  unimpaired, 
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to  the  last  hour  of  his  manipulating  a  pill 
or  spreading  a  cataplasm. 

It  became  the  general  subject  of  remark 
that  Orporal  Crump,  firom  living,  pro- 
bably, so  much  at  his  ease,  grew  corpulent, 
and  not  a  trace  of  the  stnught  military 
figure  of  former  days  was  visible  in  the 
puffy  bonifiwe  of  the  Harrow  and  Pitch- 
fork. 

Attractive  as  that  famous  hostelrie  in- 
dubitably was,  under  the  immediate  direc- 
tion of  Mistress  Twigg,  it  became  doubly 
so  when  the  charming  and  buxom  widow, 
from  legal  necessity,  had  the  licence  changed 
to  Crump.  Travellers  have  been  known  to 
make  a  wide  circuit  out  of  their  direct  road 
to  quaffs  a  cup  of  the  best  with  its  military 
landlord,  and  so  fascinated  were  some  of  the 
most  sensitive  >vith  his  eloquence  and  sen- 
timents, that  it  is  a  matter  of  unquestionable 
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authenticity  they  remained  many  more  days 
than  they  intended  hours. 

The  bar-parlour  had  to  be  enlarged  in 
consequence  of  the  great  increase  of  business 
in  that  particular  branch  of  the  trade,  and 
such  was  the  rapidly  increasing  wealth  of 
the  corporal  and  his  wife  that  the  latter,  in 
the  joy  of  her  heart,  proposed  that  they 
should  keep  a  chaise,  and  astonish  the 
Brawns! 

To  the  credit  of  Corporal  Crump  be  it 
said,  there  was  nothing  that  Charlotte  did, 
would,  or  could  propose,  but  to  which  he 
felt  a  ready  inclination  to  accede.  To  keep 
a  chaise,  however,  would,  as  he  knew, 
greatly  astonish  the  Browns,  and  it  required 
some  reflection  upon  the  policy  of  the 
measure. 

With  the  keen  eye  of  a  general,  Corporal 
Crump  swept  the  horizon  of  the  future,  and 
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and  pair,  with  powdered  footmeiL  in  gor- 
geous liveries  and  dlk  stockings,  would 
take  its  place. 

They  indulged — did  these  respective  and 
respectable  families — in  speculations  upon 
the  probable  and  particular  source  whence 
the  "turn  out"  was  procured; — whether 
from  the  profits  arising  from  beer,  brandy, 
gin,  hollands,  or  rum. 

They — the  Robinsons  and  the  Thompsons, 
the  Smiths,  Browns,  and  Johnsons— sin- 
cerely prayed  that  no  accident  would  bofal 
so  spirited  an  investment ;  as  for  it  to  be 
smashed,  hashed,  or  scratched,  must  prove 
quite  a  national  calamity— quite. 

Harnessed,  however,  in  the  consciousness 
of  their  own  rectitude  of  conduct  and  design, 
the  Corporal  and  his  Charlotte  were  proof 
against  these  pigmy  shafts,  and  each  glanced 
from  the  butt,  or  fell  short  of  the  mark. 
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Happy,  because  contented,  and  taking 
pleasure  in  pleasing  each  other,  Corjwral 
Crump  and  his  wife  trotted  together  down 
the  hill  of  life,  with  a  glorioua  sunset  over 
head,  and  as  they  approached  the  bottom, 
they  might  have  turned  and  examined 
every  step  without  the  regret  of  its  being 
too  late  to  retrace. 

Jonathan  and  the  Guard  continued  to 
make  the  most  punctual  visits  to  the 
Harrow  and  Pitchfork,  and  an  allusion  was 
occasionally  made  by  the  latter  to  the 
man  that  drank  to  the  King  with  no 
heel-taps. 

It  was  observed  by  several  of  Jonathan's 
friends,  that  his  hilarity  and  liveliness 
were  not  in  the  ascendant  for  some  weeks 
after  the  corporal's  wedding,  but  gradually 
the  depression  wore  away,  and  his  "  Bold 
hard!   let  go   their   heads,  Ned,"    was  as 
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cheerful  as  in  the  days  that  he  him- 
self entertained  the  hope  of  making  the 
buxom  widow  his  own,  with  her  ready 
money,  fixtures,  good- will,  and  stock  in 
trade. 

James  Burly,  otherwise  Burly  James, 
remained  in  a  position  which  seemed  to 
afibrd  all  the  gratification  in  life  he  either 
claimed  or  desired.  As  coachman  to  the 
"  poor  cripple,'*  as  he  now  called  his  master, 
he  found,  as  he  said,  the  service  to  be  com- 
parative fireedom,  and  with  liberal  wages 
for  doing  next  to  nothing,  the  knight  of 
the  muscles  felt  not  the  slightest  inclination 
to  run  the  risk  of  bettering  himself  or  his 

heirs. 

Few  indeed  were  the  evenings  that  he 
absented  himself  from  the  bar-parlour,  and 
there  he  might  be  seen,  after  the  slight 
business  of  tlie   day  was  done,  in  the  full 
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enjoyment  of  that   social    intercourse  with 
the  kindred  spirits  therein  assembled. 

Quitting  his  country  for  his  country's 
good.  Doctor  Starkie  wandered  to  the 
sunny  clime  of  Italy,  where,  possibly,  full 
of  remorse  for  unbridled  passions,  craft, 
and  cruel  treachery,  be  had  his  bead 
smoothly  shaved,  and  became  a  holy  fnar 
of  orders  grey. 

The  religious  brother  was  soon  known, 
&r  and  wide,  as  the  strictest  disciplinarian 
that  the  Church  possessed,  and  the  penance 
he  enjoined,  and,  it  was  said,  performed 
as  an  ensample,  caused  him  to  be  looked 
upon  in  the  light  of  little  short  of  a  s^nt. 
Many  were  the  pilgrims,  and  fair  peni- 
tents, who  came  to  his  lonely  cell  for 
shrift  andabsolution ;  he  was  regarded  by 
crowds  of  devotees,  as  the  stepping-stone 
to  Paradise. 
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A  strange  story,  howerer,  at  length  got 
mooted  abroad,  much  to  the  scandal  of  this 
anointed  son  of  the  Church,  and,  whether 
true  or  not,  dire  was  the  vengeance  which 
it  brought  upon  his  head. 

None  witnessed  the  struggle,  save  those 
engaged  in  it;  but  that  it  was  one  both 
fierce  and  long,  the  blood-sprinkled  walls, 
and  pavement  slimed  with  gore,  presented 
conclusive  proofs. 

With  his  limbs  rigid  and  stiffened  in  the 
last  violent  throes  of  death,  and  his  eyeballs 
staring  as  if  ready  to  start  from  their 
sockets,  the  body  of  the  monk  was  found 
on  the  floor  of  his  cell,  with  a  stiletto 
driven  to  the  handle  in  his  heart.  In  the 
grasp  of  one  of  his  own  convulsively 
clutched  hands  a  small  dagger  was  disco- 
vered,  and  the  broken  point,  tipped  with 
blood,  showed  that  it  had  not  been  wide  of 
the  intended  mark. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


One  sunny  morning  when  the  sky  was 
clear,  serene,  and  beautiful,  Miss  Christina 
Baxter  might  have  been  perceived  in  the 
hightest  of  spirits — in  spirits  of  the  most 
buoyant  description. 

The  myrtle  was  in  full  bloom,  and  so  was 
Miss  Baxter,  although  time,  that  sneaping 
destroyer  of  all  that  is  lovely  to  look  upon, 
had  left  the  old  shrub — need  it  be  said  that 
this  description  b  appKcable  to  the  myrtle, 
and  not  to  Miss  Baxter? —  with  a  declining 
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paucity  of  green  leaves  to  show  that  it  was 
still  endowed  with  the  powers  of  vitality. 

As  if  to  spare  no  one  and  nothing,  how- 
ever;— as  if  the  fell  destroyer  revelled  in 
shaking  the  fuU-bloom  flower ; — in  crum- 
bling '^the  noblest  works  that  man  can 
raise ;  —  in  wrinkling  the  face  of  beauty> 
and  changing  the  hopeful  beaming  smile  of 
youth  into  the  sour  scowl  of  impotent, 
babbling  age,  Time  had  stamped  his  crow's 
foot  even  upon  the  visage  of  Miss  Chris- 
tina Baxter. 

The  hoar  frost  of  Age,  assisted  by  his  help- 
mate Care,  seemed  to  have  taken  pleasure 
in  whitening  the  few  remaining  locks  which 
were  visible  beneath  the  border  of  that 
little  puritanical  cap  ;  but  he  could 
not — even  with  all  that  his  help-mate  had 
done — dim  the  lustre  of  a  heart  which  shone 
ill  her  face  like  a  gem  of    priceless  worth — 
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a  heart  beating  with  ten  times  more  love 
for  her  neighbour  than  herself. 

Miss  Baxter  looked  older,  it  is  true ;  there 
was  no  denying  that  self-supporting  truism; 
but  brisker  she  never  was,  happier  she 
never  appeared,  as  standing  before  a  looking- 
glass  of  narrow  dimensions,  upon  this  sunny 
morning  when  the  sky  was  clear,  serene, 
and  beautiful,  she  examined  her  figure  both 
b^ore  and  behind,  and  even  raised  herself 
on  a  footstool  to  take  in  the  extreme  depth, 
as  it  stood  arrayed  in  the  unusual  splendour 
of  a  silver  grey  silk  dress. 

The  pains  which  Miss  Christina  bestowed 
upon  her  toilet  can  be  compared  only  to 
miniature  painting.  Not  a  frill  nor  a  tucker 
but  what  was  arranged  and  re-arranged  in 
a  way  most  becoming  to  the  particular  and 
general  effect,  and  as  she  pronounced  the 
study  to  be  complete  in  the  words  that  '*she 
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thought  that  wooM  do,'*  Mi»  Bsxter  pre- 
sentod  an  appeAFaDot  of  extraordinary 
liutre. 

"  Only  to  tbink,**  soIHoqatzed  -he,  ^  thai 
!  should  surviTe  to  be  a  bridesm^d ! "  and 
then  Miss  Christina's  eyes  became  rivctted 
on  the  reflection  of  herself  in  the  glass,  as  if 
to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  tlmt  there 
was  no  mistake  in  the  matter. 

"  I'm  not  indulging  in  a  vision,"  said  Miss 
Baxter,  proceeding  to  adjust  the  neatest  of 
white  drawn  ailk  bonnets.  "No;  this  is 
not  a  dream — a  deception  of  the  senses — 
not  one  of  those  fairy  castles  raised  in  the 
air,  upon  an  imaginary  foundation  of  rose- 
leaves.  Oh,  no!  this  is  real  happiness; 
happiness  that  I  would  rather  die  than 
wake  from." 

Miss  Christina  at  this  moment  seemed 
overcome  with  her  reflections,  and  sitting 


THE   BELLE   OF  THE   VILLA6B.         263 

down  in  a  chair,  conveniently  placed,  ap- 
peared rather  disposed  to  have  ^'  a  good 
cry. 

Compromising  the  tendency  with  two 
large  drops  which  rolled  down  her  cheeks, 
the  little  simple-minded  old  governess  pro- 
nounced that  she  was  remarkably  stupid  to 
take  on  so,  and  wondered  how  she  should 
be  so  weak  as  to  weep  at  the  happiest 
moment  of  her  life.  It  really  looked  as  if 
some  persons — of  whom  she  undoubtedly 
was  one — ^resolved  to  turn  the  tap  of  their 
tears  upon  every  opportunity,  whether  the 
cause  justified  the  waste  or  not,  and 
henceforth  it  should  be  a  rule  with  her,  to 
which  there  should  be  no  exception,  to 
abstain  from  making  such  a  puerile  display 

for  the  future. 

Miss   Christina   expunged   all  traces   of 
her  tears,  and    tying  the   ribbons    of  the 
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*'  The  same  to  you  'm,"  responded  the 
Knight  of  the  Muscles,  '^  and  many  of  them. 

'•  May  I  ask  how  you  left  our  dear  young 
friends?"  returned  Miss  Christina  with  an 
inexpressible  shake  of  the  head  as  she  drew 
on  a  tightly-fitting  glove. 

Burly  James  descended  from  the  box- 
seat  with  great  deliberation  and,  throwing 
the  reins  carelessly  over  the  obese  animals 
back — for  he  knew  he  could  trust  them  to 
remain  as  still  as  the  stones  on  which  t  hey 
stood — approached  Miss  Baxter,  and  taking 
off  his  hat — ^for  he  was  always  respectful  to 
hb  superiors — whispered  close  to  her  ear; 
not  that  there  existed  any  necessity  for  so 
doing: 

^^  Himpatient  'm  I  should  say,  and  if  I'm  any 
judge  'm,  it's  a  toss  up  of  a  button  which 'o  the 
two— supposing  it  were  a  race— would  get  to 
the  church  first,  Miss  Clara  or  Mr.  Leonard ; 
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but  I  think"  continued  he,  "if  a  quarter's 
wages  depended  on  it  I'd  back—" 

"Hush,  hush,  good  Mr.  Burly!"  in- 
terrupted Miss  Baxter, deprecatingly.  "Fie, 
fie !  I  slialJ  really  blush  if  you  say  any 
more." 

"  Then  as  it  is  not  my  natur  'm  to  make 
a  lady  blush,"  replied  he,  re-covering  his 
head,  "  we'd  better  make  a  start  of  it,"  and 
throwing  open  the  carriage  door,  Miss 
Christina  entered  the  vehicle  without  any 
pomp  or  circumstance  of  state,  and  was 
driven  away. 

The  past. 

In  that  one  word  what  joys  and  hopes, 
what  sadness,  smiles,  and  tears  lie  buried  ! 

What  is  the  present  but  the  future's  past? 
As  we  are,  so  have  others  been.  Life  is  but 
the  mutation  of  those  scenes  wherein  the 


THE   BELLE   OF   THE  VILLAGE.  267 

actors  play  motley  parts,  and  when  played 
out,  others  succeed  them.  Few  but  think 
their  own  the  heaviest  to  bear  ^\rithal,  and  all 
assign  the  causes  of  their  disappointments, 
and  failures,  to  any  source  but  those  errors 
of  which  they  themselves  were  the  origi- 
nators. 

To  justify  himself  how  prompt  is  man; — 
how  loth  to  confess  and  acknowledge  hb 
transgressions ! 

As  it  has  been,  so  it  is,  and  alas !  will  be. 

Life  is  the  same  dull^  unprofitable  story, 
because  none  will  heed  the  holy  lessons  it 
would  teach.     It  is,  indeed, 

«'  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury, 
Signifying — nothing." 
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